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JuNE 29, 1889. ] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


SCENE—A Glade in the New Forest. Mr. Puncu discovered seated under the spreading boughs of a tree, with only Tony and a 
tankard for “‘ the best of all good companie.” 


Mr. Punch (sings). ‘* Under the greenwood tree, ‘*Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 
Who loves to lie with me, Here shall he see 
And tune his merry note No enemy, 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat, But winter and rough weather.” 


A Voice. More, more, I pr’ythee, more ! 

Mr. Punch. What, my fine, fantastical, forest-haunting moraliser, my Burron in trunk-hose, my well-beloved Melan- 
choly Jaques, is it you? Welcome, I say, welcome! Though surely you have lost your way, like other rambling ruminants, 
for this is the New Forest, not the Forest of Arden, and it is—or was lately—haunted, not by the gentle Duke and his com- 
rades, but by the fat Knight—him of Malwood, not of Windsor or Hastcheap—and his Grand Old Guest. 

Jaques. "Tis a far cry from Arden to Hawarden, and he who would devote holiday hours in mid-June to railways, 
not ruminating, to perorating, not placidity, is scarce a man to my mind. “ He is too disputable for my company.” 

Mr. Punch. Why, verily, your maxim, “’Tis good to be sad and say nothing,” would hardly commend itself to 
Wi11AM the un-Silent. Now J am taking it easy, under the shade of boughs not melancholy in their beautiful June leafiness, 
but “far from the madding crowd,” and from Parliament, Morning Papers, the Special Commission, Portland Weddings, and 
all other forms of modish plaguiness and palaver. 

Jaques. The wiser you. You are the latter-day Toucusrone of this bosky wilderness, “ a rare fellow, good at anything, 
who uses his folly like a stalking-horse, and, under the presentation of that, shoots his wit.” 

Mr. Punch. Well, well, you need not be shot standing. Pr’ythce be seated, Jaques, if—if you are not hindered, like 
Martey’s spectre, by circumstances beyond your control; and drink—if there’s a passage in your ghostly throat. 

Jaques. For this cool tipple—yes. Iced Champagne Cup was not known in Arden; ’tis one thing in which you have 
the better of us, Could the hungry and angry OrLAnpo now rush in upon our feast, he might almost be excused for some 
* strong enforcement”’ in his resolve to share it. 


Mr. Punch. We have our Orlandos yet, Jaques. 
: ‘* The thorny point 
Of bare distress hath ta’en from them the show 
Of smooth civility.” 


But they are to be found in City slums rather than in woodland glades, and would muster menacingly in Trafalgar Square 
rather than in a forest opening. Poor souls! they need my genial ministrations. 
‘* Invest me in my motley; give me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will through and through 


Cleanse the foul body of th’ infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine.” 


Dost remember the words, JAQuxs ? 
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idi iC ar d Duke. Dukes do not chide you, meseems. 
», and the chiding which they earned,.me from the goo 
wre They durst not ; though sometimes I chide them, when, par ewemple, they snub our young Volunteers, 


. "e i i f our markets, 
: - City ways, or make mere impassable middens 0 
"7 core Bas autocrat! You have that for which I yearned when I said— 
‘*T must have liberty | 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 
To blow on whom I please.” 


Mr. Punch. Nay, not so happy either—always. I was thinking, when you appeared, of the se hics of rau 
creatures, “in populous city pent,” to whom one peep of this green, purple-pied glade would be as a g lt aa ib 
whom callous capitalists, harpy-landlords, jerry-builders, and sweaters, aided half-consciously by selfish swells and lax legis- 
lators, would deny the breathing-room of a few ‘ open spaces. 

Jaques, Is’t so, indeed? There is matter in that for much musing. ; 

Mr. Punch. And more action. You, mine ancient Motley-wearer, mused too much, and too much moralised. The 
fool in the forest, who sat and railed on Lady Fortune in good set terms, was perhaps hardly less wise, or less useful, than the 
mock-melancholy Court-Gentleman who flouted him. . : 

: Jaques. Well chidden, in faith. I hope the Dukes, and other peccant personages, relish the style of your chastening ! 
r - Mr. Punch. Sir, I am but lately back from the huge Paris Show, the sky-soaring Tower, the square miles of marvels, 
the ant-like myriads of swarming sight-seers. And now I am—save for your presence and my faithful Topy—alone in the 
forest. And there as here, here as there, my thoughts are with the toil-tied millions for whose bleared eyes are no “ sights ” 
whether of sweet Nature or wonder-working Art. The pent-up forces of grinding poverty are as the unseen lava underlying 
all this glad world of greenery, and all that social world of grandeur. There, Jaques, is a theme after your own heart,— 
but which I must treat after mine own manner. ) 

Jacques. Proveed! proceed! I do love melancholy better than laughing. 

Mr. Punch. So do not I. Like Rosatiyp, “TI had rather have a fool to make me merry than experience to make me 
sad —moonily and purposelessly sad. "Tis not melancholy mooniness or aimless mordancy that will make the World patiently 
receive the medicine of the Motley Moralist, my Jaquzs. 

Jaques. How then, O rarer fellow than Toucusronz, commend you the chalice of your wisdom to the lips of folly ? 

Mr. Punch. Not with infusion of rue or savour of sorrel.” Like this “ Cup,’ which you seem so to appreciate, the 
tonic draught of the Motley teacher should be cool, not fiery, piquant indeed, but not all tarts and bitters. 

Jaques. “I pr'ythee, pretty youth (for, in faith, despite years, you are both youthful and pretty), let me be better 
acquainted with thee,” I would know more of the greatest of Motley Moralists and his mode. 

Mr. Punch. Verily? Then ’twere churlish to refuse you. I must now be off to London instanter. But I’ll leave 
you my quintessential self for society in these sweet forest ways. You'll find it better worth ruminating upon than the 
dial-bearing fool, or even the poor wounded deer. It contains my wisdom and illustrates its modus. If ever you’re tempted 
again into town ways, and care to turn up at my Fleet Street Sanctum, you shall be welcomed. Meanwhile, for cheering 
and edifying companionship, I leave you my 
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THE PARNELL COMMISSION. 
(Special Report.) 

“ Monday, September 1.—Mr. Justice HANNEN, Mr. Justice Day, and 
Mr. Justice Smiru, sitting in the Probate Division of the Royal Courts of 
Justice, met to-day to hear the matters at issue between the Zimes and Mr. 
PARNELL. Sir CHARLES RussELL, M.P., Q.C., represented Mr. PARNELL 
and the other Irish Members concerned. Mr. GRAHAM appeared for Mr. 
WALTER and Another. Tony, M.P., Q.C.* (instructed by Mr. GrorcE 
Lewis, of Ely Place, Holborn, W.C.), watched the case for the Public.”— 
Morning Paper. 

Cur this out of morning paper; great deal more; columns of it; 
but don’t suppose there’ll be room to printit. Yet a most interesting 
case. My first brief. Fancy I 
have started pretty well. Feel 
the wig rather hot, and always 
pigs ane to find gown nearly slip- 

ing off. Observe that CHARLES 

USSELL keeps his gown well over 
his shoulders, whereas GRAHAM, 
when addressing Court, generally 
has the collar somewhere in neigh- 
=~ bourhood of small of his back. 
23 Suppose they begin that way, 
working gown up to the shoulders 
as they advance towards CHARLES 
RUSSELL’S status. 

Everything very agreeable. 
Wondered, when I went in, what 
the Judges would say. ‘‘Is the 
old min friendly ?”’ I said to my- 
self, looking up at HAnwnen. 
Found he was, very. When I 
said I appeared for the public, he 
made me a little bow, and ob- 
served, ‘‘ The case of the public is 
in excellent hands.” Very nice 
that. Felt quite encouraged. 
Determined to justify good opin- 
ion. Opening presented early in 
case. When GRAHAM was asked 
whom he represented, he replied, 
‘“My Lud, I appear, with my 
learned friend the ArroRNEY- 
LeRinoen ence thee? GENERAL, for the defendants in 

pe ese ree the case of O’ Donnell vy. Walter.” 

Here was my chance. — Seized it with alacrity. 

“My Lud,” I said, hitching my gown over left shoulder, and 
cocking back my wig, as I have observed another eminent Q.C. do, 
‘‘interposing as amecus curie, I may observe that my learned friend 
is a little inaccurate. He says he appears with the ATTORNEY- 
GENERAL. May I point out, my Lud, that it would be more accurate 
to say ‘he appears without the ATTORNEY-GENERAL ?’” 

‘* Silence! ”? shouted a person in gown, who, I subsequently ascer- 
tained, was called the Usher. 

Have a good look at the Judges. 
in the chair he usually fills as President of the Divorce Court. 
plump pleasant-featured man. 

_ “Looks,” says CHARLES RussELL, ‘‘as if he was able to bear with 
equanimity the failure of other people’s marriages.” 

On the left Smrrn, a quiet keen-faced man, who says very little, 
but evidently thinks a good deal. On the right Day. Day simply 
delicious. Hayen’t seen anything so lovely for years. Never get 
tired of watching him. Splendid figure-head for a ship. Widely 
opened, stonily-staring’eyes ; uplifted eyebrows wrinkling the massive 
forehead ; lips slightly parted; moves head slowly from side to side 
gazing round Court with air of perpetual surprise. Sometimes looks 
up at ceiling, as if wondering what it could be for. Then gaze slowly 
lowered to desk, maryelling how the doose it got there. Again, 
slowly surveys Court. Think I hear him whispering to himself, 
**Dear me! What a lot of reporters!’? Looks as if he’d never 
attempted a joke in his life, or understood one. What a prize mute 
he ’d make at a first-class funeral! 

Case grows interesting as it goes on. CHARLES RUSSELL por- 
tentously bland. Never loses his temper for a moment. Is so 
amiable; must be winning hand over hand. Argues for disclosure 
of documents, specification of charges. ‘‘ Let-us-know-what-wwe- 
have-to-meet,” and all that sort of thing. Fancy I’ve heard all 
before in the House of Commons; nothing came of it there except 
occasional beating in Division Lobby. Now Hanwen gravely listens. 
Smairx (not OLp Morariry) twinkles with attention. Day solemnly 
nods his head with curious rhythmical action of the mechanical Man- 
darin. Seems to be something in it, after all. Granam drops his 
gown. half an inch lower down the length of his spine, and says the 


* The Dog has taken silk, and never told his oldest and best friend !— Punch. 
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things the ATTORNEY-GENERAL and EpwarpD CLARKE used to say in 
House of Commons. But HANNEN swoops down on him like a falcon ; 
rather paralyses him. GRAHAM wriggles and wrestles, falters and 
stumbles. His face settles into stony pallor, pitiful to see. Quite 
sorry for him. Think Ill give him a lift. Nothing like a word of 
sympathy in times like this. Write on slip of paper,— 

‘ Threaten to move for a writ of fi. fa.” | 

Haven’t clear idea what writ of fi. fa. is. Fancy it’s a sort of 
protest, as who should say, ‘‘ Fv. fa. shame!” Pass the slip of paper 
on to GRAHAM. Eagerly opens it. Reads, and looks back at me. 
I nod to him cheerily. 

‘‘Try that, old fellow,” I say. 

GraHAm evidently doesn’t catch on. Paleness deepens. Stares at 
me angrily. Put open hand to side of mouth, and loudly whisper, 
‘* Fiert facias !” 

‘* Silence! ”’ says the Usher. 

Presently GraHAM cites at large from case of Brown vy. Watkin, 
also case of Dike v. Stephen; drifts gently to Shaw vy. Smith. 
Time seems opportune for creating little diversion. j 

‘My Lud,” I say, addressing President, ‘‘as our time is valuable, 

erhaps your Ludship, whilst my learned friend proceeds with 
his citations, would favour the Court with your views on the 
question, ‘Is Marriage a Failure?’ Your Ludship’s remarkable 
opportunities for——”’ 

The Usher. ‘‘ Silence!” 

I thought he’d say that. 

At half-past one, adjourned for luncheon. A little late in return- 
ing to Court. Found the O’Gorman Manon, with facias nearly as 
jiert as GRAHAM’s. Seems he wanted to get in without ticket. 
Messenger declined to admit him. 

‘*There’s my cyard,” said The Manon, pressing pasteboard on 
acceptance of trembling minion. ‘‘ A frind will call upon ye this 
evening.” 

neice Court Judges got on a long way. In fact, a few minutes 
after, the whole thing seemed to come to an end. RussELt got all he 
asked for, and, there being nothing more to do, adjournment proposed. 

The President. ‘‘ We have all spent a very comfortable afternoon.” 

; Toby, i. P., Q.C. (interposing as amicus curie). ‘‘ As your Ludship 
pleases. 

Usher. ‘‘ Silence!” 

Then we picked up our briefs and went out. My learned friend 
AsquitH’s brief lying close to mine, I picked that up too. Has an 
overwhelming effect in walking through the crowd, to carry from 
Court a good armful of papers. 


A WHITEHEAD TORPEDO FOR THE CITY. 


SaturDAY next, Michaelmas Day. Also City elects new Lord 
Mayor. Hail, James WuirenEsap, Alderman that is, Lord Mayor 


» 
5 


ee, 


that shall be! There is nothing suggestive of the Torpedo about him 

but his name. A capable, courtly man, who will do honour to the 

high position he is called to, and will, with peculiar fitness, inaugu- 

rate the new era of City administration in conjunction with the 

one of a Radical Local Government Act passed by a Conservative 
finistry. 
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Morality at a Tennis-Match. 
(By a Buffer.) 
To prophesy our downfall is not rash, 
Now all our boys—and girls—seem ‘‘ going to smash!” 
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“TELL-TALE TIT!” 
(Middle o September /) 


Bagnidge (having made sure with both barrels), ‘* ANOTHER BIR 
The Keeper (aghast). ‘‘BrRD !—NOT A BIT OF IT! 
A PHEASANT !” i 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


A most amusing and companionable little book is Mr. GrorcE 
GROSSMITH’S 
Society Clown. 
The ‘‘Snobbish 
Chapter” is, in 
idea, at least, 
quite Thacke- 
rayan. ‘‘G.G.” 
thoroughly en- 


joys a_ story 
that. tells 
against him- 


self. The love- 
letter from the 
lady who had 
“a Sunday 
out,” is deli- 
cious. What 
became of this 
poor Columbine 
our gay Clown 
doesn’t tell us. 


anon 


NA i Inspired to 
A'S Al Mh L£) drop into 

The Clown in Society. ete | Sak ep 
Fine Old English Gentle ee 


I lik man” —J]T joyously sing,— 
Apes soa Clacacs GRrossmitu’s tales of everywhere he goes, 
ee . ukes, and Duchesses, and all the swells he knows. 
he el in the thought that I can see him on the stage 
n oar front Without a smile, and put him in a rage. 
= 2 ha Clown of High Society, all of the modern time. 
ike to read the in-vi-ta-tion sent hi i 
e f sent him by th 
To dine with H.R.H. abroad,—but has he hat ona > 
a, ee awh ; 


’Don’T KNOW WHAT MASTER ’LL SAY WHEN I TELL HIM! 


‘never see them more. 


” 


Wn’, YOU ’VE SHOT 


I like to think that I can go into the Galleree, 
And chuck an apple at his head,—which he can’t do to me. j 
Choris Stine Clown of High Society, all of the modern time. 


To call himself ‘a clown,” I think, is hard—on Harry Payng, 

Who always comes at Christmas Time with ‘‘ Here we are again!” 

Who’1l soon bring out his memoirs of tip-top Societee, 

Where he never had the pleasure of encountering G. G. 
Chorus—This Clown of High Society, all of the modern time. 


If you’re going along journey by train, buy The Society Clown. 
The time will pass so quickly with this book in your hands, that 
the station where you ought to have got out will have escaped your 
notice, and you’ll wake up at the terminus with the prospect of 
having the book still to amuse you on the return journey. 

From gay to grave, I am still going quietly, very quietly, through 
Mr. Hawxrns’s most_ carefully compiled and entertainingly written 
two Volumes, entitled, The French Stage in the Eighteenth Century. 
He has stated the case of the disabilities of the French Comedians, 
on the whole, very fairly, considering that he candidly avows him- 
self a warm partisan, whose bias has prevented him from admitting 
that the other side has any case atall. His book, as far as I am able 
to judge from the first volume, ought to be a standard work of 
reference for students of the French stage in the Eighteenth Century. 

Several Correspondents write to me, asking, where can we procure 
those Weird Tales which you have twice recommended ? Well, un- 
fortunately, there was a rush upon them by friends who promised 
faithfully to return them; but instead of keeping their word, they ’ve 
zeph my books. In the meantimeI can only say that they are pocket 
volumes, adapted to anybody’s pocket,—evidently, by the disappear- 
ance of my little lot,—consisting of a collection of very old ghost 
stories, English, Scotch, American, Irish, familiar, it may be, to 
most readers over fifty, but refreshing even to them, and accepted 
with delight by the second and third generation. Iam fond of old 
friends, and was delighted to welcome them again. Some of them 
however, I had never read before. They are published by PATERSON, 
Edinburgh, and are so portable that I wish they weren’t, as I sha 
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“THESE ENGLISH ARE SHREWDLY OUT OF BEEF!’ 
Henry the Fifth, Act III., Se. 7. 


Lord Wolseley (to Tommy Atkins), ‘‘ WHY, BLESS ME! YOU LOOK HALF STARVED! WHAT’LL YOU TAKE?” 


Strange Story of a Manuscript 
Correspondence of Wagner and Liszt. Letter-writing is to some of | found in a Copper Cylinder. Ought to have been left there. It is 
us nuisance enough: letter-reading is worse. But in this case— advertised as a Jules-Verne-like story, might be called a Verne- 
“‘ RicHARD and FRANCIS were two clever men; and-Vater story. It is childish: and its improbabilities are rendered 
Clever at music and clever with pen.” still more improbable by some of the pantomimice illustrations. Long 


These two geniuses wrote their thoughts impulsively to each other. that Lo Rar pce. = 4 Hones descensus a Verne-o,” says 
Their letters are really the conversation of two earnest men, at one | the ever classical and always happily grammatical 


in Art, but at issue over the great problems of life. Here and there, LEARNED BARON Dr Boonsoae 


as naturally as possible, crop up business and domesticity. Of the 
two ‘* Special worsted ty ser prefer Liszt, who writes in a tone ‘* FINE weather,” said Mrs. Ram; ‘‘ but these East winds are very 
’ 


of conviction, whic 


A propos of ‘‘ refreshing,’ I have just dipped into Dr. Hurrrer’s | letters of RicHarD WAGNER. 
Pp 
except as regards music, is absent from the| dangerous. My Nephew is laid up with an influential cold.” 


& 
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The effect of the darkness is demoralising. 


DUE NO RTH. 
st Meal—Con- 


- Climbs—Night—Lodgers—Early Rising—Fir 

Oe ae — ee aasion = A rrival — Separation — Balmorality — 
Anticipation—Alteration—“* Strangers ye 

of a Harlequin, has disappeared by the 
over the washing-stand into his berth. 
oe) With niga nnen, turned to 
me, he murmurs, drowsily, 
but consoling to the last,— 

“You'll ike your berth. 
It’s deliciously comfort- 
able,—tip top! It’s the 
height of luxury.” Then 
he adds, in a gradually 
descending scale, —tonus 
peregrinus—as he snuggles 
into his pillow, ‘‘ Good 
night, dear friend!” 

Good night!” I re- 
turn, as I stand dubiously 
looking up towards the 
_ elevated jam - cupboard 
shelf in which I have to 
repose, if I can. 

‘The height of luxury ! 
—tip-top!’” I mutter to 
myself. ‘Its. How can 
I get there?” 

Happy Thought.—Ne- 
cessity, being the mother 
of invention, ought to give 
me a tip about a berth. 
Necessity’s tip is the em- 
ployment of travelling- 
bags and campstools as 
aids towards getting into 
this berth. Necessity may 
have an extra tip in store 
for me—a tip over. While 
arranging my plan of campaign, I find myself humming involuntarily 
the air from the Bohemian Girl, ‘‘ My berth is noble, and unstained 
my crest.” But, if I come a cropper over this attempt, my crest 
won’t be unstained. 

One struggle for life. . . aclutch . . . a kick (if there were any- 
one in the berth beneath, how wild he would be—and very naturally 
—with my toe within an inch of his nose—but, thank good- 
ness, there’s nobody there )...agasp...a momentary spasm, as 
if a sinew had cracked somewhere—(didn’t Hamlet's sinews crack, or 
didn’t he appeal to them to ‘‘ Bear him up ?’’—yes—that’s what I 
say now, ‘‘ And you, my sinews, bear me strongly up! ”)—whoop !— 
and I sink breathless, a confused heap of ‘‘ dishabilly,”’ on the jam- 
cupboard shelf, the bed-clothes disarranged, and the floor littered 
with bags and campstools, which the next man who comes in will 
have to clear away. 

As to re-arranging the pocket-handkerchief which does duty for 
a sheet, or doing anything with the 
strip of flannel meant to represent a A 
blanket, I give it up in despair. 
Eres impossible ; so is sitting 
up: even turning requires th 
careful wonton, ‘ ae 

No—certainly a berth on board a 
steamer is not the place where ‘‘ the 
weary are at rest,” nor am I at all 
sure that it is the place ‘‘ where the 
wicked cease from troubling,” as one 
of our ete passengers, entering in 
the dark, and, stumbling over the 
campstools and bags, swears horribly. 

Happy Thought.—Pretend to be 
fast asleep. No connection with bags 
and campstools. Oh no! ‘ Confound 


The Cabinit Berth 


them! Who could h : 
: ave put them 
there? Infernally idioti aD i \ 
so. Good night!) 7°”) Quite NS Aart 


Fellow lodger, w epee | 

L ger, wh How did this Lady manage t 

oce SW ; : iis a 
he hat Nab Raat term the ground into any berth, specially a top one? 


hole, and subsides | Weunes nee ae 


when the fourth lodger 


an aee 


| nothing of that sort. Agreeable, affable ; probably ‘‘ Scotch lassies.” 


8 | young lady, beaming gracefully across counter of bureau, informs 


bad language in the dark. 
Then he. pee, grabs at everybody’s luggage, tumbling about as if he 
were playing Blind-man’s Buff, until the first fellow lodger (on the 
eround floor at Hopson’s) growls out, ‘‘ Why don’t you switch on the 
electric light ?’? Whereupon the latest arrival, who has brought into 
the cabin a curiously blended aroma of tobacco and whisky, guides 
himself up to the switch by laying hold of the side of my Shea 
causes me to give a warning kick in the direction of where think 
either his nose or his eye may be, just as a quiet hint that he had 
better not rouse the sleeping lion in the jam-cupboard. ‘Switch-back 
amusement. Once more the full electric light is switched on, and 
our friend commences his preparations for retiring, humming the 
‘ Boulanger March,” with variations from other sources, and inter- 
rupted by occasional ejaculatory anathemas on everybody else’s 
luggage, and especially on the bags and campstools, which latter, 
after barking his shins severely with them, he chucks violently into 
the saloon, exclaiming, ‘‘ Out you go, dash you!” and I feel that 
the campstools so padi seaod are myself in effigy. At last he, too 
crawls, like a wounded rabbit, into the hole in the tree (as it were) 
underneath my nest, where I distinctly hear him groaning an 
rubbing his ancle. Then, as he has forgotten to switch off the light 
*n a few minutes’ time a deep voice from below—it is the voice ot 
Hoxson’s ground-floor lodger—asks me, if I ‘won't mind switch- 
ing it off, as it’s nearest me.” My first idea is to continue my 
pretence of being asleep ; but, on second thoughts, as there is less 
chance than ever of getting any sleep with this light glaring right 
in my eye, I uncurl myself very cautiously, somehow, lift myself up 
without hitting my head, and extend my arm without falling out, 
and once more we are in comparative darkness, and I am having 
a final struggle with the bed-clothes. ; } 
Morning.—Dear friend Hoxson up very early. Wish Dear Friend 
would stop in hed. He says he wants to see the sun rise. tee 
he has never seen it before. He is delighte 
that I have slept so 
well. I am obliged to 
admit that I have slept. 
Gradually fellow - pas- 
sengers reappear. The 
majority look as if they 
had slept in their clothes. 
With many of them a 
enknife is a substitute 
for the particularities of 


\\S 
\\\ 


A WP 
the toilette. Wi mi 
How the ladies must HY 
regret their 


curling- 
irons! I quite under- Th ae 
stand the objection of ;° eet ni te i 
some ladies to a yoyage i & 

by steamboat. ; 


The First Day. 


Breakfast.—Marvellous solo performances on fish, eggs, chops, 
bread and butter, toast, coffee, marmalade. Poor Steward! Hosson 


beams on me when I take a chop. ‘‘It’s doing you good,’ he says 
cheerily. I hope so, I’m sure, All the contractors being in great 
form at breakfast, take twice and even three times of everything. 
Happy Thought (except for Steward).—They contract, but they 
also expand. 
We disembark at Granton. I part with dear friend Hopson, whom 
I thank heartily for the pleasant trip, givimg him the credit for the 
fine weather and everything, whereat he repeats, “I told you it 
would be all right.” and is uncommonly pleased that I am pleased. 
Off he goes to his destination, and as the boat has just conveniently 
missed the only train that would have taken me to Lochglennie, lam 
in Edinbro’ alone. Title for novel, Alone in Edinbro’ ! Remember 
to have heard of an eight o’clock table d’héte at the Balmoral Hotel. 
At the Balmoral.—I like the name of Balmoral. So proper. A 
Balmasky Hotel would attract a class of customers who preferred a 
Bal” without the ‘‘moral.”’ ‘Willing and obliging Hall Porter, with 
beaming smile, as if he had been expecting me ever so long and is so 
glad to see me at last, fetches my luggage out of fly. Pleasant and 
affable young ladies at the bureau. None of your stuck-up minxes 
with somebody else’s hair piled up on the top of their heads. Oh, no! 


Old gentleman of florid complexion, with fierce white moustache, 
and of an upright carriage suggestive of retired Indian Colonel 
(on the stage in a farce with Mr. Toonx), or the Master of a Ring, 
and wearing a peculiar hat with a brim so crisply curled up at the 
a that, with a few strings and_a rosette, it might suit a Junior 

ge is standing in hall. Know his face: recognise his ferocious 
white moustache. He is the beau déal of Sergeant Bouncer in Cox 
and Box. Being alone in the world just now, I am glad to initiate a 
conversation with the Veteran. I am commencing when pleasant 


me in her pleasantest manner, with just ing ti 

; just a flattering tinge of regret 
in se tone—(and without any brogue, so she isn’t i Scsteh faasic,”) 
—that the hotel is full; whereupon, the Hall Porter, still with 
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THE DIVIDED SKIRT. 


beaming smile which has not yet faded away, promptly picks up my luggage 

and is off with it.to the fly. His rule is, ‘‘ Welcome the oontie Petes’ % and 

““speed the parting.” The ‘‘ parting” guest, to him as a rule, must be the more 

valuable, and more to be smiled at. Where am I togo? More alone in Edinbro’ 

Seta ever! On the chance of some suggestion being made, I address the gallant 
ouncer. 

_ The Veteran replies cheerily in broad Scotch,—The McBouncer,—and I gather 
his meaning to be, that, if they hayen’t a bedroom here, they (the Balmoral 
Hotel, that is) can get me one elsewhere. 

‘Yell just taylaphone,” says the McBouncer, turning to one of the pleasant 
aad ladies, and, on hearing this, she at once sounds a bell to bespeak some- 

ody’s attention. The Veteran evidently possesses some local influence. The 
Hall Porter pauses, and the smile, which had almost died out with the removal 
of the third bag, begins to beam again gradually. Song to Hall Porter, ‘‘ O smile 
as thou wert wont to smile Before that weight of care,” &c. Substitute ‘‘luggage”’ 
for ‘‘ care,’ and there’s the ballad complete so far. Shining ‘‘ Boots ’’—quite 
an ‘‘ Upper leather ’”’—assists cheerfully. 

’The McTaylaphone replies that he places the best bedroom at my disposal, 
and I accept. Jam “hedded out” like a plant, but return to the Balmoral at 
feeding time, 8 P.M. 

Balmorality Dinner.—Large room. Small tables, so that one can dine quietly 
alone, or with three strangers at most. It being just the end of August, of course 
Grouse will be on the menu, and of course, this being Scotland, we shall have 
dishes peculiar to the country. I don’t know what the dishes are, except Scotch 
broth, collops, and haggis—(‘‘ The Midnight haggis’? mentioned by Macbeth) ,— 
but every country has its spéciahtés. Let’s see. Here’s the McMenu. 
** Potage”’—that’s French, net Scotch; perhaps they mean ‘‘ Porridge’’—no 
—‘* Consommé au Profitrol”’ (what on earth’s that ?). and ‘‘ Purée aux Navets.”’ 
** Navets”’ not Scotch. I read on: all French, nothing Scotch :—‘‘ Sole au 
gratin, Merlan frit sauce Tartare—Croquettes—Compote—Bauf Réti—Agneau, 
Salade,”—excellent dinner, but no Grouse! 

I protest to German Waiter, who doesn’t clearly comprehend. English 
Waiter, lively and attentive, recognises the justice of the protest. He, too, is 

one in Edinbro’, for the other Waiters are foreigners. He returns, delighted 

be able to inform me that I can have Grouse, ‘‘ instead of”? Beef. I think the 
stipulation somewhat severe, but I accept the terms, though I am not treated 
recisely on ‘‘the most favoured nation” (or ration) principle, as I have to pa 
alf-a-crown extra. The Grouse being excellent, and the whole dinner good, 
Iam content. Everything satisfactory at the Balmoral Hotel on this occasion, 
but, on my return visit, only the following week, when I am leaving Scotland, 
I couldn’t imagine that it was the same Hotel. 


“I entered with a smile of recognition for everyone, 
as it seemed only yesterday since I had quitted the place. 
But ‘‘a change had come over the spirit of their dream.” 
There was no beaming Hall Porter, only a McSulky, who 
growled out something, and disappeared. The genial and 
courteous Veteran McBouncer was nowhere to be seen. 
The affable and sympathetic Fairies of the bureau were 
no longer there, though I fancy I spied one of them with 
her pleasant face bent over the ledger, not daring to look 
up and smile, for fear of the other three, who, I remark, 
are severe, stiff, and unapproachable. Here was I, once 
more ‘‘ Alone in Edinbro’,” with a bag and great-coat. 

‘‘Can I leave my things here ?”’ I ask of a Boots, who, 
instead of answering, dives head-foremost down a dark 
passage, and is lost to view. Not the Boots of a week 
ago,—New Boots; never did like New Boots; no longer 
the polished Boots. 

One of the young ladies from the bureau has come 
out into the Hall, and is standing with her back to me. 
I repeat my question, timidly, I admit, but if Iam wrong 
in addressing her on the subject, she will, I trust, 
graciously correct me. Not a bit of it. -‘‘Can I leave 
my things here ?”’ I ask, with the utmost deference. 

The unapproachable young lady deigns no response, 
but walks lowly towards the other side of the Hall. Her 
distant manner chills and repels me. It seems to me as 
if I had proposed to her and been indignantly rejected. 
I cannot, I dare not-ask her another question. I fancy I 
catch as athetic glance from the eye of the pleasant 
girl at the edger: feel that, with all the will in the 
world to be affable and. nice-spoken, she can’t do it as at 
present situated. : 

The Head Waiter comes down the stairs. I try him. 
‘*Can I leave my——” ; but before the words are out of 
my mouth he too has vanished with a whisk of the 
napkin, and is seen no more. 

At last, by going up-stairs to the salle @ manger, I 
procure some attention from a startled chambermaid, who 
eyes me suspiciously, but who kindly allows me the use 
of soap and water and a jack-towel in a bath-room, there 
being, apparently, no properly appointed lavatory. What 
has come over them all? Is this a bad day with the 
Balmoralities ? 

The dinner at 8 is good enough (no Grouse), but the 
Waiters bring and take away the dishes in a violent hurry, 
as if they had backed themselves against time to make 
so many people swallow five or six courses and have 
everything cleared away in half an hour from the 
moment of starting. So swiftly do the dishes come and 
go that when I am at the second course two undersized 
German Waiters are hovering about me with the pudding. 

Not out of greediness, nor from any inordinate craving 
of the appetite, but simply to show them that I will not 
be bullied, and that I positively refuse to do a serious 
injury to my digestion merely because they have a match 
against time, I determine to take or at least, to order, 
twice of everything except the soup. 

‘* Saumon sauce Genevoise, or Merlan frit?” asksa 
German Waiter, bending over me insinuatingly, givin 
me the choice of two platefuls. I reply sternly, I wil 
take Saumon first, AND the Merlan frit afterwards. 

The German Waiter almost collapses. He cannot believe 
his ears. But I mean what I say ; and I do take both. 
This happens with all the other courses. I pull up at 
the Entremets, of which there are four varieties. 

Long before I have finished, all the unprotesting table 
d’héters, who yield in a spiritless manner to the tyranny 
of their oppressors, have stuffed themselves in a hurry 


and been cleared away. 
* 


* * * * 


I have anticipated my journey back so as to aveida 
second visit to Edinbro’. At present I am intending to 
start to-morrow morning, haying wired to that effect to 
‘*D. B.,” at Lochglennie. 


APPROPRIATE Locatiry FOR Mrmirary Man@uyvREs.— 
In Styria, where the Chamois shooting is going on. [See ? 
Sham War. Aha! Yours ever, The Hanlam of Bedwell. 
Locked up again! Under Colney Hatches. | 


Waar Wourp se Lert or Ir?—If one of Zora’s fatest 
works—say, for example, Za Terre—were Bowdlerised 
for the English public, the book would probably come out 
in the form of a clearly printed four-paged pamphlet. 
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A CHAPTER ON FAME. 


The Actor. ‘‘ AH! IT’s ALL VERY WELL FOR YOU FELLOWS TO TALK ABOUT MY BEING THE PET OF THE PUBLIC, THE IDOL OF THE 
ARISTOCRACY, THE SPOILT CHILD oF ROYALTY ITSELF! I ADMIT ALL _ THAT; BUT REMEMBER. THAT MY ART DIES WITH ME—WHEREAS 
your PicruREs, your PoEMs, youR SPEECHES REMAIN TO SHOW THE TWENTIETH CENTURY WHAT—A—WHAT——” 


The Painter. ‘‘ WHAT OVERRATED DUFFERS WE WERE IN THE NINETEENTH, EH? WHEREAS YOU LL NEVER BE FOUND OUT, OLD 
Man. So You SCORE AGAIN!” The Statesman and the Poet. ‘“HEAR! HEAR!” 


Here the sole joys are those of the man-ghoul. | Such hideous wreck among, us, deaf and 
THE NEMESIS OF NEGLECT. Thirst-thrill and ravin-rapture. p blind, [shatter. 
“Just as long as the dwellings of this race con- | Held DAnrTr’s Circles such a dwelling-place ?| As all our sheltering shams shall rend and 
tinue in their present condition, their whole sur- | Did primal sludge e’er harbour such a race? | The den is dark, secluded, it may yield 
roundings a sort of warren of foul alleys garnished : To Belial a haunt, to Mammon profit; 
with the flaring lamps of the gin-shops, and offer- | It is not Hades, nor that world of slime But we shall reap the tillage of that tield 
ing to all sorts of lodgers, for all conceivable wicked | Where dragons tare and man-shaped mon- In harvest meet for Tophet. 


me oat pole ena to further} ——_sters fought. Slum-farming knaves suck shameful wealth 
astonishment that in ach ‘ stata of things poe Civilisation’s festering heart of crime . from sin, 
outbreaks, ae tim ‘ to time, of the’ kaeeeorine | os here; kis here some loathly glimpse is | But a dread Nemesis abides therein. 
present day.”—‘‘ §, G, aL i S £ y é ‘ ; 
tember, in his Letter entitled, a pea ae Sep Of its barbaric beating, pulsing through Dank roofs, dark entries, closely-clustered 
Die co light ol ‘ El Fair limbs and flaunting garb wherewith walls, : 
age ig A one ose winding ways tis hidden. Murder-inviting nooks, death-reeking 
aaa turid gleams like marsh-fires | Mere human sewage? ‘True, O Sage! most gutters, 
tha ict ot true! A boding voice from your foul chaos calls, _ 
Sate lest of summer days Society’s kitchen-midden ! When will men heed the warning that it 
$ scarce one golden shaft of gladsome | But hither crowd the ills which are our bane: utters P 


greeting. 


June noonday has no power Saonieeeun And thence in viler shape creep forth again, | There floats a phantom on the slum’s foul air, 


| Shaping, to e i ift of 
aie a murky fog-flareof December; | Whence? Foulness [filters here from honest thet j eae). tave the guar 
pean serine seems its settled doom ; homes _ Into the Spectre of that loathly lair. 
Bites eniculders in cla ember, And thievish dens, town-rookery, rural Face it—for vain is fleeing ! 
Bitte slocp-duitod ae y on in deathly wise, _ Village, Red-handed, ruthless, furtive, unerect 
: ve sitter in a serpent’s eyes, | Vice to be nursed to violence hither comes, |’Tis murderous Crime—the Nemesis of 
«| Yet as that sullen sinister cold Nurture unnatural, abhorrent tillage ! Neglect ! 


Mesight of prev to a A gleam What sin soever amidst 1 i 

quicken, to a fierce flame shall Here amidst poverty antl: POM tenitien’ ? 
So the dull life that lurks in thin agen There is no name for the unsexed foul things THE STRIKES IN Paris.—This Tower of 
By,the sharp goad of greed or pean Plunged to their last perdition Kiffel being built by an Eiffel-utin’ gentle- 
__ stricken, . BEG oe Hoe Malebolge, ours—which yet man seems to be productive of nearly as 
Pilar es into hideous foree nia Visconti art e build, and populate, and then—forget! | much discord as its prototype of Babel. A 

; as the snake to spring f ned : : nati ] € 
Saatare, spring and strong to | It ‘bom not be forgotten; it will find ai ee Mere hor 
a Bi Biers like the volcano, and will scatter 1s, luckily, v The Sane Prefect.” ; 
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THE NEMESIS OF NEGLECT. 


“THERE FLOATS A PHANTOM ON THE SLUMS FOUL AIR, 

HAPING, TO EYES WHICH HAVE THE GIFT OF SEEKING, 

INTO THE SPECTRE OF THAT LOATHLY LAIR. 4 
FACE IT—FOR VAIN IS FLEEING! 

RED-HANDED, RUTHLESS, FURTIVE, UNERECT, | 

TTS MURDEROUS CRIME—THE NEMESIS OF NEGLECT!” 


© 
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THE (POLITICAL) PLEASURES OF 
MEMORY. 


WE want, indeed, another Samurr Rogers, 

(The dullest, sure, of all poetic codgers!) 

To sing in sounding verse, as once did he, 

The Pleasures of (Political) Memory. 

Oh, joy—if you’re a Statesman—just to cast 

A retrospective glance upon the past, 

The pamphlets written in your fiery youth, 

And then be told you are not speaking truth ; 

To chat about the Cabinets you have known, 

And then to have this charge against you 
thrown, 

That your remarks are disingenuous riddles, 

In fact, that you are telling taradiddles! 

O Memory, friend of philosophic age! 

You seem to put our Statesmen in a rage. 

Memory, of course, may be a boon, but 
then 

There seem as many memories as men ; 

And no two of those memories accord 

More than their owners do, which seems 
absurd. 

They won’t agree in style at all exact 

About the shortest speech or simplest fact, 

Be’t yesterday, or twenty years ago ; 

One vows ’twas thus, another swears 
twas so, [briar, 

And, though in speech as bland as a sweet- 

Each calls the other an egregious—story- 
teller. 

Pleasures of Memory? At the phrase one 
smiles ; 

Pleasures of wrangling tabbies on the tiles, 

Of scuftling crows over some carrion scrap ! 

No, Rocrrs, you need not return, old chap! 


‘‘Is Marriage a Failure ? ” 


Aw me, my dear, my dear My. Punch, 
Iam afraid it is! IL’ve done my best; 
but no, the Thanes fly from me, and I am, 
in the language of Lawn Tennison, 

** Love Frery ”’—alias Can’ T-MARI-aNny 
IN THE MoATED GRANGE. 

Dear Srmr,—Marriage zs a failure, at 
least in my case. I’ve been rejected again 
to-day. ‘‘ This is the third time of asking.”’ 

Tm IDLEIGH. 


AND SO YOU HAVE COME FROM THE Nizam? 

PRAY TELL HIM HOW I GOOD AND WISE AM, 

THOUGH AT TIMES TROUBLED MUCH I BY FLIES| AND CHUCKLE LIKE OLD MIsTER WELLER, 
I sTILL AM THE GRAND OLD MAN. 
Say, I LovE THE MA-HOM-ME-DAN— 


Lath] 
EHSY) 


HAPPY HAWARDEN. 


Mr. Gl-dst-ne sings to the Mahdi Ali, at Hawarden, to the Air of ‘‘ Marlbrook.” 


(Aside.) TELL ANOTHER LIKE THAT J CAN. 
(Aloud.) Now sIT YE BENEATH MY UMBRELLA, 


WHEN AXE’D IF YOU FER SAW A FELLAH 
LIKE ME. I’M THE GRAND OLD MAN ! 


[AM, 


THE LONDON BLACKS. 


Moork’s Melodies at the St. James’s Hall are nowadays those played 
by the evergreen and ever black-faced Moore and Burgess Min- 
. strels. The Minstrel Boy never 

oes to the wars, as he never per- 
corms out of St. James’s Hall,— 
at least such was once the tradi- 
tion. It is now exploded. They 
have, we believe, played out of the 
Hall, and a cataclysm has not 
arrived. On their programme the 
title ‘‘ Christy Minstrels” is not to 
be found. Why is this thus? 
Are they no longer Christy’ uns ? 
Perish the thought! 

On the inauguration of their 
Twenty-fourth consecutive Season, 
Mr. Eva@rne Srrarron sang ‘‘ The 


. Whistling Coon” for the 1135th 
time, and the audience, who had 
not heard it one thousand one 


hundred and thirty-five times, 
encored vociterously, but the strict 
rules of the primitive Christy’ uns 
do not admit ot encores being taken. 
Excellent rule. They should call 
propos, where 


out of St. James’s Hall. 
themselves ‘‘ The Burgess and No-More Minstrels.” 
was Burexss on this' memorable occasion? Does Mr. Moor: sing for 
self and partner ? Perhaps BurGEss is keeping himself in reserve, and 
will burst forth upon us all when the Entertainment achieves its 


quarter of a century. Still there must ever be a slight cloud of 
sadness passing over the happy faces of the audience at the thought, 


that while Moors is working like a Nigger, BurgEss is—doing what ? 
Careering about, enjoying himself? Or also working? Where 7s 
Burexrss ? Tell me, Shepherds, have you seen my BureEss pass this 
way? Depend upon it that when they want a real novelty to 
attract all London, they ’ll announce 
Great NigHT witH THE Moore AND BurcEss MINsTRELs ! 
First APPEARANCE OF Bureess ! ! ! 

They are welcome to this suggestion ; but the curiosity of the 
public is aroused, and will not be satisfied, except by Bureuss. 
‘Plenty of Burgesses in the City of London,’’ Mr. Moore will reply ; 
but this won’t do for us. Loud ealls for Burecrss! Burexss! an 
No Moors at present from Yours truly, ; 
Brack JACK IN THE PRIVATE Box, 


A LITTLE ‘‘CUTTING.” 


HERE is an advertisement from the first sheet of the Times, Sep- 
tember 21, which will please Mrs. Lynn Linron, who, ‘‘ touched 
with the spirit of Christianity,” is so hard in the Fortnightly Review 
on the dear ‘‘ petits abbés”’ of the Eighteenth Century :— 

T° NOBLEMEN and others.—A young Clergyman, fond of riding, driving, 
shooting, hunting, cricket, and all outdoor sports, would be glad to hear 
of a good LIVING. 

Quite the sort of cleric fora Rural Deanery. There’s life—sporting 
life, at all events— in the old Established Church yet. We hope the 
Rey. Yoicks Tallyho won’t be long without a living in a good-going 
grass country. We drink to him a Stirrup Cup. 


**A SERIOUS CHARGE.”’ 
Str,—Three-and-threepence for one dozen of the best natives at 
my Club!! I’ve backed my bill, and sign myself, 
Grotto Club. Sotyirur Danpo. 


— 


154 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


anger.) Eh, this is too bad noo —I’ll thank no man for 
making me a bed, ’cept those that are, meant in airnest. 
No one bed onything for a beast like this! T hen I hae to 
tell ye ye’ve not bed near up to the resairve price on it. 
(Suddenly becomes weary of the animal.) Tak’ it awa’. 
(The next horse is led in.) Now, here’s a beast that’s 
well-known, I’m thenkin’, (The general expression 
signifies that its reputation ws not altogether to its credit.) 
There ’s a well-bred mare—open up, and let her show 
hersel’. (Zhe mare ts shown, but fails to excite com- 
petition.) Ah, ye’ll ony buy screws to-day, an’ not the 
nice things at a’—tak’ her away. (Zhe mare 1s taken 
out ignominiously ; Auctioneer, followed by crowd, leads 
the way to where a pony and trap are standing har- 
nessed). Noo, I’m gaun to pit up the pony an van—just 
show them hoo she goes in hairness, boy. (Yo mtruswe 
collie.) Out of the way, dug, in case ye get your feet 
smashed. (Trap starts off, and is driven out of 80 ht.) 
Whaur’s the laddie gaun ta? Thenks he’ll show him- 
sel’ at Nairn, maybe! Ah, here she comes. (Trap 
returns at a modest pace.) Stan’ back noo, all of ye; 
give her room. I’ll sell the mare first, and a beauty she 
is—what shell we say ? Ten poons—and she’s a nice one! 
Well, stairt her at five, she may get up. (Bzdding gets 
up to ten pounds, where it stops.) Then she goes at ten, 
and I’m very glad she’s gaun to a gude auld friend 
o’ mine—Meester McKernzim, 0’ Glenbannock. Wull ye 
say five mair, and take the hairness, Meester McKENZIE ? 
It’s richt hairness! (Mr. McK. declines to be tempted.) 
Well, I’m sorry ye wull na, I’d ha liked (sentimentally, 
as if it had been the dream of his life) for the mare an’ 
the hairness to go togither and no to pairt them—but as 
tis, it canna be helped. Well pass on to the pegs, if 
you please. (Passes to a row of ied containing Ra 
and mounts some planks placed along the top.) ow, 
these are some proper pegs. (4 rush ts made for the 
rails enclosing the pigs, which instantly become _self- 
conscious and redouble their grunts). Noo, laddies, 
laddies, it’s no fair o’ ye taking up a’ the room?’ that 
way. I’m quite sure there’s a lot o’ ye in front that’s 
no Pe pegs—ye hanna the luik o’ pairsons that buy 
pegs. Stan’ by for shame, and don’t keep them that 
comes to buy, where they canna see sae much asa tail. 
Hoo much apiece for these palefaced pegs? Ye’ve an 
awfw’ guid view o’ them then, Meester Frercuson—luik 
this way once again for forrty an’ threepence. (Per- 
suasively.) It’ll soun’ better wi’ the threepence. Gaun’ 
for forty an’ three. (Zhe owner of the pigs calls out 
‘‘No!”) I thocht I made a law here that people having 
pegs should gie me the resairve at the time—see what 
ye do now, PETER MacPHarrson, make a fule of the buyers 
and a fuleo’ mysel’ !—but (with tolerant contempt) PETER 
is not a strong man, we must no be haird on PETER. 
(Roar from crowd ; disappearance of Mr. MacPu.) I’ll 
cancel no more sales that way, however, as I eentimate 
to ye once for a’. 

*Arry (on tour from Town—to his admiring friend). I 
say, CHARLEY, what d’yer bet I don’t talk to some of 
these chaps in their own lingo ? 

Charley. What a fellow you are! Mind what you are 
about, that’s all. 

’Arry (going up to an elderly person in the only Scotch 
cap visible), Hech, Sair, but yon’s a braw bonnie wee bit 
piggie fur a body to tak’ a richt gude wullie waucht wi’ 
gin ye meet him comin’ thro’ the rye! 

Lhe Person in the Scotch cap (who happens to be a 
retired Colonel in a Highland Regiment, who is some- 
what careless in his attire). I think you will find that sort 
of thing better appreciated after you ’ve got home. 

V’ARRY returns to CHARLEY, feeling much smaller 
than he allows his friend to perceive. 


(Supremper 29, 1888. 
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Mr. SLIBLOTES WAS THINKING HE WANTED A LITTLE CHANGE, AND WHETHER 
HE AND FLARROP MIGHTN’T RUN OVER FOR A COUPLE 0’ DAYS TO SPA OR 
WIESBAD—— 

Mrs. S. (who had been reading ‘‘the Papers” too). ‘‘OH, AH! AND THERE’S 
GOING TO BE A BEAUTY SHOW THERE! OH, I SHOULD SO LIKE I’LL GO WITH 
YOU, DEAR!” [But he didw’t go, and the Beauty Show was a failure. 


VOCES POPULI. 
AT A HIGHLAND CATTLE AUCTION. 


Scenr—A Yard. Inthe open space between the rows of pens the Auctioneer 


ts trying to dispose of some horses which are trotted out one by one in the 
usual fashion. 


on’t curb him o ip Sarg be careful pees or 
to s the horse trots past them 
ap it disrespectfull ind- 2 re aes 
bears with meekness.) meen : rae oa Sa 


A LIBERAL-UNIONIST BIRD. 


THE writer of an interesting article on ‘‘ Birds of 
London,” in last week’s Saturday Review, quoting the late 
Frank Buck1anp, says that the thrush “ does actually 
sing the following words,—‘ Knee deep, knee deep, knee 
deep; cherry du, cherry du, cherry du, cherry du ; white 
hat,*white hat; pretty Joey, pretty Joey, pretty Joey.’ ” 
Is this bird to be heard in the neighbourhood of Prince’s 
Gardens, South Kensington ? or, if he ever performs out 
of London, was he down at Bradford the other day, sing- 
Ings Se very eps Mere ‘ Knee deep, cheery too, 

eery too, white hat, pretty Joey!” If the 
Thrush did this, wasn’t it a Lark! ee 


t to st ye then—twenty poon! 
ggered by this sum; bystand 

SUshOneaE climbs rapidly down without tenors 
: 8, when he receives his first bid.) Sex poon’ is bed 
*Pifteen shellin’ |) ¢ ay an sex poon? (Someone in the background :— 
er Oe. Wet een—noo, Meester McRossir, wull ye no luik 


t. responds b end ; 
neve ; y a decided negative. é 
Seotehe wd Sates SG, eRe when T didn't mect yer (This piece’ of 
ees cohich stil languish ae hes ee. ie ee mie se 
— aur ‘s my bedder at sex-fift Wie eet tat —for the las 
bidder from coming forward, and the Anctioncer sonics ac eee than 
: ’ é an 


© 
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LIKA JOKO’S PIC-NIC. 


The Plaint of a Patriot. Thought for the Close of the Cricket Season. 
“The great majority of London Waiters are foreigners.” — Globe. ’Twixt belle and batsman there ’s some difference small ; 
Ww lioked ’em all in the tented fleld One likes, the other doesn’t, ‘‘a good ball.” 
And now at the tablecloth are we to yield ? Belle hopes for, batsman doesn’t, “ a rare catch.” 
If so it is clear—and a thundering shame— With her ’twill win, with him ’t may lose the ‘‘ Match.” 


6é he, ”) 
eee eters want by” aes cane ‘* From what I hear of Mister Zoua’s works,” observed Mrs. Ram, 


indignantly, ‘‘ I wouldn’t read five lines of his cleverest writings unless 
all the horrible disgusting stuff were first illuminated out of them.” 


‘Merry Wives” AT THE Crystar Patace.—The second appear- 
ance of Mr. Brernoum TREE as False-stuff has not yet been 


announced, = : 
see AS SHAKSPEARE FOR SENSATIONAL ADVERTISERS. e 


APPROPRIATE TO THE SEASON.—Q. What is double as good a Hane out our horrors on the City walls ; 
game as Fives ’—A. (evident.) Tennis. The ery is, still ‘‘ They come!” 


os eee 
SAT TTT 
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If the country took care of the kids, and diworce was | 
° made easy all round 
D ¢ 7ARRY ON MARRIAGE Wy, Z’d marry, mate, early and often, and so would lots 
Bab COBALT, ‘ > fits “error, old pal. more, L’ll be bound. 
Tou? *e ee yet ee . aoe | iis all, ee to old SuppLEwie’s gal? | But, oh my, wot a mix, my dear CuaRrtie! Free Love 
eee fetes ntny Sas now ! who are yer gettin’ at, carnt yer? Me and Free Contract ? Oh, yus! 
Y make up to Carroty MEG ? The Guyment as Grandmother’s dear, mate, but wot 
cy NS Are ou on the mug-lumbering lay, or has someone would it cost as a Nuss ? 
- 13 ; in pulling your leg? eye In one thing, old pal, I go pairs, with this Mrs. Lynn 
Dry KASS. ()\\\. Who give you that orfice, dear boy ¢ It is wonderful Linton exact. aig s en 
EAN DO) ya rum, swelp me bob, _ |She sez it’s a—let’see, wot is it?—a ‘‘ physiological 
KG; yy BA. »Ow these ere sort o’ things get about. Fact 1s, r 
y, i, = CuarttEe, I’m fair on the job, .,_| That some chaps who’re fair flamers as lovers, are 
LEGS As you know, with the ladies all round ; carnt resist failures as ’usbands. That’s me! 
iss (im = me, the sweet little dears ; So I mean spooning round like permiskus, and Mrs. L. L. 
/ fs: il) ane "= But’ook on to one? Not me, CHARLIE; leastways, would agree. 
f 1 | i I should ’ope not for years. 


if A S| Mi | ) aan Whether man’s poly—wot’s it ?—by nature, I’m blowed 
AS ew Wa /!| Run in blinkers at my time of life? Try the tandem if I know, my dear boy, 
=p a) with me in the shafts ? ‘ : But a man, if he isn’t a juggins, makes fair for one 
: . Air ll! Not likely! I likes a short run with the trimmest of mark—to enjoy. : 
WW Veg tight little crafts ; ak. 2 If I was a Toff and ’ad tin, I should do as the Toffs do, 
elt \R But one consort all over the course like, is not nodoune 
On pee ’Arry’s form by a lump ; Yank on to one gal, a fair screamer, and yet keep my 
Ow could you imagine, dear boy, as yours truly ’ad gone off his chump ? ogles about. 
Is Marriage a failure, my pippin ?. ‘‘ Oh, ask me another,”’ sez you ; That’s wot I call genuine yum-yum, fair rations all 
‘That kibosh ’as’ad a long innings, and ‘wants yorking out.” Werry true! round au ete ’ 
The D. 7. is a regular mug-trap, there isn’t a doubt about that, But it’s doosed expensive, dear boy; and not done ona 
But you must ha’ bin reading it, CHARLIE, to go and book me for a flat. couple of quid. Bhs | 
‘Ts Marriage a failure ?”’ old mivvies are asking. Of course at Ress : Ah ae nh : cenoyes® is spiked for the want of the 
But a Loar young feller like me, ‘with good looks, and good ’ealt rand good Wot's ¢ Y, Pai of - way “with the women allie 
Knows a trick that’s worth two on it, CHARLIE. While life goes on nutty when a coyve’s got the chuck ? 
And the ochre slings in pooty slick, it is blooming bad bizness to splice. No, Onan IR, the dowdy-domestic, pap-bowls) yaamieee 
! in’t 1 dashed ’ to church themselves out of ators, and that - 
cm aera : a eee Is not my idea of the rosy, so Mra don’t ’ook me for 
And wy? Clear as mud, my dear feller! The cash keeps ’em fair on the run. _ a flat. Pine, 
When they do get stone-broke prematoor like, as ’appen it may to the best, If it ever should run to a Wife, and—well, trimmings, 
Then they looks for a Missus with money, and rucks in along o’ the rest. perhaps I may marry, 
‘ i But till I can splice ah lah Toff, CARE, no double- 
But the ruck is no place for a racer as hasn’t yet parted with pace, aan esata ’ ARRY. 
Ain’t aged, nor yet turned a roarer, but still ’as a chance of the race. 
While a hoss can find backers, dear boy, it will run if it’s got any blood, 
And when no ’andicapping won’t land it, it’s time then to go to the stud. ‘‘ THE ExLizABETHAN Drama REVIVED” AT THE CRI- 
Ants: ; TERION.—See Mr. Matrsy as the Tutor. First-rate 
Sb orem aving a run for my money; no ’arness and nosebag a me ; acting. Also Lorrre Veny’s Betsy. All good: rattling 
eastways not at present, my pippin ; I like to feel rorty and free, through three Acts in two hours in splendid fashion. 


And the gals likes it too, I can tell yer; lor’ bless yer, if I did a splice ; i 

D’yer think I should be so much arch for, or ek arf as jolly ed nice ? ei ae bat of Mae apa tl Nes e's lata boar at 
Wot mucks me, old man, is the manner in which a chap gets the off-shunt mark his approbation of the performance in a speech 
As soon as he’s labelled ‘‘engaged,”’ and so ’eld to be out of the ’unt. from his private box. Fortunately he only thought. 

He may be jest as nice as Jemimer, all flare-up, and everythink fly, =— La 

But when once he gits wot’s called feconsay, the gals jolly soon do a guy ! 


If this ere tommy-rot got about, mate—I mean my engagement to Mrc,— AN ADMIRALTY BALLAD. 

e Be aes pane me ae gals wus en fits or ; dashed wooden leg. (Lately Sung, with far too much success, by the First Lord.) 
NO; 1's 1d be a butterfly,’ CHARLIn, with me, for a long time to come; 

Married life may be ticketed honey, but I know it’s more of hum. You te cy ratcred at 


3 es Reflects no credit on the British Navy, 
Spoons” is proper; the best barney out, mate; but marriage—that brings| That, formed of ships of types grown obsolete, 
knife-and-fork. It well may set alarmists crying ‘* Cave /” 


Fancy carving for five, plus the Missus! I tell you, old pal, it means work. You point to bursting guns, defective speed, 
You remember Bos Brnks—a rare dasher! fair filberts he wos on a spree, To priming boilers, and insist ’tis funny 
Now he ’as to grub seven, all told, and he ain’t five year older than me. That I of all these things should take no heed. 


e. , ‘‘ No heed,” forsooth! ’Tis that I have no money! 
pg ‘dah ot ea fe “Well Bozsin, ’ow trots it, my topper ?”’ sez I. For, let the angered country fume or frown, : 
Hern jet” sez he, “ain t the word ; ’ardly runs to the crawl of a fly.” You see, I’m bound to keep expenses down. 

¢ da hapron on, CHARLIE, and kicksies as must ha’ been cut by his wite 


Hi as se 5 Ny 7 ° ° . . 
im as used to sport Krno’s best dittos on week days! And that’s married life!| So if to-morrow, by some grave mischance, 


“Wot, is Marriage a failure?” I ch ai , These piping times of peace should know infraction 
oa sez Bor, chuckles, Oh, cheese it, old feller!” a ls declared cl itad good neighbour, France, 
And—he swore ’twas a cold in the ’ead, but I’m bl ods ; ould see us worsted in some naval action 

Seven mouths, and six weeks out of work rete oie hae ae al d And if our S00t ep sould Dat ae cease, 
; eo pe ero | tee cate te And famine Sys 1 Ke capitulation 

d just make a ole in the water. if *tworn’t for : : 0 sue upon our bended knees for peace 

I stood him a lotion poor beggar: } ; es tae x Bisse pau eal And bite the dust in our humiliation 
ilies | was jest ae ee oe ve ae me a lot in his time, I still should glory, though they sacked the town, 
Great Scott, wot ap é en DOBBIE was fair in his prime, That in my day J kept expenses down. 


atter he ’ad ; ys 3 
Rnd now ho wears old eg eg a mouth on ’im, ah! like the doose ‘ 
C 


** The kids is the cruz of the quoct: WELL BEFORE THE — aed) 
Bossie’ Bryxs could ha’ the ee roth Mrs. Lynn Lryton. In course! this! Just asthe cate See eee prs 
* a-teaching ’er grandmother, she fa althoneke he a lit sc SON OPE more | but betters (aaa vei he, : acaee placed Nee study 
{ as » Ste Paar + M4 Pare : 4 S » § & a E p . J a . 
cerca to" the State” steppin’ in, yah! the State owe ie: ah Nr oie Dian aE 1aeet eee a vopy Ot aes 
Z aiaigaee Bea Rivas : lary 0 89!!! Out, Lerrs! 
> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications EL ; 


or Contributions ri | 
in 20 case be returned, not even when accompaniet ee al Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 


there will be no exception. amped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 


gs, and can ’ardly say bo to a goose, 


® 
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PLAY-TIME IN COURT AND LANE. 


The Court.—To start her new Court Theatre, Mrs. Joun Woop 
has achieved a fair success with Mamma. To this success 
Mr. Gronpy, the ingenuous 
but not obtrusively brilliant 
translator, has contributed 
very little, as it is obtained 
by a combination of con- 
scientious acting with a 
cleverly-contrived farcical 
plot, the construction of 
which, however, is not 
\. without. its faults. The 
S First Act is disappointing. 
\\ The fun of the Second Act 
is rapidly developed by 
Ny, scene after scene of inge- 

“7 nious équivoque. No one 
Yj, could play the odious, un- 
principled Mother-in-law 
with greater humour than 
Mrs. Woop, but she has 
scarcely a good line to say, 
y and the part is against the 

|~ sympathies of the audience; 


“Ts Marriage a Failure?”? Ask Mamma at and nde ae aa Lge 


the Court Theatre. Mr. Harz is not well suited, 
but his exhibition of abject terror on unexpectedly encountering his 
terrible Mother-in-law is absurdly, though painfully, real. 

Mr. Artuur Crctru’s friends will be pleased to see him ‘‘ taking his 
whack” with the same gusto he used to exhibit at the breakfast-table 
in Friends or Foes, only in different way. Mr. Groves, with his 
genial manner, is the embodiment of The Groves of Blarney. The 
scene between Mr. Ertc Lewis and Mr. Hang, in the last Act, is one 
of the best played in the piece. The climax of each Act is unsatis- 
factory,—more markedly so in the translation than in the original. 
A gentleman striking a lady is unpleasant, and besides this there is 
another smack, a smack of stale Divorce Court garlick; and this, 
if only asa mere sowpcon breathed over the farcical ingredients of 
the comic salad, is just enough to impair the thorough heartiness 
of the merriment with which a piece of genuine though extravagant 
fun should be received. It is the irony of fate that anyone bearing 
the proverbial name of Grunpy should be responsible for the English 
rechauffé of this essentially French dish. 


The Lane.—The Armada is a difficult subject to tackle dramatically. 
DRvRIOLANUS and Hamittonivs have tackled it. The play is a series 
of stirring pictures of life and character in the sixteenth century, 
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Druriclanus blowing away his Audicnce to the Refreshment- Rooms. 
Entr’acte for a few bars’ rest. 


and Queen Brss was never so correct as is Miss ApA NEIESON in her 


impersonation of her. I am sorry we did not see the elderly Virgin 
Queen—vergin’ on fifty-eight—riding, like the Old Lady of Banbury, 
on a white horse at Tilbury Fort. 

Mr. Lronarp Boyne is gay and gallant as the naval hero, though 
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to a patriotic speech from Elizabeth, exclaims, “‘’Tis yourself that 
speaks!”’ ‘This with ‘‘ Sure,” to begin with, and ‘‘ bedad”’ to finish 
with, would 
have _ brought 
down the house. 
Mr. Boyne’s 
speech at Old 
Cheering Cross is 
capitally given. 


, 
i 
1 ie ‘ 

BS ae \\ 
‘Dy. Ql 


ya, & f /) = : 
——4 hey \j' Ms = That thorough 
iff SoU | /\ Hi \- Elizabethan Ac- 
i | i om Nae). dL \ tor, Mr. Harry 
Vi roa — [my NicHoxns, who is 
= /omir  mever so much 
: am cee! | ah oman 
SS (QND) Shakspearian 


characters, per- 
fectly revels in 


the part of a 
Cockney of the 
sixteenth cen- 


pe His song 
~\\ on board ship is 
Ya) a specimen of 
e,” real racy Eliza- 
bethan humour. 
I ‘regret he did 
not give us a 
solo version of 


Mt, Sfp ; eorex the duet in the 

Mr. Leonard Boyne asserts the right of public meeting Pp L, tomime, 
at Cheering Cross, close to Trafalgar Square. ae sa he 

up! Forsooth ! 


Go to!’ which he might have sung in the presence of the Grand 
Inquisitor. There is a good Servant in Act II., who intrudes 
avn his master, Mr. Luicr LABLAcHE, as Don Somebody or other 
(Don Qur?) at an awkward moment, and announces pleasantly 
enough, as a couple of ordinary visitors, ‘‘Two Familiars of the 
Holy Inquisition,” all in black—quite ‘‘the wholly Inky-sition” 
—who have just dropped in, in quite a friendly way, to make 
a morning call. However, as their arrival is the signal for the 
Scene to finish, they are welcome. 

If I were Drurtotanus, I should cut out the lines concernin 
‘* Sons of burnt fathers’’—(I didn’t quite catch it, and 1’ve mislai 
the playbill)—written in Shakspearian blank verse and spoken by 
Mitton ; I should say, well spoken by Miss Minton. The lines go 
for very little, and as to the tableau representing Srymour Lucas’s 
picture, I do not know what the original went for, but the replica 
goes for nothing. Instead of Seymour Lucas, see less Lucas. 

Altogether a splendid spectacle. Ships wonderful. Sorry Harry 
NICHOLLS isn’t in the sea-fight. When the fireships appear, he might 
have come down to the flote, and recited ‘‘ The Boy stood on the 
burning Deck,” after which, quick Curtain. 

Miss WINIFRED Emery is a charming Actress, creating a great 
effect on everybody except the Black Ink-quisitor, who orders her 
off to be cremated ; from which shock- 
ing fate she is rescued by British 
Tars, who rob the Spanish Stake-and- 
Onionists of their choice morsel just 
when ‘‘they ’d made their little pile.” 
Miss Emery sometimes becomes quite 
Terry-fied in action and utterance, as, 
for example, when she jerks out with 
a pause between each syllable. ‘‘ Not— 
the—tears—of—all— the —An—gels ”’ 
would do something or other, I forget 
what, but, @ propos of this sentence, 
I feel pretty certain that, if the Re- 
cording Angel, whose tear blotted out 
Uncle Toby’s warm-hearted, impul- 
sive oath, were to visit our theatres 
just now, he would find his chari- 
table sympathy considerably exer- 
cised, and might possibly refuse to 
obliterate the score against some 
actors who commit a breach of the 
Third Commandment every night, 
emphasis gratia, that is merely for the sake of intensifying the 
reality of a dramatic situation. If only as a matter of questionable 
taste, this growing habit, which is about on a par with Mr. Mans- 
FIELD’s using a line from St. Paul’s Epistles as an attractive 
advertisement for his recent nightmare Drama at the Lyceum, should 
be corrected. This is not a case of the Frenchman’s ‘‘ Mon Dieu!” 
which is simply equivalent to our “‘ Heavens!” or ‘Goodness me!” 


A Familiar of “* The 
Inky-sition.”’ 


the authors have made a grave mistake in not giving to him the line |I am inclined to neither Puritanism nor Profanity. Odi profanum, 


spoken by Lord Burleigh or Sir Francis Walsingham, who in reply | says everyone’s truly, 
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JACK IN THE Box. 
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MONU-MENTAL SUFFERING. 


(are 


Poor Old Mon, ‘Ow pear, I po FEEL so CHIppy! I’M AFRAID THERE’S \ 
SOMETHING WRONG WITH My HEAD! It’s on Fire!” a WN 
[Sings dolefully, ‘‘ Ah che la Mortar.’’) N 


VOCES POPULI. | 
ON A TRIP TO STAFFA’ AND IONA. | 

ScENE—Oban Pier. Decl of the “‘ Grenadier.” Time, 7°50 A.M. Excursionists | 
embark, wearing the air of chilly depression or unnatural liveliness common. 

to people who have got up too early in the morning. The knowing ones select 


chairs in comfortable corners. | 
The Timid Tourist (to Hearty Ditto). I suppose we shall not have much more 
, you see. When we! 


motion than this anywhere to-day, Sir ? 
get shaken up a bit, 


VERY CRACKY!” 


Dr, Stonemason (aside), ‘* An 
] 


Hearty T, Oh, this? This is nothing ; we’re shut in here 
get out of the Sound of Mull, and meet the Atlantic, we shall 
and a good thing too! We don’t want a mill- pond, eh? 

7 he Limid 7’, (who would much prefer a mill-pond). No, no—of course not. 

epnaders seriously whether he cares so very much about going to Iona after | 

an Steamer starts. The knowing Passengers discover that they have 
Be ne ie facing the wind, and change. Well-read Tourists quote the | 
yond oh the sree, out of their guide-books, to people who have none. | 

The Hot TN ing Ardmore Point, the steamer becomes decidedly lively. 

early +. Now for it—here it comes !—WNow she catches it! There’sa beauty ! | 

dtiendios Haseed ne ere | 

ti y r (to ake . wey - es . ” 
shade on the mountains over then, atin eying a 
g. 


but d 


| a ca 
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and after each wave, until a silence falls upon him. Ty 
oes not seem inclined to talk). Now do notice the play of light and 


OctoBER 6, 1888.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


159 


The Wefe ( faintly). Lovely, dear, lovely! 

Att. Hush. But you’re not looking—you 
oughtn’t to miss this, it’s magnificent! T 
look ; it’s exactly behind you. 

Woefe (with feeble trritation). I know, dear—but I can 
see it quete well where I am, really I can! 


really 
urn round and 


NEARING STAFFA, 


Excursionist (with his hat tied round his ears by a 
handkerchief—to a Haughty Tourist). Can you tell me, 
Mister, if that’s the Dutchman’s ’At over there ? 

The Haughty T. Can’t say, I’m sure—you’d better 
ask him. 

An Enthusiastic Excursionist (in a tall hat secured 
under his chin with string). To think of landing on Staffa 
and seeing those wonderful caves with our own eyes— it 
seems like a dream, Sir, a beautiful dream! I suppose 
the jetty ’s at the back of the island, eh ? 

Well-informed Person. Oh, there’s no jetty—we shall 
be landed in boats; and roughish landing it is, as a rule. 

The E. E. (cooling). Is that so? Well, I’m not sure, 
after all, that one doesn’t get a better idea of things 
by not going too near them. 

Lhe Wife (who has come entirely to oblige her Husband). 
Oh, don’t mind me, don’t stay behind on my account— 
there ’s no reason why you shouldn’t go on the island, if 
you want to. Only, don’t ask me to come with you— 
because I shan’t. I’ve done enough in coming as far as 
I have, J think. . 

Her Husb.. Yes, you stay quietly on the steamer; 
that’ll be the best thing for you. 

The Wrfe. If you go, J shall go. I’m not going to 
be left all alone here, so don’t think it, though why you 
can’t be contented to see Staffa from where you are, 
without going poking your nose into every hole on the 
island, I’m sure J don’t know! 


On STAFFA. 
In Fingal’s Cave. 

Excursionst with an eye to effect. Fine big place, 
you see; but they don’t make ’arf enough of it. They 
ought to light it up with coloured fires, ready for when 
we come, 

Another Exc. Did the ’Arp and Concertina come 
ashore, d’ye know? Because we might get them to give 


ny 


us a tune inside here if they have. 


On the Boulders. 


A Young Wrfe (who has been prostrate for the greater 
port of the trip). Harry, I can’t go back on board that 

orrid steamer again. You mustn’t ask me; promise 
me you won't ! 

Harry. But, my dear love, what are we to do ? 

His Wife. Why, live at Staffa. You always say you 
hate fashionable places and (persuasively) 1’m sure this 
is nice and quiet, Harry! 


On RETURNING TO THE STEAMER. 


A Tourist who has stayed behind (toa Tourist who has 
gone). Well, was it worth it? | Rather palronteingiy, 
The Tourist who has gone. Oh, marvellous—grand ! 

Gives an elaborate description. 
The T. who has stayed behind. Well, I had half a 
mind to go myself—thing you don’t see twice in a life- 
time, and all that—but (candidly) the fact is, the ship 
seemed steadier, and it struck me as a good opportunity 
to go below and get some lunch—and a capital lunch [ 
had—there was roast beef, corned beef— 
[ Describes lunch vividly. 


On Iona, 


The Tourists land, and are welcomed by a chorus of Native 
Children, chanting, ‘* Shells a penni, necklace two- 
pence, seaweed a wpenni, sea archid twopence.” 
Tourists follow the Guide with the sheeplike submis- 
sion peculiar to them ; one Excursionist observes that 
wt is ‘*‘ hallowed ground,” to which his neighbour, 
without exactly knowing why, assents, and becomes 
depressed. Gradually, however, the modern spirit 
begins to assert itself in the majority. 

A Sceptical T. (gazing atthe Tomb of the Kings). For 
anything we know, they may be all bogus, every one 


of them, eh? Fancy us staring solemnly, as if they were | the Exchequer), Grorck GrossmirH (of the House of Savoy), 


perfectly genuine—that’s a good joke, that is! 
Frivolous T. (turning to the tombs of the MActEans), 
’Ullo, ’ere’s a fine old feller with his sword be’ind ’im! 


eee 


—_ 


“NOUVELLES COUCHES SOCIALES!” 


*“‘T say, UNCLE, THAT WAS YOUNG BALDOCK THAT WENT BY,—WILMINGTON 
BALDOocKk, YoU KNow—— !” 
‘‘ WHO THE DICKENS IS HE?” 


** WHAT! HAVEN’T YOU HEARD OF HIM ? 
VERY FIRST-RATE POSITION IN THE LAWN-T'ENNIS WORLD, I CAN TELL YOU 


HANG IT! HE’S MAKING HIMSELF A: 


Guide (long-sufferingly). That is MAcLEAN of Duart. 
Friv. 7. (pointing to effigy of armed Chieftain), An 
next him ? 

[Spirits of party revive; the inevitable Funny Man comes out with great 
success, and a little Tourist of comic exterior who trots up breathless at 
every halt, and asks a serious question, is hailed with delight, and treated 
as a Humorist of the finest water. 


LEAVING IONA. 


Young Lady. Oh, do you know, it was sucha pity! I was down in the 
Saloon, reading up all about Iona in the Guide-book, and I never noticed we 
were were till it was too late to land. Still I can say I’ve seen it, you know 
—can' tI? 


d ‘is that hia eae 


On THE Way Home. 

The Officious T. (to a Lady, who ws beginning to think she has got over the 
worst of it now). You’ll excuse me, Ma’am, but wouldn’t you feel more com- 
fortable if you had your chair the other way ? You see. where you are is just in 
front of the Cook’s Galley, and there’s a warm smell of burnt mutton-chops 
coming up that 

[The Lady moves, and—much to the surprise and indignation of the Officious 
T.—‘ does not say so much as Donte you,” 

Steamer nears Oban; the Comie T. illustrates the steps of the Highland Fling, 
till he falls over a campstool, Small stout men, who have been invisible till 
now, emerge, and potnt out scenery. The man who plays the Concertina 
collects subscriptions in a saucer, being careful to weed out every copper coin 
as it ts contributed. 

Final Verdict (by a Lady who has passed the entire day on a deck-chair, with 
her head in a shawl). Well, there was less to see than I expected ! 


‘‘THe Four Groreks.”’—GrORGE RANGER (of the Parks), Grorek Joxrn’ (of 
GrorGE LEWIS 
(of Ely Place). ” 


New Version.—Call no man happy until you know he has not written a diary. 
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DUE NORTH. | 
Arrival—Welcome—Introductions. . 
i i xing mes 
) hours from Edinbro’ to Lochglennie, changing several times, 
plainly a Dunblane for the sole purpose, apparently) of lis- 
tening toa pertinacious fiddler. ‘‘ Trains may come an ee aed 
0, but he fiddles on for ever.” Seat minutes with a deat Scote 
ddler! Away! Farewell, Dunblane: i 
SP eoholunts station. —In answer to a porter at the gist of wae 
question I can only hazard a guess, I say, ‘‘ Yes, 1’m going to 
Mr. Bupp.” Whereupon he immediately returns— 


= h-sheen’s here.” 
The = ated ea toh sounds as if I had come all the way 


alae \ 
‘¢ The Mash-sheen.”’ 


down here to bathe on the sands) is an open car, outside the station, 
guarded by a small sprightly man in a respectable Sunday suit, 
top-hat included, who might be anything from a small bootmaker’s 
assistant to a sheriff’s officer in good country practice. Not in the 
least like an ideal stalwart Highlander in the national costume. Odd. 
Nowhere do I see, or have I seen, the national costume. All trousers 

or knickerbockers, and gaiters. Happy Thought.—The national 
costume is evidently ‘‘more honoured in the breech than in the 
observance.’ Self and bags bestowed in car, which is, I should say, set 
on what may becalled *‘ Very-rough-Sea-springs.” Happy Thought. 
—Capital exercise for one of the Livery of the City of London. 

At last! Lochglennie Lodge. Little (! !) Shooting-Box. Big 
Shooting Portmanteau, Grand Shooting Trunk! Jvttle! It may 
have been little once—as we all were—but it has grown, and the 
population of visitors has overflowed into an Annexe about a hundred 
yards from the house. 

_It has been re all the morning. It has been raining ever 
since I arrived yesterday in Edinburgh, but at this moment there is 
a cloudless blue sky. A beautiful view of plain, valley, river, and 
heather-covered hills. Not a soul about. Driver is down taking 
out bags, and an elderly servant has appeared (no stalwart Highlander 
in kilt as yet. Where are they ?—all ‘‘kilt entirely ?”’), a bell has 
sounded, and as if this were a cue on the stage, or a preconcerted 
signal, as I have reason subsequently for believing that it is, JoHNNIE 
Bupp appears out of a small side-door, a stately Lady walks on to 
the chief doorstep, somebody passes her and descends to the garden 
man with a gun comes out of the Annexe, athird with a fine: 
To arom out of a shrubbery (why in a shrubbery with a fishing -rod ?) 
and lastly, before I have time to take it all in, or they all to take 
een, Davip Barrp, D. B., suddenly looks out of a top window 
and, clapping his hands, cries ‘‘ Now, boys! One-—two—three—all 
jaan 1”... and all together they shout out, ‘‘ How are you ?” 

en theyall disappear (including startled horse with cart ata gall 
and little man running after j ie hie eed 
2 ane ag pias 8 ‘s i oe bs pay as mney have appeared, like 
case (such anaes Steak fe y who romps down an outside stair- 
and delighted beyond measure aus ere of thie a Thee 


coup de théatre, eras is well-rehearse 
grasps m 
“How are you?” ‘Then by the hand, and once more exclaims, 


Then, in an earnest tone. as j 
Csieh Ee. Ni if for o 
ne aes fe joking, and exhibit the deepest interest in the Hs - 
. hi Fa habe But——” he pauses, and no other way of 
slightie pee ee nts suggesting itself, he is compelled to repeat only 
aint ara vou? But asis to suit the seriousness of the occasion 
of his right hand ae seally, —here he taps me with two fingers 
customary between One Tea ye 5 of salutation, he explains 
once more he inquires—‘* How are aan before the row begins,” an 
B efore I have time to reply, he continues pleas tly. « 
my uncle, the Laird,” and , Pleasantly, ‘* You know 


: therewith D. B., introduces me to my host 
’ 
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re-built broad-shouldered man of middle height, with healthy 
vedas complexion, and good working shooting-suit of same colour 
to match, with leather over the shoulders, which is more suggestive 
to the Cockney mind (my own at the moment) of a Metropolitan Turn- 
cock than a Scotch sportsman. JOHNNIE Bupp has an encouraging 
smile, but a somewhat nervous manner, as if a trifle uncertain as to 
how the new arrival would take this kind of 
hearty reception improvised by “* D. B.”, , 
Finding that I quite enter into the spirit, of 
the thing—(it’s safest for a comparative 
stranger to do this at once, as if the “ way of 
the house,” whatever it may be, is just exactly , 
what you had expected all along, and what (=a 
you wouldn’t have had altered, no, not on any 
account)—he shakes hands, a second time, 


warmly. . 
‘Delightful place you haye here, Mr. Bunn, 


I say. 

He's not Mr. Bupp here—he’s ‘the 
Laird,’” cries D. B. ‘ Eat eh aes here is ‘ by 
order of the Laird.’?”? And as he says this, 
he strikes an attitude, and takes off his cap 
reverentially, as I have seen a Russian official 
do (on the stage) whenever he has had to 
bring in the Czar’s name authoritatively. 

‘‘The air of Scotland agrees with your 
nephew,” I observe. 


The Laird smiles. D. B. chuckles. I look 
from one to the other. What is the matter ESS 
with both of them ? The laid: 


‘‘ How are you?” exclaims D. B. He can’t . i , 
help it. He must start any communication of importance with this 
preface, and finish with it too. ‘‘How are you?” Then confiden- 
tially, ‘‘The Laird’s not my uncle, and 1’m not his nephew. See ? 
Here’he taps my chest in ‘‘The Two Macs” fashion— J call him 
Uncle, but he doesn’t call me Nephew. At least he does sometimes. 
He’s only an uncle on the mother’s great first cousin’s grand- 
mother’s side. See?” Two Macs entertainment again—‘* No real 
relation.” Then he turns to Jounnre Bupp, as if for corroboration 
— Are you, Laird?” Towhich the Laird, who has been neryously 
smiling all the time, and is still rather uncertain as to how I am 
going to take it all, replies hesitatingly, as if he hadn't quite made 
up his mind on the subject of D. B.’s affinity to him, *- NO, =Ire re 
not near relations. And he impresses the fact on me by adding, “* No, 
we’re really not.” 

‘‘No,” continues D. B., seriously. ‘‘ You see I never had any 
uncles and aunts to speak of, and so I—your little D. B.—got em as 
he wanted’em. WhenI found someone I liked, I made him an Unele, 
or an Aunt, asthe casemay be. See?” TwoMacsagain. ‘Hullo?’ 
he exclaims—“‘ here’s another of ’em!’’ And, as the very handsome 
upright Lady, with powdered grey hair, and a mantilla grace- 
fully thrown over her head, whom I have already seen at the 
door, advances towards us, D. B. says, ‘‘ Here’s the Good Aunt. 
Allow me to present you. Laird’s guest, Good Aunt!’ and he bows 
between us much as the Clown does when he is apologising for 
having run full tilt into the Swell’s lowest. waistcoat button, and 
swears he ‘‘ didn’t mean it, ’pon his word of honour!’ Where- 
upon the stately Lady, with the sweetest smile imaginable, wel- 
comes me to Lochglennie, and is about to ask me some question, 
when a quiet, very thin, aristocratic-looking gentleman, with 
grey whiskers, greyish face, and grey suit to match (very odd: 
all the men, I subsequently notice, have suits to match their 
complexions, or complexions to match their suits,—Happy Thought 
—so as not to frighten the grouse with too much colour), walks out, 
with the puzzled air of a man who has come suddenly out of a cellar 
into the broad light of day, blinking like one of the prisoners released 
from the Bastille. Before the grey Man from the Bastille has quite 
grasped the meaning of the scene before him, D. B. shouts out,— 

‘*Here’s another of em! How are you?’? Whereupon the grey 
thin man rubs his eyes,—he must have been shut up in a cupboard— 
(Can it be the skeleton brought out to meet me ?),—and not being 
eS a with an immediate and telling repartee, which, I admit, is 

ifficult to find, smiles good-naturedly at me, and putting out his 
hand, as if he were feeling his way along, but really intending 
me to shake it, which I do, he says, ‘‘ Ah! delighted to see you—um 
—how dee do?” 

‘ This,” says D. B., holding the skeleton from the cupboard by 
the elbow, and explaining him asif he werea figure in a show; ‘‘ this 
is the Wicked Uncle, husband of the Good Aunt. His name is Norval 
on the Grampian Hills, and one of his ancestors, the McCoxzop of 
Collop, had something to do with the murder of MAry Queen of 
Squats, and he’s never been the same man since.” All this in a 
breath ; then he shakes hands with the Wicked Uncle, kisses the Good 
Aunt’s hand (‘Or the hand of the Good Aunt,” he says, winking at 
me aside, _ OLLENDORFF !”), and beaming on everyone all round, he 
votes that ‘‘ the question be now put,” which is—‘‘ How are you ¥? 
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_ | piratical boots, carries a huge fishing-rod, and is 


_ | Buunt, known as ‘‘ Grannie.”’ 


NW 6} house. 
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It now strikes the Good Aunt that I must be hungry, and simul- 
taneously it occurs to the Laird that luncheon will be ready in ten 
minutes, and that he will show me to my room in the Annexe, where 
I am to be chummed with two other sportsmen. Kyidently large party. 

* ee * eed ee en — Aunt. 

OLLY replies the Wicked Uncle, trying to wake himself u 
by taking off his Scotch cap and gently stirring his hair, which - 
what theatrical wig-makers term ‘ sparse,’ ‘‘ DoLLy’s out with the 
Baron, shooting.?” Dotty and the Baron! Then there are young 
ladies here, and a foreign nobleman. Large party. Fashionable one 
too. Thought I was coming to a rough-and-ready little shooting-box. 

re: : os seen Nell all the morning,” says the Laird, in a tone 
| of regret. 

| “She went with Duncan,” D. B. answers, ‘‘ when he was off to 
‘| see to the pits.” _ 

| Aha! all sporting—the young ladies evidently. Doxzy has gone 
| out shooting, Netx has gone to see about the pits. 

“Shall we wait for Grannis to come in to lunch ?” asks the Laird 
of the Good Aunt, with an air of hesitation. 

I don’t think it’s much use,” replies the Good Aunt. ‘‘ GRANNIE 
went out driving——” 

‘Oh, no!” interposes the Laird, anxiously ; ‘‘surely they never 
were going to drive this morning—I told Matcoum——” 

. *““Ah!” interrupts D. B., ‘‘ then GRANNIE’S gone out fishing a long 
| way down the stream.” __ 

“ Alone?” asks the Laird, who, as I see, is naturally anxious 
about the old lady—his erandmother, I presume—who must be a 
more determined sporting character than ‘‘ Mr. Manton.” 

‘‘Alone?”’ returns D ‘“Oh no,—I saw the boy and Ross 
carrying the nets and lines.” 

‘Oh, that’s all right,” says the Laird, quite satisfied as to his 
| elderly relative’s safety. ‘‘I’m glad GrannIz didn’t take the canoe. 

It’s not safe to fish out of.” 
| “Safe! <A canoe for an old lady!” I cannot help exclaiming. 

This remark of mine causes considerable amusement, Even the 
| Laird’s quiet smile develops into a genuine laugh. The Skeleton 
| from the cupboard is tickled too, and repeats to himself, ‘‘Old 
Aha! that’s good!”? W. B.’s hand comes down with a slap 
| on my shoulder as he gives his war-cry of ‘‘ How are you?” 

It is uttered in such a tone of triumph, and the laughter is so 
genuine, that I perceive I’ve made a mistake as to Grannie. At this 
| moment a herculean young fellow, six feet two if he’s an inch, with 
| a comparatively small head—quite in keeping with the herculean 
| character—on the top of which is a deer-stalker stuck all over with 
| flies, hooks, and bits of line, as if he had just escaped from a Lunatic 
| Fishing Asylum, where they would put hooks and flies in the hair 
| instead of straws, joins our party. He wears large melodramatic 
hung about with 
BEADS, leather cases, and baskets, as if he were a pedlar with a lot 
| of things to sell, and is introduced by D. B. to me as GRANVILLE 
Then D. B. surveys the circle formed 
by the Good Aunt, the Wicked Uncle, the Laird, Grannie, D. B. 
himself, and the boy; and as if it were the cue for curtain and end 
of First Act, he laughs all over his face, and exclaims, ‘‘ How 
are you?” which at once disperses the group. 

The Laird shows me a deliciously comfortable bed-room and a 
sitting-room in the Annexe which are at my disposal, ‘‘commanding,”’ 
as the advertisements say, ‘‘ beautiful and extensive views.”’ Then 
the Laird departs to see about the lunch. 

Happy Thought.—Put myself au courant with the company in the 
‘*Who are the girls?” I ask. ‘‘Girls?” repeats D. B., 
| surprised, ‘‘ what girls?’’ Then, with an air of mistrust, ‘‘ You’re 
joking—you’re trying to get at me—oh, yes””—and_ he puts himself 
on the defensive by resorting to his magic phrase, ‘‘ How are you?” 
He is just off when I stop him, and assure him I’mserious. ‘* Who is 
‘Nell,’ they were talking of, who has gone out with Duncan to the 

its.’ More laughter. D.B. nearly has afit, but relieves his feelings 

y snapping his fingers, crying ‘‘ Who-whoop!” and dancing a few 
_ | more steps of the Highland Fling; after which performance he stops 

| to explain that ‘‘ Nell’s the Retriever, and Duncan’s the Keeper.”’ 
| ‘*And what’s Dolly? <A dog ora cat?” I ask. 

** Dotty? Oh, don’t you know him? Capital chap—he has the 
| next room to you. Dotty Wuirs, in the Guards. How are you, 
| Dotty?” he cries, out, rapping at the partition; to which summons 
the immediate response, in a defiant tone, comes back, ‘‘ How are 
you?” ‘The other chap,” he continues—"‘ he’s not in now—is 
the Baron.””’ Why Baron? ‘‘ Don’t know—always call him ‘The 
Baron.’ Rather think it’s because he once went down a coal mine. 
There’s the luncheon-bell.”” He pauses at the door, however, as 
if he has forgotten to say something of the utmost importance, 
and then exclaims, ‘‘ How are you!” - ; 

“‘QuITE WELL, THANK you!” I roar back at him, and he dis- 
appears as if I had broken the spell by this happy and truly original 
repartee. But somehow, the air is full of, ‘‘ How are you?” and as, 
brush in hand, I survey myself in the glass, I stop myself in the act 
of saying to my own reflection, ‘‘ How are you?” This is catching. 


ROBERT’S LONG WACATION. 


Surren suckumstances, incloodin a most unnessessary abundence 
of rain, combined with a rayther onusual defishency of the currant 
coins of the realm—as the loryers terms what I shoud call a werry 

near aproach to stumptupedness—in- 
dooced me and my fare Partner to give 
up our ushal long wacation, this here 
yeer, of a hole week at the See Side, or 
on the River, and spend it in jolly old 
Lundon, the land of my Birth and the 
’ome of my blooming manhood. 
| And upon the hole, I don’t reelly 
| think as either me nor my Partner has 
} werry much regretted it. In fact there’s 
so many wunderfool things to be seen 
here, if one only has the time, without 
not nothink to pay, and so many bewtifool plaices to wisit, on the same 
werry libberal terms, that a week dawateds to ’em flies away like one 
a clock, which, as we all knows, don’t take so werry long to do; 
besides, if one’s bound to be wet thru for a hole week, it’s far better 
to have it at ome than a broad. Fust and foremost, then, I wisited 
High Park, and with the xception as there wasn’t not nobody there 
xcept me and three other gennelmen and one man on a horse, it was 
jest as bewtifool as ever, and the flower-gardens was that splendid and 
tidy as did great credit to Feeld Marshall ‘*‘ GrorGE”’ as has the care 
on ’em, and sines his onered name on all the boards as is stuck up at 
all the gates. 

It was a bewtifool morning when I started, after a rayther late Brek- 
fest, and 1 had jest got to about the werry middle of the Park, when, 
without the werry least notice or warning, down came sitch a storm 
of rain as I has werry seldom bin drenshed by. ‘I stood up under a 
littel tree as was near me; but tho’ I bleeve as it tried its werry best 
to keep me a dry place under its bows, it was all in wane, and by 
the time as the storm was over, and the sun cum out agane, I was 
wet through to my werry skin, and the heat of the sun shining on 
my wet close had the singler affect of making ’em all smoke 
and a rayther imperent-looking boy acshally arsked me weather it 
knowed as all my steam was a blowing off, and weather I was afeard 
of busting my Biler! Oh, them London Boys! What little respec 
they has ewen for an Hed Waiter! In coorse I allers treats ’em 
with the most horty contemt. 

Well, my fust day’s holliday being rayther a failure, I spent the 
nex one, which was one long down pore, in the buzzum of my 
famly ; and though I bort no less than three halfpenny Papers, and 
red ’em all rite through, yet I must confess that it was about the 
werry longest day as I amost ewer remembers. Praps the two 
singler suckemstances that my fare Partner had a bad tooth ake, and 
gave me nothink but the cold sholder for lunch, and dinner, and 
supper, may have had sumthink to do withit. But so it was, and I 
sort my downy couch at a most unnateral hurly our. 

What append next day I’ll tell you next week. 


ROBERT, 


’Ave A New CuHapiain.—We knew Mr. Artuur Roserts had 
not been in London for some time, having, as we believed, marched 
with the Avenue Old Guard to take “ 
the provinces by storm; but certainly we 
were not prepared for an announcement, in 
a daily paper, occurring in the course of a 
short paragraph, to the effect that ‘‘ the 
Rey. AntHoR Rosperts, M.A.,’”’ did some- 
thing or other as ‘‘ Chaplain to the Prince 
of WatEs.”’ ‘‘A loss to the Stage,” we 
said to ourselves, resignedly, ‘‘ but a gain 
to the Church. And then what an enter- 
taining Chaplain he will be for H.R.H., 
if he is only anything like as amusing as 
he was as Lhe Vicar of Wideawakefield.” 
But our train of thought on this line was 
rudely run off the rails by the almost 
immediate discovery, on comparing this 
paragraph with similar ones in other con- = 
temporaries, that the ‘‘ Rey. ARTHUR 4,4 
RosBERtTs”? was a misprint for ‘‘ the Rev. ,_ 
Artuur Rosrns.” Really printers should Church and Stage.—“1y 
not trifle with our tenderest feelings in Vicar of Wideawakefield.» 
this flippant manner; but, on reconsideration, we congratulate H.R.H., 
the Church, and the Stage, on things being im statu quo Avenue. 
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New ILLusTRATION OF AN OLD Atsop’s Fasir.—On the first night 
of the successful Opera Carina at the Opéra Comique, the audience 
cried ‘‘ Wootr!” so often, that when a young tnd appeared in 
answer to this summons for the Composer, they wouldn’t believe that 
she was really the WooLF in question. 


CHARIVARL [Ocroper 6, 1888. 
THE COMING DOG. 
(By a Comyort-loving Cynic.) 


A New Dog is coming! the more, Ma’am, the merrier, 
You think. The new tyke is a ‘‘ Tartar fox-terrier. 
He’s silky and splendidly smooth, so ’tis said ; 
VE A Eg i AQ | 1) aie bs 41 41 His manners are mild and his colour is red. 

LT Ss RE SU AAT E HTT | A lady’s dog quite! _How your heart will be struck. 
NF al \\ ) OS PSX Re SL | Well, well, my dear Madam, here’s wishing him luck! 

Muy \\ . AS, But permit me to hope, when he reaches your lap, 
1 A\ | Nis AMEN | : MHA Pm That the new dog won’t whimper, or snivel, or yap; 
\ VN fis it tf \ ANT AT | Not, like the Toy-terrier, shiver with dread, 

1 PA iN \\ AE Nor, Pug-fashion, grunt with a cold in his head ; 
Nor look, like the Dogs of that. queer Dachshund breed, 
As though two additional legs were his need : 
Nor, like the Fox-terrier, sed | the cat, Fe 
Nor, like a King Charles, get abnormally fat: [them ) 
Nor like shaggy Skyes (Ma’am, what zs there to pet im 
Have very weak eyes and long hair that will get in them. 
W hatsoever his colour, red, yellow, or green, 
I’m sure if he’s quiet and decently clean, 
Not given too greatly to pant, snort, and snufile, 
Nor always involving your guests in a scufile ; 
If he isn’t unpleasant to any one sense, : 
And doesn’t want worshipping ; then, Ma’am, immense 
The relief of your friends will, I’m sure, be all round, 
To think that one bearable pet you have found! 
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FortHcomine INTERESTING PusLicaTion.—Mrs. Ram 
is informed that the next book of Aristocratic Remini- 
scences will be by Lord Howarp, of Gossip. | ‘‘ This,” 
the old lady thinks, ‘‘ought to be most entertaining.” 
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Lucifer’s Latest. 


[Another explosive, called ‘“‘ Ekrasite,’’ has been invented in 
Austria. Its effect is expected to be ‘‘ something unprecedented.”’] 
Saran, in Milton, flamed at Heaven defiance, 
And railed at earth with rhetoric corrosive. 
Now, posing as mild friend of Man and Science, 
He’d probably invent a new eae _ 
: nots To verbally ‘‘ blow up”’ mankind’s mere er; 
: First City Maa. ** EDICATION, On, RUBBISH ! THERE—I’VE ONLY ’AD ’ALF A Far better help pea. blow up each hae ‘ 
Year’s SCHOOLIN’ ALL MY LIFE! = 


Second City Man. ‘‘Ou, I say! You Must ‘a’ WASTED THAT TIME Most| NEw Work By ARCHDEACON Farrar.—The Veget- 


AWFULLY, OLD FELLOW. HE-HE-HE!” Arians of the Fourth Century. 
; a * * * * * * 
THE TOAD’S DIARY. __ Things brightened up considerably since my last entry. Roman 
CommENcen B.C. 20,000, Invasion. Wuti14m the Conqueror over. CHARLES THE F rrst’s head 


. : : ee cut off. Battle of Waterloo. Exhibition of 51. Jubilee. Jot these 
Nor half a bad sort of place this Prehistoric World. Rather too down as occurring to me as happening in the course of the last 
much commotion going on, though, to please me. Don’t care about eighteen hundred years. Not that they ’ve affected me. I’m still 
these ‘* Periods. Precious cold, too, this Glacial one. Shouldn’t| bedded up. Believe my memory’s going. If I don’t soon get out of 
wonder if there wasn t a change coming. One never knows what to | this, feel I shall end up by being fossilised. 
ere net ,Halloa! what on earth’s this? Just what I said.| Halloa! Surely that must be the sound of a pick. And they 
est if there isn’t a great big bed of clay let loose, and swooping | are coming this way. Yes, itis! Hooray! Liberty at last! Bless 
a on Site escape. Smothered! Well, this is pleasant! the Railway Cutting, and the Contractor! They’ve dug me out. 
Ged — ewe Seat | I shall get out again. And what can a/I’m free! That is, comparatively speaking, for I’ve fallen into the 
aga ig 3 on f, buried away like this? Ruminate? Yes) hands of Mr. T. L. Parrerson, of Greenock, and have been mentioned 
hemi ong: “Pon my word, I’m afraid this will be precious |in the Times. He says, I ‘‘seem to have no bones,” and my legs 
° | / i bend ony ii: that : aN peeraueeutatal eyes,” but don’t 
: seem to see. erhaps not. I sho ike to know what his eye 
tg abana os cre: an would be ‘‘slow.’? That must have | would feel like, or, for the matter of that, his legs either, after erie 
Sart the word faa sor years ago, and here I am still. ‘‘Slow” | clayed up for twenty thousand years. However, give me time, an 
Sedhily dam i Wish, i ie dull, that’s what itis. Then it’s I shall soon pull together again. Meanwhile, I ask is that he 
OS a laa Pp. : is ad got boxed up in a bed of coal. Those | won’t send me off anywhere by Parcels Post 
ae ee a. © have stopped thundering about up above. ee 
iY Pp no end of a time, but they’re quiet at last, so I suppose | 


they ’v oxti Ks See : 
y ve become extinct. Made room for an inferior animal. As [I’m / Impromptu at a Theatre. 


alive, it’s Primeval Man! le i “ 

’ mie Ve an: an hear h ¢ ee See "4 a7 : 

the place. Well, I don’t think he’s Sd bce pina a ae (By a Victim of the Prevailing Fashion of Feminine Head-gear.) 
¥ THIs oe before me—I know not its nomen— 


* a * * * * 
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thousand years. What a prospect! 


Bother Primeval Man,—and the clay! 
~ & : 


he’ll Jast though five or six ., iiides all the actors, and half the flats. 
And I feel I’m getting limp. | The higher Education of Women,” 
Applies not so much to their heads as their hats / 


* * 

Thank goodness, that awful fraud, Prime 
at last. World seems wakino up a bit, th 
going on. Great Pyramid just finished 
taken. The Chinese inventing l 


* 


Aatueer has disappeared THE Trvron OLIvER Twist. — Bismarck asking for Samoa. 
2 ing very much | (Mem. Kindly pronounce it as much like Some more as possible.) 


Nothing going on here but ta’ ee a rully wreak in the legs, | Shakspeare Applied. 
oY eee 5 cing ° : . : 
W onde e how many more eecearel vont EAR pans rane (By a Stout Gentleman who objects to foreign climes and climbing.) 
. Were Pers s »» - ~~ & | . 
y 10 gets slower and slower every century. es | Berren bear the Aills we have, 


aa Than fly to others that we know not of, 


Octoser 6, 1888.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 167 


AWA) 


i} 


iW) i 


\ 


FINIS! 
(THE END OF THE SEASON.) 


| In ‘ getting off,’ that ’tisn’t worth 

His while to hunt ’em still ; 

We'll have to do it; fire away! 

A dozen cases in a day 
Will be enough for us. 

It’s no use getting in a fury! 

At least, you ’re certain that the Jury 
Will be unanimous, 


‘* You will not fill this Box—’tis small— 

With the old dozen men. 

No; those who’ve once escaped its thrall 
Will not return again. 

Lor’, do you fancy they ’ll come back 

To these hard seats, that cramp and rack, 
Tn these chill draughts to writhe ? 

You made the Jury-Box abhorred 

By dull discomfort, good, my Lord, 
I once was brisk and lithe ; 


THE LAST (JURY) MAN. 
(A Long way after Canrpbell.) 


The British Constitution's doom 
Is Chaos and Old Nox, 

When you can’t get twelve honest men 
Into the Jury Box! 


I HAD a vision in my sleep, 

My fancy took a tidy sweep 
Adown the ot Time! 

I saw Old England, and behold, 

Owing to idleness and gold, 
’Twas given up to Crime! 


The Judge’s eyes did wildly glare 
Where, white with age and wan, 
There stood within the Box, else bare, 
A lonely Jury Man. 
Some were exempt by ‘‘ tips’”’—the brand 
Of bribery stained the Briton’s hand,— 
From ‘* urgent business’’ some ; 
Some swore they couldn’t leave their bed, 
Some that their Mothers-in-law were dead, 
And so they could not come. 


‘* Now you perceive my erst bright eyes 

Have lost their ancient fire, 

I’ve suffered untold agonies. 
To shiver or perspire, 

To faint with heat, to gasp for breath, 

Are not nice things, but till my death 
It shall be my one boast, 

That I ne’er slunk at Duty’s call. 

I’ve but one fear, ’tis that I shall 
Return here—as a ghost! 


‘Oh, should my spirit, by fate’s whim, 
Or destiny’s last lark, 
* Come back unto this Court so dim 
Into this Box so dark ! 
No! I should then evade the summons 
By such excuses—they are rum ’uns— 
As “‘ City Magnates”’ use, 
And brothers of the brush or pen, 
And lots of selfish idle men, 
Who Duty’s task refuse. 


Yet, martyr-like, that lone one stood 
Before the Beak’s dread eye. 

He said, ‘‘ My Lud, it ain’t no good; 
There ’s only le and I. 

Men don’t find Jurying good fun ; 

They ’re all ‘exempt;’ I’m the last one 
To turn up, dontcher know. 

A thousand ‘ cases’ wait us here— 

’'T will take us all our time, I fear. 
I’m game—so on we go! 


‘“‘ What though the officer go forth ? 
Britons have now such skill | 


‘*Goon! Whilst pluck can hold me up 
In this void Box’s waste, 
I’ll sit, although the bitter cup 
Is little to my taste ; 
When to the wall I turn my face, 
The last of the old Jury race, 
Our Senators, who nod 
Over our laws, and fog, and twist ’em, 
May modify the Jury system : 
Or, if they don’t, 1t’s odd.” 


THE CORRECT CARDIFF, 


At the Autumn Meeting of the Associated 
Chamber of Commerce at Cardiff, Sir Jacon 
BrHREN spoke in favour of the formation of 
a Commercial Party, independent of party 
politics, in the House of Commons. The 
President opposed the proposal, the Resolu- 
tion was negatived, and subsequently Sir 
MicHarL Hicks-BracH, in expressing his 
agreement with the dissentient majority, 
declared that there was already a saphecbant 
ance of such parties. We should think so, 
indeed! The multiplication of ‘‘ parties,” 
ostensibly ‘‘ independent of party,” will make 
the House as parti-coloured (or, which is 
much the same thing, party-coloured), as 
JosEPH’s coat itself. Why, every interest, 
opinion, or fad, might organise its own knot 
of supporters into an ‘‘independent party,” 
and Parliament become, indeed, a ‘‘ fortui- 
tous concourse of atoms,’’ without cohesion, 
which means Chaos come again. The Cardiff 
assembly was quite right in refusing to be a 
party to this party-proposal. 

The world’s a stage, where each man plays hig part, 

But ‘‘ companies’? must combine in union hearty. 
*T will be, as old dames say, “a pretty start,” 

When “person”? (asin Cockneyese) means “‘party.” 


c 
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7 fulness that suffused itself all over the damp Court. His umbrella 
havi w dripped itself dry over Rate Collector’s boots, ARTHUR 
SUMMONED FOR oe Wrettiia come su to get it wet again. Cases by the score, and the 
(Notes from a Diary in the Recess. ) dozen, Doesn’t seem money anywhere to pay the rates. But it 


i tober, too. 
Be ee 1 ise, Broad | does seem that the rates must be paid, and by the 8th of Oc : 
; Tuesday.—Spent | ol pleasant morning in Sos atealy. returned ;} The Sone and pony ess ad) spd a ape 
Sanctuary, Westminster, d ae of men and women—chiefly comforted with the inevitable prospect of the ‘ pe ee 
Raining in torrents. pus Pin aad ‘a desk, two Magistrates and a turn comes. Half-a-dozen of us. Not here on EN a aaa Aone 
women—all gy pagg al - C lector. The rest, ratepayers—or to be | connection with jury lists. A blow struck at Britis a at ne by 
clerk ; in front, ae he ‘a ant yaid their rates. Summoned to show attempt to include name of Tony, M.P., upon ak a s . eee 
more precise, peop vad os me Se ath the same; can’t pay. Out of Members of Parliament always exempted. Why sho P a pa 
cause why. Cause varie 4 all. A pitiful story, and a purposeless | suffer in its privileges? Notif its senior Member can, at w ce 
work some ; sick others ; he ea ean do nothing. personal inconvenience, assert them. Proceedings not ie y 
gathering. ee eed ites Chairman, smiling genially upon extended. Considerable list, of exemptions settled by ‘ bi 5 
We are Ss Sentiamati whose rates are horribly in arrear. Parliament. List worth considering by anxious parents a a 
depressed aoe yi Pike 8th of October. Next case!” select avocations for promising sons. You can’t, for example, be 
You — eee ntleman falls into the rear without word of | summoned on a jury if you’re a coroner, or an apothecary, or a 
se eager all A fi lline into the rear since he was born. Member of the Mersey Docks and Harbour Board, or a pilot, or a 
Siow een eh heen, : Bae oa at Beenie if qoy Lape to be a eaelet, oe a oe 
+ i i iti a public lunatic asylum. oreover, if you’ve been attain 
Middle-aged lady in an apron and seething mental condition comes aehe sf Aedes mn, Moreover, if 00 a 


2 facistr tobiographical data. a § 
a aa Ni eta atta PMacitente fied to get in his | ‘‘ Church Wardens and overseers of the parish, when preparing the 
ore ab a «4 djourned - till- 9th-of-October-must-pay-on-the- | Jury lists.” That’s how it came to pass that Priar Tuck was never 
ities ‘Middle-aged lady branches out into statement of her troubles|on a jury, and how Robin Hood always avoided this gb 4 
ar oe Eo hut ay when Mary ANN was run over by a ’bus. Leeruption of his SA ae Mone of ee | 
‘ mane = Te gy ” the Magistrate, as if it| for jury-list purposes with outlaws and keepers or juna . 
eee dull-Gth-of-Dotober, Saye ean ep. TosY, LP. for Barks, was, of course, exempted, and left the 


i ion warranted to shut any woman up. Y : 
Na a che: ’s lived in the house; always paid. rates up to two | Sessions Court without a stain on his character. 


years ago. (Watching opportunity, machine oe iol as 

Z, 8th - of - October.’’) 
Mary ANN was in 
hospital for six weeks ; 
hardly been of any use 
since; Mrs. Moeerns 
would bear testimony 
to extraordinary ex- 
iy penses consequent upon 
ye ie N\A VSS calamity. 

Py) NON Aaa ‘* Adjourned-till- 

l WH \\ SS 9th-of-October,” the 
machine wearily 
warbles. ‘‘ Call-the- 
next-case.”’ 

Next case is that of 
ARTHUR WILLIAM 
CuuFF. ‘‘ ARTHUR 
Wittam = Crurr ! ” 
loudly called. No 
> response. Old gentle- 
$, man with wonderful 
waste of woollen com- 
forter round his neck 
stares steadily into 
space. He is the party 
who came in just now; 
tried to get point of 
his dripping umbrella 
- into my boot; only 
_ Stone-Deaf. mth tien aid 
a faded woman in a shawl, thrusting him forward by the shoulder ; 

ee our ee and is stone-deaf,”’ 

8 said with smile of pride. ARTHUR WILLIAM 
supernatural deafness, evidently sheds lustre on ee 
neighbourhood. In pride of association faded woman in shawl 
analy forgets the unpaid rates. ARrHuR WILLIAM with 
len ity brought up to the Bench, making dashes with his dripping 
Paap puase able cA pact Magistrate, lifting up his voice, 
Collect, standing by, bellows in his right eam) sign. Rate 

you ARTHUR WILLIAM CLuFF?” That se 

Sil Glee ame NY tum round the other. Rate Cllctan 

Fee AB LIAM, catching the whisper 
ade you paid your rates ?” Collector, Shoenied by Meee 

Wee ARTHUR WILLIAM frankly admits he hasn’t 

journed-till-9th-of-October,” says the Magistrate 


Ty = ae : 

ing oo Ahapeggt ete 9th of October,” reiterates Collector, stand- 

ear. ARTHUR ae command ARTHUR WILLIAM’s accessory 
ara : LIAM Yaises x jecti 

feem to see relevancy of remark 40. abiipstient to that, but does not 
Tell him he must pa : 


y on tl : : 
rate, bellowing at the Rete Collector nee »’ says the Magis- 
’ 5] 


‘* You must pay on the 8th.” anion 
endo the Collector, goaded to desperation, 
| “Well, I will, if I can,” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Ir is certain that Thoth, 4 Romance (W. BLackwoop AND Son), 
would never have been written if Mr. Riper Hacearp had not 
published his most famous book. Thoth is a sort of male She, and 
might as well have been called He. Unlike rs 
She, who lived continuously through a 
couple of thousand years, Thoth’s forefathers 
come to life only occasionally. But that is 
quite enough when there are a good many of 
them. Zhoth himself is a remarkable per- 
sonage, with a touch of Professor BALDWIN 
in his character. He improves on the Pro- 
fessor’s machinery, since he dispenses with 
the parachute, and, when he goes up ina 
balloon fashioned in the shape of a bird, is 
able to bring the whole boiling down where- | 
ever he pleases. The kingdom Zhoth rules | Aga. 
is an island in some unnamed sea, where the ~~ es 
residents are brought up deeply rooted in “ You Thothy Perthon ! 
the heresy of woman-hatred. ‘his being carried to extremes, the 
consequences are natural and inevitable. Part of the population is 
drowned in the sea, and the remainder are buried in the sands of 
the desert. The book makes encouraging reading for members of 
the Women’s Rights Association, only I hope it won’t be dramatised. 

Number 4 of Our Celebrities (SwAN, SONNENSCHEIN & Co.) is just 
out. Excellent portrait of Sir Paine Cunrirre OwEn, and Lovis 
ENGEL’s list of the numerous orders Sir Pari has received from 
the Crowned Heads of Europe, is astonishing. Theatrical Orders 
are not included in the collection. Sir Purip’s appearance at a 
foreign Court seems to have been the signal for decorating him at 
once; the cue was, ‘‘Give your orders—Sir Puinrp’s in the room.” 
The second portrait represents Sir CHaRLEs RUSSELL, apparently 
trying on a new Q. C.’s wig, and trying to look as unlike himself as 
possible. The striped trousers quite out of character with the 
dignity of the upper portion of the forensic costume, and must have 
offended the artistic eye of Count Watrry, the eminent Photo- 
grapher, who should have induced him to put on knee breeches and 
buckles for the occasion. But it is difficult to induce any man of Sir 
CHARLEs’s determination of character to change his habits at a 
moment’s notice; still, as ‘‘Standing Counsel to the Jockey Club,” 
he might, at least, have worn breeches and boots, and have a whip 
in his hand. But: where is his most characteristic snuff-box ? 
Capital monograph about him by L. E. 

; Lastly there is the living presentment of Mr. EpMuND YATES, 

Edmundus Ed. Mundi,” whom ‘“‘L, E.’? naturally treats with 
respectful admiration. The likeness is excellent; But what could 
Watery haye been about to pose Epmunpus thus? He has a book | 
in one hand with his finger marking a place for reference, and having 
decided what he is going to say in his criticism on it, he is 
evidently thinking what on earth has become of his own writing- 
table, his editorial seat, his pens, ink, and paper, and why these 
obtrusively theatrical ‘‘stage properties,” including the chair in 
which he is seated, have been substituted for the real articles ? 
He should have been up-standing, self-supporting, for he surely has 
no need of ‘‘props.” It is a speaking likeness, not a writing one. 


Says ARTHUR WILLIAM, with a cheer- 


< LOTi 145, — 12} cited Commun t; 
KF : vee eS Vea ations or Cont; i 
in nO C&se be returned. no Ontrbutione, Whether MS., Printed Mat } : } nh, W 
: & returned, not . ; er ¥5., Printed Matter, brawings *3ctur ny ‘ipti i 
ere will be no exception even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addres d E 210) a aoe ee anton, will 
th tSac” se uvelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 


— 9 


OcropeR 13, 1888.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


169 


A SHOW OF ‘ SAVOY FARE.” 


Ir SHAKSPESRE as brettist, and Mozart as composer, had both 
come to life again and written the most marvellous opera ever heard 

by mortal ears, the Press generally, with 
| the solitary exception of the musical critic 
of the Times, could not have gushed more 
rapturously, in larger type, and at greater 
i, length over such a work, than they did over 
. the latest comic opera by GILBERT and 


crisp and epigrammatic title, Zhe Yeomen 
of the Guard; or, The Merryman and his 
Maid (you pay your money, and you take 
4 '. your choice of alternative titles) the 
— hbrettist seems, up to the last moment, to 
‘| have been undecided as to what he should 
'| call his new and original infant. In ‘‘the 
'| book of the words” he does not describe 
({ it as either serious or comic, simply as an 
===: opera, which is wise. I have always 


1), AW \, contended that ‘‘new and original’? need 
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i not mean new to everybody, and quite 
original, and I am pleased to see that at 
last the critics, in dealing with this /ébretto, 
are inclined to favour my opinion. But had 
the opera been atthe Saveloy Theatre instead 
of the Savoy Theatre, and written by two 
— -= unknown collaborateurs, say SULBERT and 
~ ___ GILLIVAN, instead of GinBERT and SULLI- 
VAN, wouldn’t the virtuously-indignant 
critics have been down on the librettist for 
not informing the public that the plot was 
founded onthat of Maritana? Thetimidno- 
— vice SULBERT might, perhaps, haveattempted 
B= ===— to disarm criticism by falling his new and 
“T have a song to sing 0!” Original opera The Beefeater’s Bride; or, The 
na Merryman and his Maritana, and would 
have humbly admitted his indebtedness to Mr. W. S. GiupErt for the 
use he had made of the latter’s genuinely humorous Bab Ballad Jester 
James. ‘The stern critics would promptly have pointed out that in 
good old FitzBaLi-and-W atiace’s Maritana, Don César is in prison 
and condemned to die, and so is Colonel Fairfax in The Beefeater’s 
Bride ; that the Don is married in prison to a veiled gipsy dancer, 
Maritana, and, the Colonel is married in prison to a veiled _gipsy 
| dancer, Elsie Maynard. ‘‘ Maynard,” the critics would have bitterly 
exclaimed, ‘‘is but a poor English rendering of Maritana!” With 
scathing irony they would have shown how, in the old opera, Don 
César escapes being shot, and returns “‘ all alive O ;”’ while in the new 
and original work Colonel Fairfax escapes being decapitated, and 
also reappears on the scene. Don César enters disguised as a monk ; 
Colonel Fairfax comes in as a Beefeater. Don César and Maritana 
subsequently fall in love with each other: so do Colonel Fairfax and 
Elsie Maynard. Don César is pardoned by the King for a very 
good reason: the Colonel is reprieved for no reason at all, except to 
finish the opera, ‘‘ a reason,” the satirical critic would have added, 
‘* sufficiently satisfactory to the audience.” 


Then some erudite critic would have pointed out to the unfortunate 
SuLBert that an unknown librettist must not rashly tamper with his- 
tory in a work intended to be serious, and would have lectured him on 
the utter improbability of a gipsy girl in all the bravery ofan Esmeralda 
costume (whether accompanied by Point as Bangers or not) daring 
to come rattling her tambourine and singing, within the precincts of 
the terrible Tower in the reign of Bluff King Hat, when Gipsies were 
harassed, persecuted, hunted out of the kingdom, or strung up on the 
readiest made gibbet; and directly it was known that the gallant officer 
who, as a sorcerer, had been languishing in gaol, on being liberated, 
had married a heathen gipsy (supposing a priest had been found rash 
enough to commit such a sacrilege), the pair of them would have had 
short shrift and been burnt as witches; and as Colonel Fairfax, had 
already escaped decapitation, the professional Merryman might then 
have observed, ‘‘ Mark you, the Colonel did but exchange his chop 
for a stake. A pretty conceit.” 

Beyond the above points, there is absolutely no resemblance between 
the two plots, and though poor SutBert (without GILLIVAN) would thus 
have suffered at the hands of the Critieal Faculty for daring to claim 
novelty and originality for his story, yet for Mr. GinBeErt, of the 
firm of GILBERT and SULLIVAN, the critics have nothing but obse- 

uious compliments and good-natured excuses.» As tothe music, even 
the sharpest and most hostile ear could not detect a trace of WALLACE 
in the latest composition of Sir ArrHur Surziivan. He, at all 
events, is guiltless of any intrigue with Maritana. It is--genuine 
Surrivay, and charming throughout, though not, at first hearing, 
very catching,—which must always be the public test,—with the 
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exception of the duet, repeated with chorus as finale, ‘I have «| 
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song to sing, O,’’ the first phrase of which I did manage to carry 
away with me, but while humming it on my road home, I found 
myself imperceptibly wandering into the ‘‘ Lullaby” in Cox and 
Box, where I very nearly lost it altogether. 

Dame Carruthers’ first song, ‘‘ When our gallant Norman Foes” 
is most effective, and might be in serious opera, were it not for the 
chorus of Beefeaters. Mr. CourTICE Pounns isa simpering effeminate 
Fairfax, but sings prettily a ballad about, ‘‘Moon” and ‘‘ June,” 
after the Yeomen in a previous ‘‘number” have already chorussed 
about ‘‘ Noon” and ‘‘ June.’ But of course the subject of the 
weather is inexhaustible, and there are plenty of rhymes still left to 
“Joon.” The part of the Jester is a capital skit upon Touchstone 
and the Shakspearian clowns generally, and, with subtle cynicism, 
Mr. W. 8S. GizBert shows how wearisome is the most excellent 
fooling of these medieval drolls to the playgoer of to-day. The 
notion of the Jester in search of a place, and being examined by an 
intending employer as to his capabilities (‘‘My caper-bilities” he 
would say, and might have executed a short dance as a specimen), 
struck me as exquisitely humorous when I first read it some years 
ago (Was it among a second series of Bab Ballads in a magazine, 
or was it a short Christmas story by the same author? ), but the idea 
seems to lose something of its humour on the Stage. 

In a week or two, no doubt, Jester GrorcE will introduce some of 
his gaggery-waggery, and when, d@ propos of Colonel Fairfax making 
love to Elsie, he has to say something about “‘lying close as a maggot 
in a nut,” he will add, ‘‘ But, ifakins, what careth she for a ‘nut,’ 
now that she hath the ‘ Kernel’? A pretty wit!” 

Mr. Denny, as the Gaoler, is very much Mr. Denny as the rural 
Policeman in Dandy Dick, only with music, and without the 
dialect. When Phoebe (Miss Jesste Bonn, who is, before all, the life 
and soul of the opera) introduces to him first her lover as her brother, 
and then afterwards her real brother, and Mr. Denny exclaims, 
‘‘ Another brother! Are there any more of them?” one really 
expects him to add, ‘‘It’s a nice lot of ac-quain-tances you’re 
inter-doosing me to,’’? or something much to that effect, which 
o Sie in similar circumstances, to say to his wife in PINERO’s 

omedy. 

In the book, Mr. Gitsert has carefully pointed out, using capital 
letters for the purpose, that the first stanza of his finale is written 
in ‘‘Exrxeracs.” This is very considerate, as it directs the critics’ 
attention to a fact that might otherwise have escaped their notice. 
In old days, the jokes in the books of every Burlesque used to be 
printed in italics. There was no possibility of anybody passing over 
a pun. The motive in both cases is much the same. 

The fault in the representation is that, with the occasional excep- 
tion of Miss Jesste Bonn and Miss BrsanpRAM—none of the actors 
play with conviction. They seem uncertain as to the character of 
the piece,—is it serious, or isn’t it? And if it isn’t, are they to 
keep the joke to themselves, or to let the audience into the secret? 
Mr. GrossMITH, with an occasional sly wink at the house, seems to 
incline to the latter view, and no doubt when he has exaggerated 
his dances, developed his comic business, and made the part quite 
his own, it will go with roars, especially his contradictory duet with 
Mr. Denny, which is clearly founded on the model of the well- 
known comic song, where the wife pertinaciously insists that 
something can only be cut with scissors, when the husband obsti- 
nately sticks to it that a knife must be used :— 

‘¢ Cut it with a knife, 
‘ Said he. 
Cut it with the scissors, 
Said she. 
(He) Knife, (She) scissors, (He) knife, (She) scissors, &c., &e.” 


Only that, in this duet, the quarrel is between Mr. DENNY and 
Mr. GrossmirH first as to whether somebody was creeping or 
crawling. 
‘“* He was creeping, 
He was crawling, 
(D.) Creeping, (@.) crawling, &e., &e., &c.” 


And then they differ as to how the man sank in the moat,—Mr. 
Denny says, ‘‘like a stone;’’ Mr. GrossMITH SAYS, ‘* like a heavy 
lump of lead; and then they alternate ‘‘ lead,” ‘‘stone,”’ and so 
forth, which will work up, with comic business, into something very 
funny, and probably be the hit of the piece. The best serio-comic 
song, as far as words go, is, to my thinking, the first one sung by 
the Jester. The scenery and the costumes are excellent. 

My summary is this:—Cut at least twenty minutes out of the 
First Act; take a quarter of an hour out of the Second Act, so as 
to finish by eleven; never let_the Beefeaters go off withont a dance ; 
induce Mr. Tempir to abandon all attempt at playing his part 
seriously ; in fact give every one of them carte blanche (‘‘a ve 
D’Oyly-Carte task,” as the Jester would say) to go in for the ok 
larks of Mikado § Co., and the Savoyards will feel themselves once 
more at home, and their kind friends in front will be. satisfied 
with everybody generally at the House of Savoy. “s 
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A space in a slum, or a blank 


A spare square of brick in a 

neighbourhood dense, | 
——— Or a bit of unoccupied 
= —— boarding, 
SSS== \ But there the new poster, who 


. "= ; didn’t much care 
oa = ——— 1 4, : pe n't mn 
Wty) 

oH ) M \\ ey —_| ip 7 | ‘ Bill-stickers beware!” 


HORRIBLE LONDON ; OR, THE PANDEMONIUM OF POSTERS. on a fence, 


Right soon was tremen- 
ously busy , 
With placards portentous in 
purple and blue, __[hue, 
Of horrible subject and hideous 
Enough to bemuddle an aéro- 
naut’s view, 
And turn the best steeple- 
Jack dizzy. 

Oh, the flamboyant flare of 
those fiendish designs, 
With their sanguine paint-- 

splashes and sinister lines! 
, ; = \ Gehenna seemed visibly 
== | CoC S \ 2 ee AWS oN glaring ? 
tres “> Ss In paint from those villanous 
daubs. There were men 
At murderous work in mal- 
odorous den, 
And ghoul-woman_ grue- 
somely staring. 
The whole sordid drama of 
murder and guilt, 
The steel that strikes home, and 


the blood that is spilt, 
Was pictured in realist 
colours, 


Y 
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With emphasis strong on the 
; black and the red, 
RAY The fear of the stricken, the 
SQ \ lare of the dead ; 
All dreads and disasters and 
dolours 
That haunt poor Humanity’s 
dismallest state, 
The horrors of crime and the 
terrors of fate, 
As conceived by the crudest 
of fancies, 
Were limned on these posters 
in terrible tints, 
In the style of the vilest sen- 
sational prints 
Or the vulgarest [penny 
romances. 


That Bill-sticker paused in his 
work with a look 
Which betrayed the black de- 
mon, and gleesomely shook 
His sides in a spasm of 
laughter. 
Quoth he, with a sinister wag 
of his head, 
‘*By my horns, the good artist 
_ has lavished the red! 
This home of coarse horror— 
this house of the dead 
Looks crimson from base- 
ment to rafter. 
How strange that a civilised 
S “s ay ho! sg 
—— = == \ \ is their fatuous dream to 
= = i : consider it so !— 
Which is nothing too lovely at 
best, should bestow 
Such a liberal licence on 
spoilers ! 
These mural monstrosities, 


LU, 
WL 
Ys 
He, 
(He Y 


4) f 
Uae 
Is 


AA 


hy 

EE 
Py, 
i 


ae 


\ 


1 US 
(ES 


~~ 


\ 
" 
x 


\\\ 


SS \\ 

A I! 
\ \ 
WS 1 \ 


Tue Demon set forth in a nov 


“ys 1 disguise reeking of crime 
All methods of mischief the 1 cig d te; _And beat them all round at the Bill-sticker’s art. Flaring hore forth amidst 
uoth he, “There’s much ill to he en , ries) _I will set up in business in Babylon’s mart squalor and grime 
the eyes. wrought through | As the new Pandemonium Poster!” Must have an effect which will 
; IYhink, without being a boaster, | 7 be nave the huge city with wallet at waist, * tell in good time 
cangive their most cute Advertise «start, WKS Pras ands ate, and a pot fal of pate, | Upon leptons of dalled 
: : oilers. 
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Taken in through the ge such suggestions of sin 
A sympathy morbid and monstrous must win 
From the grovelling victims of gloom and bad gin, 
Who gapingly gaze on them daily ; 
A fine picture-gallery this for the People ! 
Oh, while this endures, spite of School Board and Steeple, 
My work must be going on gaily !” 


A ROYAL APPARITION, 


Last Friday the Times Correspondent at Bucharest, 1H “MY 
writing about the entertainments given in honour of the ai Ni Bye | 
Prince of WALES, said— vis SN) I 

‘In the evening there will be a series of tableaux viwants 
representing scenes from SHAKSPEARE’S works. These have 
been carefully rehearsed under the superintendence of Queen 
ELizABETH.”’ 


What better person could they have had as an authority 
except SHAKSPEARE himself? But how did they get 
her? Were Spiritualists employed? If this be possible, 
then it is not unlikely that Drurronanus is already 
shaking in his shoes lest Her Majesty, more ruffled than 
ever, should pay him an unexpected visit at Drury Lane, 
and insist on superintending a night revival of the Armada, 
with ghostly scenery, costumes, and appointments, and a 
phantom cast. Only thus would her manes be satisfied, and 
then she herself might be re-hearsed, and conveyed in state 
to Westminster Abbey, DruRIOLANUS superintending. 
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In Statu Pupillari. 


Youna Master BaLrour, without an apology, 
Speaks on philosophy, also theology. 
To listen his Grandmother will not be loth, 
When Artuur has learnt just a little of both. 


‘*Orp Tom.”’—HormeEs at Home, the Hotmezs of our 
Ancestors, in last week’s World, must have been to a 
considerable number of persons one of the most interesting 
of the series. A person, whom the veteran octogenarian 
is He ot roe was peed Maye pe A ; 
who had received an account of the Great Fire of London 
from an eye-witness! Fancy that! Such evidence at A NEW AND AGREEABLE TOY.—THE PARACHUTE. 
hand would simplify a large portion of the Historian’s You TIE A BIG STONE TO THE Four CoRNERS OF A POCKET-HANDKERCHIEF, 
labour! A cordial welcome to Old Tom. Plenty of|anp FLING IT AS HIGH AS YoU CAN. SOMETIMES THE HANDKERCHIEF EXPANDS 


spirit in him yet. His health! AND RETARDS THE FALL OF THE STONE—SOMETIMES IT DOESN’T. 
Wet wickets have sodden the leather, Good-bye to the Season !—the ‘‘ Terror” 
C00D-BYE TO THE (CRICKETING) SEASON. And stumps have been pitched in a swamp. Who put such a break on the ball ; 
(A Fond Farewell, something in the style of Chill deluges, varied with thunders, Yes, TURNER can bowl, ‘‘ and no error,” 
Prsea t omposed at the Oval in October by The Cricket-crack’s ‘‘ average” queer. And FrErris makes many sing small. 
our Own Old Enthusiast.) Bad hits and bad misses are blunders But England has no need to fluster ; 
Si Scarce blamed in so beastly a year. She is not deficient in ‘‘ stars”’ ; 
Goon-BYE to the Season !—’Tis over ! There are all sorts of excellent reasons Still, when her best men she can muster, 
Pavilions no longer are gay ; All round for the prevalent ‘‘ duck ;” She wins in these willowy wars. [killing! 
Bat, bowler, and leal Cricket-lover, So, Good-bye to this wettest of Seasons! There’s Lonmann, how straight and how 
Are scattered like M.P.’s away. Its memories are mainly of muck, He’ll ‘‘hold up our end,”’ please the pigs ; 
; And slashing McDonneELu’s searee willing 
Good-bye to the Season !—The chances To stand many overs of Brices! 
That filled even champions with gloom ; 
The rascally tricks and rare dances Good-bye to the Season !—A wetter ’un 
Devised by the demon of doom. ' Seldom spoiled ‘‘ place,’ ‘‘pitch,” and 
The ‘‘bad hits’? that should have been} But here’s to our evergreen veteran [‘*pace’’; 
‘* beauties,” ; Still to the front—GILBERT GRACE! 
The good ones so palpably ‘‘ flukes ”’ ; ‘“The Doctor”? stands nominal second, 
The fielders so slack in their duties, _ But who plays so often as he? 
The Captains so tart in rebukes ; Still W. G. must be reckoned 
The cocksures who dropped bobs and tanners} As virtual top of the tree. 
On matches like Surrey v. Notts; The theme of all Cricket-feed speeches, 
The consequent breaches of manners ; The pet of pavilion and field, 
The subsequent downfall of ‘‘ pots.” His pre-eminence no one impeaches, 


; To none need our ‘‘ Champion ”’ yield. 
The Last Ball of the Season. Good-bye to the Season !—the rages a 7 


Water Reap bobs no longer his brown end|__ When second-rate teams came out strong ; Good-bye to the Season !—Another 
At point, watching BANNERMAN’s “‘shape;”’ When AbeL—for one—stayed in ages, Will come with the coming of May ; 
Gitpert Grace has gone home to dear Or Reap missed his tip and went wrong ; Though the new county boundaries bother, 
Downend, hen clever and ‘‘ champion” Surrey I he cry of the boys will be ‘‘ Play!” 
Bog ABEL is bound for the Cape. The Cornstalks thrice tackled in vain— Will it come like thes terrible ‘‘ tryer ?”’ 
For want of a fuller enjoyment, Lost twice by bad fortune and flurry, Or come very much the reverse ? 
Till Bat, Ball, and Stumps, can come out, And missed winning once through the rain ; | W ill its scorings be lower or higher ? 
At Football a few find employment, Whilst Gloucester, whom Surrey could| Will its weather be better or worse? » 
But Cricket is done, beyond doubt. swallow, Will it favour the bowler or batter ? 
‘ And Leicester whom Gloucester could eat, Will it come with dry turf and clear sky, 
Good-bye to the Season !—The weather Both licked the Australians hollow. Or washy and squashy ?—No matter :— 


Has bowed at the shrine of St. Gamp ; ‘Good old Surrey ” wound up with defeat.| Good-bye to the Season—good-bye! 


172 


DUE NORTH. 


Shaks; earian—Household—Luncheon—Family Party—Mysterious 
oPony—Another—Perilous—Down again—Rest—Thankful. 


From what I hear of the names of the servants inside and outside 
the house, such as Duncan, Donan, Ross, DoNALDBLAIN, 1t appears 
that, with the exception of Macduff, Banquo, and 
the Three Witches, we have pretty. nearly the 
entire cast of Macbeth. The part of Macbeth 1s 
filled by the chief housemaid and housekeeper, 
whose name is MacserH. Whether she is Mary, 
or JENNIE, or Err, I do not know,—and, by the 
way, what was Lady Macbeth's Christian name ? 
Her husband never mentions it, and the only 
term of endearment by which he addresses 
her is, ‘‘ dearest chuck.” Why ‘‘chuck”’ ? 
Our Macseru at the shooting-lodge —a 
tall, good-looking lass, about thirty or so, 
a strapping wench with an elegant figure,—would 
forcibly resent being called a ‘‘chuck”’ by anyone, 
even if there were a male MacserH on the premises 
who had acquired a right to do so. She can walk with 
the swing of a man, pull stroke or bow ina boat, or 
seull it Fucleshendet across the lake, if need be; is 
a good shot with a rifle, can do tailoring or cobblering 
to perfection,—‘‘ odd-jobs executed at the shortest 
possible notice,”—and has a ready eye to the wants 
and comforts of all the visitors in both departments— 
the House and the Annexe—of the establishment 
over which she presides. She is invaluable: and “How d 
though in the Annexe we do not see much of her, do: rie 
yet it is to her that we have to make known our : 
wants, which, once mentioned, are immediately supplied. In the 
House itself, on-a busy evening, when the sportsmen have come in 
late, and everybody is, more or less, hurrying up in their dressing 
for dinner, and everybody has mislaid something, and no one can 
find anything, then down the passages, from the bachelors’ quarters, 
and from the rooms where the young ladies are, come the reiterated 
cries, as if they were uttered by the Apparitions that rise out of the 
Witches’ cauldron, of ‘‘ Macsera! Macpreta!! Macprera!!!” And 
instead of losing her presence of mind, and exclaiming, flurriedly 
‘Had I three ears, I’d hear thee!” she pleasantly replies, in her 
one ee brogue, pou right, Sir, I’m coming directly !”’—and 
come she does to everybody in turn, an ery j mn j 
than satisfied. A mrondertl woman. dev 

There are three young ladies under the care, apparently, of the 
Good Aunt. I am not introduced, but they all say, as the Wicked 
Unele did, ‘How dee do” to me, at lunch time, and address one 
another by their Christian names, Mitiiz, EVELYN, and the youngest 
and smallest is Mapex. Who they are, what their surnames may be 
whether they are sisters, wives, or cousins belonging to the other 
guests, I haven’t the slightest idea. It seems to be taken for granted 
in this present company, which is, to all intents and purposes, a 
family. party, that there is no such being as a stranger in existence 
within these four walls, x 

‘You should nave gone out fishing 
the Baron to the young lady. ne 
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The talk is all sport: either s ; 
‘s ceen /: ether shooting or fishing, E : 
to everyone else why some particularly easy shet “did't coe a 
Gran. the fishow Beta I oughtn’t to have missed that !” 
and. hooks: stuck = ipeme who out-of-doors walks about with flies 
ee Tee ic over his head, has seen fish rising in 
; 1t appears that, unfortunately, the ihensehgpead 


himfand so, though he k . pat 
and waded up to his midd eee changing his flies every half hour, 


“He did not catch that trout 
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this morning, MILLIE,” says 


He did not eatch that trout!” 
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And*so he will give the trout a holiday, and go out shooting this 
afternoon. : : ; : ; 7 ; 

It has been pouring with rain. It is pouring now, | And,” 
says the Laird, ‘‘ we shall have showers all the afternoon. 

‘‘ Showers” here are, I find, pelting storms which wet you through 
in a couple of minutes. 

‘Tn this rain,” says the Baron 
sure to put up something on that 

Happy Thought.—lf I go with them, 
thing,”—my umbrella. : 

(Fou can have the pony, if you like to ride up to where we’re 
driving,” says the Laird to me. On consideration, being fond of air 
and exercise, I accept. The pony is ordered, and I anticipate a 

ood gallop over the hills and far away, two or three hours’ exercise, 
happy return home, rub down, bath, change, and splendid appetite 
or dinner. 

They start, all the party, except the ladies, and disappear. The 
ladies melt away and become invisible. Iam to join the sportsmen 
as soon as I like. Of course mounted, I shall easily catch up the 
infantry, so I tell the youthful gillie, Duncan, who comes to inform 
me ‘‘the pony’s ready saddled,” that I’ll start in a quarter of an 


walking to the window, ‘‘ we’re 
ill yonder.” 
I’m sure to ‘‘ put up some- 


hour. 

I follow the boy to where the pony is. Pony! it is a rough- 
looking sort of cart-horse, over fifteen hands, with an old saddle 
loose girths, and a single snaffle rein that looks as if it would 
break with the slightest strain. However, I said I would go: and 
perhaps the ‘‘ pony ” is better than he looks.- p thee sath 

In less than tive minutes I find heisn’t. His pace isa quick slouching 
walk with rather a nautical roll in it. His head droops heavily, as 
if he were sadly weary of this sort of life. He is led by the lad 
Duncan, who carries a switch, as if he were a donkey-boy and I 
was having sixpennorth on the sands: and we are ignominiously 
following another ‘‘ pony,” which is being personally conducted by 
an elder gillie. This other pony is also over fifteen hands, and across 
its back are swung panniers for game, baskets holding five-o’clock tea 
and other provisions, and such a lot of wraps and waterproofs as to 
suggest the idea of the baggage pony-being a ‘‘ clothes horse.” I 
have no one to say this to, so keep it to myself and appreciate it 
dismally. It is just as if the sportsmen were the army on active 
service, and I had been classed among the ztmpedimenta. Per- 
pope think to myself, things will be better presently as we go 
uphill, 

Happy Thought.—‘‘ Speculate for the rise.” 

Nothing of the sort. The ground gets worse and worse. Each 
fresh bog is boggier than the last, and the higher we get, the steeper 
is the climbing, and the more perilous my situation. The elder 
gillie plods on his way, morose and taciturn. The younger, my 
Donkey-boy, blithe, but silent. It is a melancholy party; quite 
funereal. The coats and wraps, slung across first horse, are sugges- 
tive of the lifeless body of some one whom we have shot, and whom 
we are going to bury up in the hills, and I, mounted, am either a 
prisoner or chief mourner, it doesn’t much matter which, The boy 
gives up leading the cart-horse-pony, and strolls on with the taciturn 
gillie. I try to engage the elder gillie, from a distance, in conversation, 
but he won’t be engaged. I want to interest him in my own per- 
sonal safety, so that if anything happened, by which I mean if my 
horse fell head-foremost into a bog or tumbled down sideways over a 
narrow ledge,—my knees shudder at the thought,—he, being on 
friendly terms with me, and living in dim hopes of half-a-crown, 
would rush to my assistance. 

Happy Thought (of the gilte). ‘‘Speculating for the fall.” (My 
fall.) But gillie senior refuses to be interested ; he won’t talk, not even 
of the weather. The youthful gillie, Duncan, follows his example 
so closely that he won’t be communicative even to the extent of 
informing me what sort of day it was yesterday, and what amount 
of sport they had had the day before that. Wutson Barrett, with 
his favourite ‘‘ How long!” flashes across my mind at several 
critical moments. ‘‘ How long” will this saddle remain on the 
see: ie ‘* How long’”’ shall lremain on the saddle? Till accident 
us do part. 

‘Elder and younger gillie silent, as if overcome by some great 
grief, or groaning in spirit against their Saxon oppressors, trudge on, 
jumping without effort from rock to rock, the elder one jerking the 
horse’s leading-rein, encouraging it to land on sharp projections, and 
to founder desperately through morasses. I watch the proceedings with 
fearful interest, knowing that whatever happens to the horse in front 
of me must, it is ten to one, happen to mine. But the horse in front | 
carries only waterproofs, empty bags, and materials for five o’clock 
tea, while mine carries me. As we cross a torrent, my horse balancing 
itself on the pointed tops of rocks which just peep out of the damp 
moss, and where a slip from any given point must precipitate us 
into the depths below, I am inclined to whisper nervously in the 
horse’s ear, with a view to inspiring him with confidence, ‘‘ Remember 
you carry Casar and his fortunes!’ and I heartily wish Camsar 
were anywhere else at this moment. ; 

It is no sort of use attempting to guide the beast. I try to comfort 
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myself with the reflection that the horse knows the country, and 

must have been up here any number of times. The circumstances 

on former occasions may have been totally different, and one 

circumstance certainly is quite different now, and that is, that 

this is the first time he has ever travelled across these hills with*me 

fe ad back,—and, I add to myself most fervently,—it will be 
e last : 


I rode up here for exercise, anticipating ‘an increase of tempera- | 


ture, skin-acting, and everything beneficial for a person with certain 
ea tendencies. But here we are, creeping up the mountain’s side 
e wandered up the mountain’s side”), and I am feeling colder 
and colder. I would get off and walk if my boots were not too thin 
for the slosh, and I foresee catching a severe cold. After an hour 
and a half of this amusement, and catching sight of the shooters only 
fora moment when they were all too oecupied to talk—especiall 
the Wicked Uncle, who is craftily lying in wait for a grouse behin 
a butt built of peat, like a brigand looking out for the solitary 
traveller,—I come to the determination that, directly I see anythin 
resembling a road, I will descend and run down it as hard as 
can, at the risk of dislocating my ankles, in order to circulate my 
blood, which must have gone down nearly to zero. 
Hoorah! ‘* Thalatta! Thalatta!’? I mean The Road! The 
Road! ‘‘Let us take to the Road, Boys!” Highwayman’s song 
It is not exactly a road, but, when the 


in The Beggar’s Opera. 
and it is no longer a water-course, it is evidently used 


winter is over 
as a road by the natives, who must be very easily satisfied. Small 
rates ought to have been charged for mending this road, and the 
biggest rate ever known on it is the pace at which I am going down 
when once fairly started. 

_ To the astonishment of the taciturn gillie and the dismay of Duncan 
the Donkey-boy who had charge of me, I slide off the horse on to the 
ground, andrun. They halloa tome. No—not back again—I wave 
my hand. They are dumfounded. I feel like a prisoner escaping ; 
and they, as I glance back at them, look as the guardians must have 
looked, to whose care -the historical Royal Personage was entrusted, 
when he said, ‘‘Good-day, Gentlemen!’ and their horses being blown, 
galloped away in the direction of England, Home, and Beauty! 

Free! Free! Free! Never again on the fifteen-hand cart-horse- 
pony forme. Free! Free! Free! Splash 
-—dash—slash—dash—into the ruck, into 
the muck, into the water, over the stones, 
whack, crack, not ‘‘down on my back,” 
but going as if I were wearing the seven- 
leagued boots, until the grand 
enon effect; is pro- 

uced, JI hear the Donkey- 
boy pursuing. He has been 
sent after me by the Laird, 
who, he shouts to me, breathlessly, is 
a angry with him for leaving me to 
find my way alone. But, for all his 
holloaing, I won’t stop, and he catches 
me up by a short cut, and on we go 
together, panting, until I come to a 
dead stop in the valley, and am 
anxious to know the shortest cut to 
the Lodge, as the rain, which has been 
threatening proceedings for some time 
past, is beginning to fall, and, if I get 
wet in this fever-heat, I tremble 
for the consequences. The youthful 
gillie points out the road,—over the 
meadow, round by the swing-bridge. He will go there by another 
and a shorter route. Allez! On we goes again! He his way, I 
mine. The bi ie become bigger. ‘‘Speed thee on, my 
bonnie Shanks’s mare, I have trusted thee many a time before, 
and will again!” 

The last mile is always the longest. Then the swing-bridge— 
a narrow plank hung on wires—a miniature suspension Hammer- 
smith, swaying like a slack rope as I cross it cautiously. BLONDIN 
for ever! The opposite bank of the river is gained! Saved! saved! 
The rain! ‘‘Let it come down.” And, as I quote Macbeth, 
Macseru herself, the ever-vigilant housekeeper, sees me flying 
past the front-door (‘‘ You should see my coat-tails flying!”’), 
and calls out, ‘‘ Ye’ll just be soaked through. I’ll send you your 
hot water,’’—and so she does; and in another half-hour I am com- 
fortably seated in an arm-chair before the fire in the smoking-room, 
with a pipe and the first book I can lay my hand on, just to enjoy 
a quiet read and rest in the two hours that remain to me before 
dinner. ‘The library here is not a large one. There are two 
shilling novels, Jorrocks’s Jaunts, BrapsHaw’s latest publication, 
and The New Newgate Calendar, illustrated, in two volumes. It is 
one of these last-mentioned that is now in my hand; and it is this 
that, an hour afterwards, drops with a bang on the floor, as I wake 
up and see D. B.’s face at the window, as he cries out, 

‘*Here we are again! How are you?” 


“Here we are again! ”’ 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


I HAVE just finished Mapleson’s Memoirs. Poor dear Colonel! 
An ‘‘old soldier’ of course and yet how all-used he must have been 
be by everyone. His stories are told with 
touching simplicity, and many would 
be highly amusing if the reader could 
only get rid of the feeling that he is 
listening to the lamb bleating out how 
he was shorn, and how the wind, always 
so difficult to raise, was rarely if ever 
tempered to his poor back. 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old Man- 

-ager, whom Opera brought down to the 
floor, _ 

Who means to come up smiling when he can, 
And is but looking for just one chance more. 
It’s a wicked and ungrateful world 

with which the guileless Colonel has had 

to deal. He. cherishes the tenderest 
memories of his collaborator and whilom 
principal, the late E. T. SmirH, who was 

’ not Policeman X., but an ex-policeman 
afterwards Operatic Manager, an 
perfectly adores the generous and sym- 

pathetic Diva, formerly La Marquise De Cavx, now Mme. NIcoLInq, 

and known to all the world as Parti. If her agreements with other 

Managers are similar to the one published in Vol. II. of the shorn 

Impresario’s Memoirs, then I. pity the Operatic Managers. Of course 

a Diva has a natural and inalienable right to do the best for herself 

she can. There will always be somebody to take up a Diva like 

Parti, as long as the public, generally but not always,’as has been 

recently proved, will pay high prices to hear a brilliant singer 

unsupported, in preference to giving a reasonable amount for a good 
all-round performance. It would be worth while to compare with the 

Maplesonian Memoirs WiILLERT BEALE’s recollections, published, I 

think, some years ago, which told of a time when Operatic artists 

were a trifle more Bohemian, but infinitely more genial and obliging 

to their employers. . 
The Fourth Volume of the MarsHaLt and Irvine Shakspeare is 

out. Messrs. MarsHaLt and Irvine have constituted themselves 

into a sort of Editorial : i 

Committee, ‘‘ with power 

to add to their number; ” 

and consequently several 
collaborators now appear {ji 
on the scene whose names |}})/'- 

were not in the original 7 

cast. The notes are useful [WH 

and interesting, as far as \WM 

I’ve been able to dip into 

them. I anticipate much $y 

amusement from the two & 
volumes of Hdmund Kean, 

i FITzGERAED MOoctoy ; 

also from the Autobiography 

of Sors REEvEs, compiled b 


CD yr ae 


> SF 


y {\\' < 
Skipping over several Pages. 
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Littery and Artistic. 
him from his own notes, (Sitting 
down as Author! This is ohuse fora Tenor! I’ve another 
Musie-Book on my desk, Musical Memories, by Dr. Spark. This 
ought to be very light reading. I shall leave the gay SpaRK for a 
while. If the Spark flickers, ts zany be revived by a slight puff. _ 
The Emperor's Diary, edited by H. W. Lucy, is just out, price 
one shilling, which isn’t much for the Diary of an Emperor. Not 
s the least interesting part of this pocket-volume is 
the Editor’s introductory remarks on the policy of 
Prince Bismarck, at the same time that he 
sympathises with Dr. GErrKEN, the literary 
and journalistic gentleman who is now in prison 
on the charge of having brought the Diary to 
light. There is a similarity between Herr Won’ 
Lucy and Prince BisMakcK, inasmuch as both have © 
taken up a German subject, but in very different 
style. As Bismarck has his spies everywhere, 
T should recommend Herr Won Lucy “‘ to lay low 
and say nuffin’ for some little time, never to go 
out after dusk, and in the daytime to be carefully 


Eye Opener. 
and artistically disguised as somebody else, as Lika Joxo for 


example. Bismarck is reckless and resolute, and would think 
nothing of kidnapping Herr Won Lucy and incarcerating him in a 
dungeon quite near to Dr. GzFFKEN, beneath the Castle Moat. . 

So Mote-n’t it 

Be, says the Potentate ° 
Who now has the honour of subscribing himself everybody’s most 
sincerely, the Musical-Political-Artistic-and-Literary 

BARON DE Book WoRMS. 
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A FLAGRANT INJUSTICE. 
(The ‘‘ United Service Unemployed” Club Smoking-Room. Noon.) 


BEHOLD A DOZEN HONEST, ENLIGHTENED, AND ABLE-BODIED BRITONS—RETIRED GENERALS AND ADMIRALS, HALF-PAY COLONELS, 
SUPERANNUATED MAJORS AND CAPTAINS, NOT. TO MENTION LEISURED YOUNG GUARDSMEN, ALL IN THE FULL POSSESSION OF THEIR 
FACULTIES—ALL BORED TO EXTINCTION (EXCEPT THOSE WHO ARE SO FORTUNATE AS TO BE FAST ASLEEP), AND ALL CRUELLY DEBARRED 
FROM THE PRIVILEGE OF SERVING ON A JURY OF THEIR COUNTRYMEN! Wuy? 


LITTLE JEM’S DOOM ; 


Or, THE PRovipENT PaRrENts’ RESOURCE, 


(Brief Low-Life Tragedy, produced lately with only too much success on 
the stage of the Great Metropolitan Theatre.) 


ACT I.—A London Slum. . Rival Insurance Touts discovered, re~ 


commending the advantages of their respective enterprises to the 
notice of two Provident Parents. 


First Rival Tout (summing up). Well, there you are. You pays 
a mere pittance monthly, and, if anything happens to the little one, 
why you has him buried respectable, with a regular first-class 
funeral, as should be a comfort to the feelings of a decent couple of 
“te like you, and quite reconcile you, so to speak, to the loss of 


Second Rival Tout. And if you i i 
: put into our concern, mind you 
the mre, you gets more than covers the expenses, When all’s aa 
za eee yor ve Bot a tidy bit over for yourselves. You might 
ut tw 
oo. a pe out of it, and that ought to console you. It 


First Rival Tout. But we don’ i 
> n't ask no nasty ques < 
it so happens you have to put in your claim. Bo enone: Yo aa 


Second Rival Tout. No. Tf you pays your first premium to-day, 


and comes next week for th i 
; e burial-mone ik 
we do, and don’t make no fuss. aa Ps a 


First Rival Tout. 1 tel that: 
blessin’ to thousands, ete hat: our concern has been a real 


Provident Male Parent (convince 
et \convinced), Well, there’s summat i 
aad ophath ah bes tmind tryin’ it on Little Jum here. (Cre: 
g ¢ vai i emale Parent.) What do you say, Missus? Jem has 
een 4 ailin’ lately, and if he means goin’, I'd like to see him shoved 
SAT AF the ick eee arhen there’s that two pound over to beat 
; job. (fis *’ Missus” | : 

I’m game. Make out the eo usent.) All right, Mate, then. 


[First Rival Tout ‘‘ makes out the ticket,” and Little Jem’s life 
ts forthwith insured in the ‘‘ General Cosmopolitan Infants’ 
Coffin Supply Association’ as Act-drop descends. 


|; ACT II.—A Coroner’s Court. An Inquest has just been held on 


the body of Little JEM, who has recently died under somewhat 
suspicious circumstances. The fact that he has for some time 
past been gradually sinking in an tl-ventilated back room, pur- 
posely neglected by his Provident Parents, has not come out in 
evidence; nor has tt transpired that they have familiarised 
themselves with the tdea of his decease, and, seeing tt will not 
only relieve them of the cost of his maintenance, but also put 
some ready-money into their pockets, have come to regard tt as a 
consummation devoutly to be desired. So it has come about that 
though Little Jem has been deliberately done to death by his 
businesslike natural protectors, the verdict has not been one of 
Murder, or even of Manslaughter, but of ‘* Death from Natural 
causes.” The Coroner, however, assuring the Jury that he will 
see that their recommendation, that the Government should take 
some steps to legislate for the protection of infant life from the 
baneful influence of such Societies as the *‘ General Cosmopolitan 
Infants’ Coffin Supply Association,” shall be forwarded to the 
proper quarter, the Scene closes. 

Provident Male Parent (who has received the burial-money, and ts 
returning from the funeral, addressing his ‘‘ Missus.””) Well, that’s 
done, though we ain’t made quite two pound by it. Still one pound 
sixteen ain’t bad, with little Jem out of the way, andall. (Confi- 
dentially.) I tell you what it is, Missus, I votes we take out a ticket 
for our Sat and lanky Joz. When times is black, it ain’t half a bad 
resource. Ill just look up that Insurance chap again. 

[Is left meditating ‘‘ murder”’ as Curtain descends. 


‘‘ A ‘ PLEASURE-HORSE’ used to do double duty in former days,” 
observed Mrs, Ram; ‘‘ and for my part I regret that Wives no longer 
ride on pillories behind their Husbands.” 
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MIG ACNTY | PRI 1888 
WHITECHAPEL, ILS8S8. 
Fimst Mewper or “ Crna Crass.” “FINE BODY 0’ MEN, THE PER-LEECE!” 
Sreconp Dirro. ‘‘ UNCOMMON FINE!—IT’S LUCKY FOR HUS AS THERE’S SECH A BLOOMIN’ FEW ON 2 ON 
‘‘T have to observe that the Metropolitan Police have not large reserves doing nothing and ready to meet emergencies ; but every man has his duty 


assigned to him, and I can only strengthen the Whitechapel district by drawing men from duty in other parts of the Metropolis.”—Sir Charles Warren’s 
Statement. ‘There is one Policeman to every seven hundred persons.’’— Vide Recent Statistics. 
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Kennel Huntsman, ‘‘ A MAN BROUGHT THIS HERE LAST NIGHT, 
> 99 


oR BILIN’, 


ROBERT’S LONG WACATION. 


Larst weak I told you I’d kontinuew in my nex. This is my nex 
and Irekummense. The nex day, it looking rayther inclined to be 
fine, as if the rain was beginning to get rayther ashamed of itself for 
doing its werry best to spile all the crops, and all surten peepel’s 
tempers, and other peepel’s best close, I perswaded my wife to go with 
me for'a wark on the bewtifool Tems Embankment, and there we 
strolled about in the lovely gardins for a nour or two, and I wentured 
to say, as the tooth ake was much better, that the nice looking 
surroundins, with the River a flowing by, reminded me of that appy 
day in Grinnidge Park, when I arsked her to share my umbel fortunes 
for wheel or for wo. She was ewidently pleased, and a smile lited 
up her ample feeters, when, asill-luck woud haveit, jest at that werry 
moment, down came one of them orful downpores as seems to have 
bin trying all this summer to beat the record, and allers succeeding. 

Well, after that day’s xperience, I must confess that, bewtifool as is 
the well kep Gardens, and the floing River, and the nice cumferal 
seats, the Tems Embankment is not a conwenient plaice to seleck to 
be cort with your best Beloved, with jest the remanes of a bad tooth- 
ake, in a drenching storm of rain and thunder and litening, and with 
her best dress on. So we have not repeated that xperiment. The 
nex day we spent at the Great British Mewseum, and we both agreed 
that it seemed a great pitty that the Country was so werry pore that 
they coudn’t afford to have the Stattys mended. There was several 
of the most bewtifoollest of ’em all as had either a harm, or a leg, or 
an and or two, broke rite off, and one of ’em had his nose nocked rite 
off, and, aperiently, no attemp being maid to mend any on ’em. 
Them as is without heds of coarse represents peeple as was beheded 
afore their warious deaths, so the same fault cannot farely be found 
with them. We coudn’t, neether on us, at all hunderstand why so 
many on ’em was not allowed to dress theirselves propperly afore 
they had their stattys taken. Mrs. Ropertr ewen going so far as to 
say as she thort as sum on ’em, speshally the ladies, ort to have bin 
ashamed of thereselves, let alone the chance of catching werry bad colds. 

Of course it rained pretty hard before we got home; but we had 
not werry far to go, so we did not git so werry wet this time, fort- 
nitly. The day after was much like the day afore, so, as I coudn’t 
go out, I purtended to be a reading, and slep a good deal of the 
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OUR NEW M.F.H. 


[Delight of our new M.F.H., Mr. Popple, who has given £40 for it to carry a Whip. 
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BUT HE DIDN’T LEAVE NO MESSAGE TO SAY IF IT WERE FOR RIDIN’ 


time; but, when night came, we went to the Theater, so as to have 
a nice evening’s emusement, to cheer us both hup. Ah, that was a 
nice evening’s emusement that was! 

I went carefully through the warious statements in the Noose- 
papers, and picked outa Play that as the Times said ‘‘ thrilled the 
House ! ”’ ante as the .4dwertiser said, ‘‘ would attract all play- 
goers ;’’ and, as the Daily Noose said, ‘‘held the audience breath- 
less.” So off we went to the ‘‘ Liesee’ em,” and there we sat for a 
hole hower a seeing sitch a xhibishun of disgusting orrers as we 
neether of us never seed afore and fondly opes as we shall never see 
nomore. We coudn’t stand no more of it, but went out in the middel 
of the werry wust part, feeling quite hill, and warked home a 

rumbling and a growling all the way at being so shamefooll 

eseaved by the jockular papers, and wundring how any man se 
have taken sitch a lot of trubbel to both look and hact more like a 
wild beest than a man. 

However, a nice little bankwet that my partner had prepaird as a 
surprise, and a partickler nice glass of ot Rum and water, enabled 
us to sup full of hoysters insted of ‘‘ full of orrors,” as sumbody says, 
and we was abel to bannish ’em from our thorts and to sleep the 
sleep of the hinnercent. ROBERT. 


Tur Corp WEATHER HAS SET IN!—How to warm yourself. Sit 
near our FuRNIss, when he is giving his lecture on Portrait-painting. 
As suitable to a wintry entertainment, the lecture is illustrated by 
‘*Slides.”” In spite of being near the Furniss, the views are not 
dissolving; in fact our artist has positively declared that he sees no 
reason for changing his views. 


An Intsu Drticacy.—The Parnellite Members are declared by a 
contemporary to give themselves the airs of exceptional educa- 
tion, and delicacy of constitution. Let them, then, be so careful of 
their constitution, as closely to confine the pursuit of their aims and 
ends to constitutional methods. 


> 

INTERESTING TO GEOLOGICAL AND Mepica StupENTS.—In future, 
no one will be eligible for the Swiney Lectureship who has not gone 
through a regular course of Bacon, 
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REALISTIC. 


Amateur Stage Manager (in black hat). ‘‘Wk’VE SETTLED IT, WE’RE 
GOING TO PLAY ‘ 7HE& TICKET OF LEAVE MAN,’ AND I’VE CAST YOU FOR 


Metter. Moss—you KNOW, THE OLD JEW. SPLENDID PART!” 


Second Amateur (in white hat). ‘‘ Ou, I couLpn’r po iT, My Boy—I 
SHOULD HAVE TO WEAR A FALSE NosE!” 


TWO VIEWS OF BOULOGNE. 
(A Page from a Diary kept at Monte Carlo Minor.) 


Monday.—Arrived by the Mary Beatrice, one of the best boats of the 
South-Eastern Railway Company. Really delightful. Breakfast in 
— at 8°30, catch the 9°40 Express, and be in Boulogne in time for 
uncheon! Everything so fresh and foreign. Glad to see the red trousers 
7 the soldiers; and the place itself so cheery. The Casino admirable. 
hg Theatre, too, very amusing. Light Opera, nicely sung. 

sea good. Seen worse things in Paris. And then the Chemin de 
Ase . oe — opeet to Eeauling, a principle ; but what possible harm 

risking a few i i 
my fortunes pee I ranes? I did, and won ten by embarking 
wesday.—Greatly disappointed. Boulogne is not at all lik 1 
oe 4 be. ‘So Bsglish: you know.” Too En glist cana 
goo Delish either. More like bad Bayswater. The French soldiers 
‘iach IP oe eds tnd the Pate jie desolation in its most desolate 
Eg age Soy prea ouses to be let or sold everywhere. The 

y deteriorated. Band small, and 

skilful. Theatre pitiful. Saw some d ices ey 
; readful piece fi 
hehe llehalh es yee ee are tours, Most feeble a oe 
da. And then the Chemin de fer! I j 
eo oe ary nine but grantel that i no wrone, what pos 
embarking my fortunes on the tie vaneet ae pxealy by 


Wednesday.—Really Boulogne improves on acquaintance 


surprised that some people call it *B ; T am not 
: - é eautiful Boul ” ir is 
tainly delightful—I think finer than Brighton or ROR es 


othets say that the place has f, : : 
the so-called aiabti pee cs Te Since the establishment of 


recall no prettier sight than the to 


: : y engine, with j : 

a ; 16 Wy engine, its model cz 

running round the track, with its piece of spring wire sehr hewtect 
Bo S¢ 


is is absolute rubbish. I can | d 


| are couleur-de-rose, 
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he brass bars, and stopping now at Brussels, now at Vienna 
St one moment near the red, at the next close to the white. 
It is so simple, that even a child might play at it. So different 
from Monte Carlo. Everyone knows what that is like. There 
fortunes are really lost, and suicides are of common occurrence. 
But at Boulogne it is merely an amusing distraction. I don’t 
pretend to play myself, but I certainly won five franes by 
showing a partiality to ‘‘ Londres.” | 

Thursday.—I am not at all surprised that some people call 
this place ‘‘ Beastly Boulogne.” It certainly deserves the 
name. The port ation tide is absolutely awful. No; if you 
want bracing air, go to Brighton or Folkestone. I am told 
that interested persons declare that Boulogne is growing, and 
owes much of its prosperity to the establishment of foe 
at the Casino. This is absolute rubbish. I know of no more 
painful sight than to watch the eager faces of the players as 
the monotonous model train clicks with its wire against the 
brass rails. The time has arrived for writing plaimly. The 
gambling is the curse of the place. Stories are heard on all sides 
of money squandered and lost. The mode of playing is so 
simple that even a poor innocent child can risk and lose as high 
a stake as five francs. It is so different from Monte Carlo. 
Everyone knows what that is like. There you can avoid 
playing if you wish, and may enjoy life at one of the loveliest 
watering-places in the world. But Boulogne is vastly different. 
A two-penny-halfpenny place, that only a few years ago was 
the refuge of the fraudulent bankrupt! Boulogne, indeed! 
And the gambling too is a hard business. It is no idle distrac- 
tion. You see, day after day, men, women and children 
standing round the baize table losing all they have! It is a 
dreadful sight! A really dreadful sight! I don’t pretend to 
play myself, but I certainly lost five-and-twenty francs by 
plunging blindly on ‘‘ Bruselles.” : 

Friday.—Most amusing. Spent a day in looking about. 
Went up to the Mairie to see a civil marriage. Very fine affair. 
Carriages aud carpets. The bride a good-looking young lady, 
and the bridegroom decidedly distingué. Evidently persons of 
good position. People lunching at the hotel also interesting. 
One gentleman’s face I recognised. Sure I have seen him 
somewhere before and under pleasant circumstances. I do not 
think he can be a parson, and yet he would adorn a pulpit; and 
that reminds me,—I wonder why the clergy fight shy of the 
Casino. They might do much good, I think, if they visited it 
more frequently. Now, for instance, they might dance occa- 
sionally at a Bal de Famille. Quite a nice set, some people in 
evening dress, and one or two wearing gloves. Had heard that 
the rift-raff from the fast hotels congregated at these gather- 
ings. Not atall. I don’t think so. And the games of chance. 
Really nothing at all. Merely a pretence at baccarat. Could 
not hurt anyone. As forthe Chemin de fer, well, 1 can only 
say that I have cleared thirty francs from first to last.. I am 
thinking of taking a deck-cabin on the Louise Dagmar (excel- 
lent boat, always punctual) for my passage back. «© 

Saturday.—W ell, really it is too much! Just discovered that 
the bride at whose civil marriage I assisted yesterday was a 
scullery-maid from a local restaurant! And the gentleman of 
prepossessing appearance who lunched at the same table with 
me, and who I ata first glance took for a parson, turns out to 
be a croupier! I should not have been in the least surprised to 
have seen him dancing at the Bal de Famiile, if his duties had 
not required his attendance elsewhere. Such a Bal de Famille ! 
Fishermen dancing with fisherwomen ; and on my word they 
seemed the ‘‘ best set.”” The rest of the company reminded me 
of a dull evening at the Hall-by-the-Sea. And the gambling! 
People writing to the papers about Monte Carlo when Boulogne 
is ten times as bad! Baccarat played every night and ruining 
scores, hundreds! As for the Chemin de fer, well—I can only 
say that I lost three hundred frances at a singlesitting! I am 
going home at once by that nightmare of my childhood, the all- 
the-way-by-sea-and-river London Boat! 


French Rosycrucians, 


° Unper the exalted patronage of the Comtesse Dz Parts, the 

Rose of France” has been adopted by the Royalists as their 
distinctive flower, and they have instituted among themselves 
a new Society, entitled, the ‘‘ League of the Rose.” An apt 
addition of the rose to the flewr-de-/ys—a new alliance of lilies 
and roses. The ‘‘ League of the Rose”? may be considered the 
French counterpart of the British Primrose League. Revolu- 
tions, we know, are not made with rose-water; but the rose 
appears to have been appropriated to serve the purpose of a 
Legitimist reaction. By wearing it in their button-holes and 
isplaying it on their banners, the confederates of the Rose 
League appear to have persuaded themselves that their prospects 
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Cuurcu AND Srace.—Strictly speaking, the word ‘‘ Mummer’”’ 
cannot be applied to an Actor, and both in the title Mummers Wife 
and in the recent article ‘‘ Mummer Worship,” with which Mr. Irvine 
** did well,” though perhaps not wisely, ‘‘to be angry,” the word 
‘‘ Mummer’”’ is used contemptuously of the regular professional Actor. 
But such application shows ignorance. ‘‘ Momerie’’ is defined in the 
best French theatrical dictionary as, ‘‘ Mascarade, bouffonnerie, 
déguisement de gens masqués pour aller danser, jouer, se réjouir.” 
And the first Mummer was Momus, the professional jester, the Merry 
Andrew, the Tom Fool of the Court of King Jove ‘‘in the air, Of the 
skies Lord Mayor.” Let those whom the Mummer’s cap fits, wear it, 
but most certainly neither Mr. Irvine nor Mr. WynpuHam need be 
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hurt by anything written against Mummers and mumming. Can 
it be true that Henry Irvine refused to speak at the Church 
Congress simply because he would have been brought in contact 
with Momerie in any shape? If so, itis a pity, as Momerie in his 
own shape at the Congress was in excellent form; and though 
with Momerie ‘‘Mum’s the word,” yet on this occasion he 
spoke out strongly, and did his best with ‘‘ Pessimism.” The 
Church Congress, owing to the abstention of the leading Tra- 
gedian (his health in a glass of ‘‘Pommery,’” which rhymes to 
‘“‘Momerie!”’), felt. some delicacy in dealing with the subject pf 
Irvine and the Irvingites, and so let it alone. But—aha!—a time 
will come ! 
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ODE TO THAT TOAD. 
eave an account of a Toad found in a bed of clay, 


A letter in the Times Toad 
an aaa to_have lived there since the Glacial period. ] 


BLAMELESS 
Batrachian, 
whom poetic 
tancy 


(y HY 
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and powers 
sinister, 
Optics of 
glance ma- 
lefic, labial 
orifice, | 
Sputtering 
poison ! 
| Could not thy 
kindred go- 
bemouches 
(far less 
sensible) 
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‘¢ Owed to a Creditor.” 


Leave thee alone a bit, refrain from ranking 
Thee with the frog-shower, fish-fall, huge sea-serpent, 
And great gooseberry ? 
Thirty thousand years in clay? Ridiculous! 
Fie on the fudge about times prehistoric ! 
You a survival faint from epochs glacial? 
: Credat Judeus ! 


Bet them a bob that you are no Toad-TANNER, 

Foolish enough to practise secular fasting, 

Cramped in a clay-cleft without worms, or nourishment 
_ Entomological! 


Man is a clayey creature, O Batrachian ! 

He it is who, caved in his crass credulity, 

Lives through the ages a purblind existence— 
Toad-in-the-hole-y ! 


VOCES POPULI. 
AT TABLE D’HOTE IN THE HIGHLANDS. 


Scense—A long dinner-table, garnished with spiky plants languishing 
in their native pots. Visitors discovered consulting Wine-list, 
which they do with knitted brows for some nunutes, and then 
order whiskey and soda. German Waiters get in one another's 
way, and quarrel in whispers. Late comers enter, either 
sneakingly, as if inclined to apologise to the Head-waiter, or 
swaggering, as if they didn’t care particularly about dining, but 
had just looked in. Conversation is conducted in a low and 
decorous tone. 


The Diffident Diner (to Neighbour, politely). Might I trouble you 
for the—ah—Mennu ? 

The Neighbour. Eh ? 

The D. D. Would you kindly pass the—er—(changes his mind 
about the pronunciation)—May-nu ? 

The Neighbour (blankly). I’m not seein’ ony of it aboot here. 
The D. D. I was only asking you if you could reach the—(decides 
to alter it once more)—M’ noo ? 

The Neighbour. Will I rax ye the hwhat ? 
The D. D. (meekly). The Bill of Fare, please. 
The Old Maid (to Elderly Bachelor). And what have you been 
The Bidet 

the Lilderly Bachelor, Well, I took the train to Tay—Tay some- 
thing or other—and on by coach through Glen— —(gives t — 
foozle-um, to Mott bloss my soul, I stall fo Sate i Me) 


rget my own name next! 
—and by the Falls of Glare? falls of Bower? tr 
eel ramen’ s of Bower? (J can’t remember all 


ae , and back by the Pass at the other end of 


The O. M. A charming trip! 
Provincial Paterfamilias (acr 
ve got all my youngsters here ; 
coach to steamer and that. 
ett Penney) it does ’em no’arm! 

reity Sister (to Plain Ditto). Jenny, don’t look that — 
oe 3 that man who sat next to us at Oban, don’t you fnemne ig 

on t oath ae to bow to him! 

é £ tam Sister, Why, Frorrim. I thous ik 
a you talked ever so much to incite i a nang 
ok a retly S. I know ; but I shouldn’t have if I’d known he 
goin turn up again in this ridiculous wa na 
The Grumbler (who dines early w : 


I’m quite longing to do it myself! 

oss the table, to Friend). Oh, yes, 
they like the knocking about from 

I dunno that they notice the scenery 
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chops). L give you my word I’ve not tasted salmon, grouse, or 
oh ba oft all the time I’ve been in Scotland I 4 pee 

A Stout Man (sympathetically). Nor have I, Sir: That is—a 4 e 
Skinflint Hotel they did give us what they were pacer to call a 
‘Salmi of Grouse”; but what d’ye think it was, >it ?—four backs 
as bare as my hand—and the rest of it rabbit Cahn aa 

German Waiter. Vill you dake frite fish or whide fish ? 

The Grumbler. Oh, whichever you like! (Zo the Stout Man.) 
They put it down as ‘‘ Whiting,” and ‘‘ Fillet of Sole, jand all that 
—pbut it’s never anything but fried ’addock all the time ! 

The Stout Man. L’ll tell you a thing that happened to me at the 
Haggisburgh Hotel—I asked for some marmalade at breakfast, and 
—you’ll never guess what they brought me—treacle, Sir—as I’m a 
living man, they brought me treacle! _ And so on ad. lib. 

The Gushing Visitor. What charming Menus—with pictures on 
them, too! And sce, what’s printed on the top: ‘A Gift to the 
Guest.” I do call that so nice of them, GEORGE, don’t you? 

George. I do indeed, my dear. I should feel uneasy at profiting b 
such reckless and almost oriental hospitality, if I was not reassure 
by observing an advertisement of somebody’s beef-tea on the back. 

The Newly-Married Wife (to Husband). Jack! 

Jack. Well? 

N. M. W. Wasn't it idiotic of me to go and leave my umbrella 
bent like By aah 

ack (tenderly). Not a bit. peer : 

N. Ue W. ed I won’t have you saying I’m not idiotic when I 
know I was. Now say I was idiotic, like a good boy. 

Jack. Shan’t! 

The N. M. W. Then you shan’t have any melted butter till you 
do! (Dispute lasts throughout meal, and is in danger of culminating 

~ In a serious misunderstanding, until Jack finally admits, in 

avery handsome manner, that perhaps she had acted rather 
idiotically. 

An Impressionable Tourist (to himself). What a lovely girl that 
is next to me—how superior she seems to all these other people! No 
wonder she is so silent! I must speak to her, if only to hear her 
voice. I’ll try it—she can but snub me. (Aloud, to Fair Neighbour.) 
What a wonderful view you get here of — . 

Waiter (suddenly interposing with dishes). Gudlet or Hash Muddon? 

(The Divinity appears, in the business of choosing, to have 
forgotten that she has been addressed ; the Impressionable 
Tourist feels that the golden moment has flown for the 
present, and bides his time till the sweets appear, when she 
opens her lips for the first time. 

The Divinity (to her Mother, a Glasgow lady). Mammaw, aw’m 
say’n—they ’ve pit tae much sugar in th’ Semolina pudd’n! ae: 
[ The dream fades ; impressionable Tourist decides to spend his 

evening in the Billiard Room as usual. 


PICTURE-GALLERIES FOR THE PEOPLE. 


Picture idiotarum libri sunt ; but there are idiots and idiots—the 
simply illiterate and the imbecile. The latter have been provided 
with an abundance of pictures, which, adapted to their capacities, 
serve them instead of books; namely, the numberless pictorial adver- 
tisements on the walls and hoardings which they can run and read. 
Most of these posters are calculated merely to catch the idiots’ pence, 
but many appeal to their propensities, particularly cartoons repre- 
senting scenes from revolting stories and execrable dramas. Go 
where they will, creatures of vile impulses and weak intellect are 
gratified by figures, chiefly female, falling stabbed or shot, or the 
Sas of savage and brutal assaults and outrages, sprawling on the 
ground. . 

Is it really true that the works of High Art collected in National 
Galleries, and other pictorial Exhibitions of the better class, exercise 
an elevating influence on the minds of the people who contemplate 
them? Because, then it may reasonably be supposed te follow that 
a degrading influence is exerted by illustrations of robbery with 
violence, and ferocious homicide, upon beholders of the baser sort. 
Idiots of that description need give themselves no trouble whatever to 
go and see those hideous productions of the pot-boiler’s paint-brush, 
the puffs of abominable novels and atrocious plays. The peculiar 
picture-galleries established to attract the multitude, stare them 
everywhere in the face—exhibitions on view from morning to night 
every day of the week, and all of them open on Sundays, when the 
others credited with improving the minds and cultivating the taste 
of the masses, are mostly closed. Supplied as the idiots are with a 
profusion of pictures which cannot fail to afford them diabolical 
suggestions, what wonder when some of them are occasioned to 
reduce those horrible imaginings to practice ? 


To THE CITy oF Lonpon (AFTER THE RECENT AcomENT).—‘‘ Si 
Monumentum requiris, circumspice!” Free translation—‘' Tf you 
still want the Monument, look out! ” ; 


1er MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any deseription, wi 
ng ry deseriy will 
y a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


To this rule 
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THROUGH HIS PACES. 
Small Talk from Scotland Yard. 


Chief Commissioner (blandly). So you want to enter the Detective 
Department. Well, what are your qualifications. 
springing amine on him.) What can 
you do ?P [Eyes him attentively. 

Candidate (taken aback). Well, I can 
do almost anything. (Conszdering.) 
Leastways—anything that ain’t much 
out of the common. (Zentatively.) I 
can ventriloquise a bit. 

Chief Commissioner (impressed). Ha! 
What can you imitate ? 

i Candidate. Well, I can do a man’s 
\\\ voice up a chimbley, and cocks and 
hens, and a cove a-sawing of a beam— 


Brought to book. 


do Jor in the Copper. 


Chief Commissioner (encouragingly). I see—a character part; and} And 


suppose you have had some experience at Private Theatricals ? 


Candidate oe he is penny on). Bless you, yes, Sir, I should 
rather think I had. I’ve played Box, the Armed Head in Macbeth, 


and the Third Officer in the Lady of Lyons, and (generalising 
vaguely) a lot more of that kind. I’m a splendid hand at ‘‘ making 
up,” Iam. 

Chief Commissioner. And could no doubt undertake a Variety 
Entertainment. You know what I mean, don’t you? You bob down 
behind a table every minute, change your costume, and come up as 
somebody else. You think you could embody various characters 

Canditate (reflectively). Well, Sir, I think I could,—most of ’em. 
Anyhow I’d try. 

hief Commissioner. Just so. (Pauses a minute—then suddenly, 
as uf just struck with the idea.) By the way, are you accustomed to 
the management of bloodhounds ? 

Candidate (hesitating). Well, I can’t say as how I’ve ever had 
much to do with them. But (with confidence), 1 knows all about 
beagles. But, bless you, Sir (smiling as if at the Commissioner’s 
fears), I ain’t afraid of the ’ounds. I’m very fond of dogs, and should 
soon get into their ways. 

Chief Commissioner. Quite so. (Summing up.) Well, I don’t think 
there’s anything else. (Struck by an afterthought.) Wait a moment, 
though, I forgot. You are able tomarch? Know your drill, eh? 

Candidate. Yes, Sir. 

Chief Commissioner. Have served in the Force ? 

Candidate. Yes, Sir. 

Chief Commissioner. Are well known to all the Constables ? 

Candidate. Yes, Sir. 

Chief Commissioner. And (coming anxiously to the point) to all 
the theves, pickpockets, and burglars ? 

Candidate (with alacrity). To every man Jack of ’em, Sir. 

Chief Commissioner (eagerly). Are you sure? 

Candidate (triumphantly). Cock sure, Sir. 

Chief Commissioner (with enthusiasm). Then that settles it. 
You’ll do. [Passes him, rejoicing, into Detective Department, as 

scene closes. 


VOCES POPULI. 
AT SOME HIGHLAND SPORTS. 


ScenE—A Gilen in the North. On a rock above, the non-paying 
Public are perched, as a Poet present remarks, ‘‘ like sea-birds.” 
Below, an enclosure surrounded by rough seats, Local Magnates 
in waggonettes and dog-carts, §c. On a platform a Piper is 
seen strutting round, performing, with infinite satisfaction to 
himself, upon his instrument, while a Jury of three take notes 
solemnly in a tent. In an adjoining field a small party are 
playing football, with an ostentatious unconsciousness of any 
rival attraction, that is possibly due to some private pique. The 
Piper ceases with the weird suddenness with which he began, 
and marches of ; a Rival Piper, in the dead silence that ensues, 
calls out, ‘‘ Very well played, Lacutan Mackinnon!” At 
which Mr. MAckINNON seems to be inwardly confounding his 
“friends impudence. Another Piper mounts the platform, and 
performs apparently the same air. Other Pipers criticise, and 
compare notes. 


First Piper. Joun Macpwarrson played that ‘‘ Shaoil a Bhiodh”’ 
ferry well, but he was mekking one or two slips. He went wrong 
here and there—he did that. 

Second Piper. Aye, he didna bring out the drone eno’, to my 
thinking. Hoo d’ye play the ‘* Masther o’ Mar o’ Shean,” KENNETH 
MAcRAE ? pe die 

First P. Oo, ah, I must be thinking. (After a silence.) I begin 

it this way (hums in Second Piper’s ear, confidentially): ‘‘ Dum- 
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dee-ee-eee-ah-ee; ah-o0, di-doo, di-de-ee.” 
‘* The Masther,”’ ANGUS. 

_ Second P. I do not tek it the same way—this is mine. (Buzzes 
wn First Piper’s ear.) ‘‘ Dee-ee, eeee, ee-ah, a-a-ah, di-doo.” 

First P. (after giving the buzz careful consideration). Yes, that iss 
a good way, but { wass thinking there will be more of the music 
in mine. 

Third P. At Tobbermorry I gained first prize—I do not care who 
hears me—though it was only the second medal I wass getting 
whateffer ! 

es P. It iss true—I was quite ashamed of the chudging 
myself, 

Third P. Mirover, they told meI was to play anything but 
‘* Gnaillibh a chéile,”’ my tavourite tune. 

Fourth P. It is ill chudging when the Pipers will no be playing 
all the sem tune. 

A Chronic Cockney (patronising one of the Pipers). So you’aven’t 
got your great man down ’ere this time—the iin Piper, you 
now ! 

Piper (who considers himself second to none on his instrument). 


That is how J play 


nd who wass he ? 

The C. C. Why, SHamus McRannocu—they tell me he got all 
the medals at Inverness last year. 

Piper (loftily). Did SHamus play the pipes F I wass not hearing 
of it; he puts the stone, yes, a fitt e—and the caber, he can toss the 
caber, too; but I wass not effer hearing that he played the pipes. 

The C. C. D’yer know ’00’s winnin’ now among you pipers, eh? I 
suppose they give the medal to the feller who kills the most old cows. 
Shouldn’t care about being on the Jury myself, yer know. I’drather 
be set down to class the tom-cats in my back-garden at ’ome. 

Piper (politely). You will be understanding more about the tom- 
cats and such things. 

The C. C. I’ve ’eard, though, that the sound of the bag-pipes will 
call a dead ’Ighlander back to life—either that or the smell of whiskey 
—whusky, you call it, you know. But, between you and me now, 
you don’t call that beastly row you make music, do yer—honour 
bright now? (Finds the Piper has turned away; the C. C. tells a 
Friend that he has ‘‘ Just ’ad_a very pleasant conversation with one 
of these fellows—very intelligent chap—I like going among the 
natives yer know, and gettin’ to understand them and that.’’) 


The Sports proceed ; the Hammer is hurled, and on one occasion 
causes infinite amusement to the ‘‘ Sea-birds,” by just missing 
one of the Judges. The Spectators nearest the Enclosure show a 
less keen sense of humour. The Caber—a rough fir-trunk, 
21 feet long—is tossed, that rs, 1s afted by six men, set on end, and 
placed in the hands of the Athlete, who, after looking at it doubt- 
Sully for a time, porses tt, raises tt a foot or two, and runs several 
yards with it, after which he jerks wt forward by a mighty effort 
so as to pitch on the thicker end, and fall over in the direction 
furthest from him. 

A Lady Spectator (disappointedly, after a Competitor has at length 
succeeded in accomplishing this difficult feat). Don’t they toss it any 
further than that ? 

A Native. Oh, aye, Mem. I hef tossed it three hundred feet and 
more myself. 

The Lady. Have you, indeed—and where was that? 

‘ Native (modestly). Over a cliff—from the top right down to the 

ottom. 

The ‘‘ Egg and Spoon race”’—a contest peculiarly characteristic o 
the Hardy North—is about to be run ; the Competitors assemble 
in line, each dauntless youth holding a spoon in which an egg 
reposes. 

Simple Inttle Wife. But tell me, ALFRED, what happens if one of 
them drops the egg ? 

ee ae (readily). Oh, he has to sit down and eat it instantly with 

the spoon. 

Simple Little W. How curious these old Highland customs are! 
The Athletic part of the Sports are over by about 4°30 P.M., and the 

reels and sword-dances begin. Four reels have been danced, and 
six sword-dances. 

Mrs. Campbell, of Loch Gorrie (to Mr. SENTERBORD, who, finding 
that it ts nearly six, and there are eight more people waiting to dance 
the sword-dance in turn—is retreating quietly). You really ought not 
to miss the Highland Fling—it comes next on the programme. 

Mr. Senterbord (departing). Oh, I won’t—I’ll drop in to-morrow, 
after the Regatta. 

Dancing continues; fourteen separate sword-dances and fifteen 
entries for the Fling. Local Magnates, who are not compelled 
by their position to remain, drive off yawning, and commending 
the quality of the bag-pipe playing. Magnates whose Pipers 
have won a medal receive congratulations suspiciously fron 

Outside the grounds, other fine old Highland 

Sports '* Putting the Cocoa-Nut,” ‘* Glass bottle and Steamed 
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AGRICULTURE’S LATEST ROLE. 


(A Bucclic Ballad, with a Borrowed Refrain, Dedicated to the British Dairy Farmers Association,) 
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WHERE are you going to, my pretty Maid?” | The old business of Ceres seems going to smash. | A Dairymaid’s dress suits me sweetly, I wis. 


(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese ! 
“I’m going a-milking, Sir s?? A, 
7 (Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese !) 
For times are bad, and the farm don’t pay. 
Tis Pasture v. Arable, so men say 
If still I’d be prosberons this is the way. 
(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese !) 
“Iém tired of corn-growing that brings little 
cash, 
(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese !) 


4 ca 


(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese /) 
Free Trade and the Yankee have finished her 
clean. 
From furrow and sheaf there seems little to 
glean, 


From ploughed land to pasture I’m changing | 


the scene. 


(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese!) | 


‘“T hope you’ll allow I look fetching like this, 
(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese !) 


(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese !) 
Just twig my short petticoats, look at my pail! 
The bards are all ready a Milkmaid to hail! 
I mean making prettiness pay,—shall I fail? 

(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese /) 


‘‘You’ve been tothe Dairy Show, Sir, have 


you not ? 
(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese !) 
Those churners competitive were a sweet lot. 


(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese !) 
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IS DETECTION A FAILURE ? 


In the interests of the Gutter Gazette and of the Criminal Classes, the Sensational Interviewer dogs the Detective’s footsteps, and throws the strong 
light of publicity on his work. Under these circumstances, it is not surprising that Detection should prove a failure, 


Miss Hormns, and Miss Keer, and Miss Barron, who won, 
Seemed not a bit fagged when the business was done. 
I’m sure Butter-making looks capital fun. 

(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese !) 


‘* Then Cheese! Good old Cheshire and Cheddar, I hope, 
(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese /) 

With Gruyére and Camembert shortly will cope, 
(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese /) 

Why, why should the foreigner be all the go? 

No, Cheshire and Wiltshire will struggle, I know ; 

1’ll back them to beat Goreonzota & Co.! 
(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese /) 


‘* In addition to these, there be poultry and eggs ; 
(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese /) 
They will set Agriculture again on her legs ; 
(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese !) 
But ‘* Milk from the Cow’”’ is the thing that will pay 
(Ask the Marquis of Bristot, and Earl GatLoway), 
And that’s why I’m going a-milking to-day.” 
(Butter, and eggs, and a pound of cheese !) 


Sones witHour Worps.—From The Musical World (whose critic 
by the way politely observes that it would be ‘‘ ungracious to quarrel ”’ 
with the Savoy brettist for calling his plot ‘‘ new and original’ after 
taking its essence from Maritana,—but would it have been ‘‘ un- 
gracious to quarrel’ with SuLBERT had the Opera been by two writers 
called SuLBERT and GILLIVAN ?) we learn that Sunirvan’s Mikado is 
now being performed daily at a Danish Circus at Stockholm. ‘‘ No 
words are given,” but it is ‘‘ acted and danced.”’ Of course it is un- 
precedentedly successful. Why not try this plan on alternate 
nights with the Beefeater’s Bride; or W. S. Merryman and his 

errytana? The arrangement would draw enormous houses, con- 
sisting of those who, having once heard the words and music 
together, would like to hear again and again Sir Arrnur’s charming 
mélodies alone, and see the pretty dresses and the mise en scene. 


PLAY-TIME IN THREE PLACKS. 


BEFORE this appears, M. Mayer will have commenced his season 
of French plays at the Royalty Theatre. Those who know Hatgévy’s 
delightful book LZ’ 4bbé Constantin, will be curious to see what kind 
of a play it makes. Certainly, if closely adapted, and if the actors 
enter into the spirit of the original work, it should be an exception to 
the majority of French pieces, which are forbidden fruit to the 
‘‘young person,” and can only be thoroughly enjoyed by those who 
can honestly adopt CHartEs Lamp’s view of the Comic dramatists 
and the actors of the Restoration. M. Hativy has done much to 
atone for the brutal materialism of Zola-esque literature with his 
perfectly pure and thoroughly natural characters in the story of 
I? Abbé Constantin. The best specimen of M. Hatfkvy’s cynical 
humour is his M. et Mme. Cardinal. In his tenderness, his human 
sympathies, his searching analysis of character, his sarcasm, and 
his cynicism, M. Hatkvy seems to me to approach nearer to 


| THACKERAY than any other French author I can call to mind. He 


has the advantage over THACKERAY in being also a dramatic author, 


‘though I think his most successful pieces have been in collaboration 


with M. MerHac and others, as it usually takes from two to five 
French authors to make a play of any sort, even an ordinary farce. 
In this instance, M. Lupovic Hatfvy’s story has been dramatised by 
MM. Cremrevx et P. DECOURCELLES. 

‘* The Jodrell (late Novelty) Theatre’? was announced to open this 
evening. Zhe Jodrell (late Novelty) is not a good title for a Theatre. 
When a Novelty is late, it is no longer a novelty. This theatre ought 
soon to be in yogue as curiosity may at first be aroused by some one 
at a dinner-party inquiring of a friend across the table, ‘‘ Are you 
going to The Jodrell to-night?” or ‘‘Come to The Jodrell!” or 
‘* Shall we Jodrell together this evening ?”” Jodrell is a good word, 
and may be used as a verb, as the Germans use ‘‘ jédel.” 

Fancy a theatre called after the excellent Earl of SuHarrespury! A 
new meeting-house, a novel Exeter Hall, yes;—butatheatre! I should 
as readily have imagined a French Theatre called after Bossurm, or 
an English one after JEREMY CoLLIER. But as some one has some- 
where said before, and more than once, I believe, ‘‘ What’s in a 
name ?”’ JACK IN THE Box. 


o 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


; i itten about 
7 a time when more or less nonsense 18 talked and wri 

Sayre of the Actor,—recently rather Moore than less,—Mr. Frrz- 
@ERALD Moxioy’s Life and Adventures 
of Edmund Kean will interest a large 
number of readers on and off the stage. 
I should be inclined to say that EpmuND 
KEAN was the greatest histrionic genius 
the English Stage ever saw, not except- 
ing Davip GARRICK. There seems to S 
have been no single department of his < 
art in which he did not excel. He had 
a strong sense of humour (in which 3 
the Krmsrs were deficient), he could 
execute acrobatic feats, was an excellent = 
mimic, could play pantomime, could ~ 
burlesque tragedy, could sing, play, / 
dance, fence, excite laughter, inspire \\Z 
terror, draw tears, and extort enthusi- 
astic applause from most unsympathetic 
and occasionally antagonistic audiences. 
He conquered all along the line. As for 
‘social status,’ he could have been 
whatever he liked to be, a peer among 
peers, had that been his desire ; but he 
was what he chose to be, and what at 


ing. 
‘Social Status,” forsooth! What is ‘“‘Status”? The answer 
will be found in Whitaker’s Almanack, where you will learn the 
status of everybody, from the highest rank down to a cab-rank. 
‘Tis in ourselves that we are thus and thus.’ Conventionality is 
the sworn foe of genius. Real genius cannot rest satisfied with 
humdrum middle-class respectability. Poor Kan! A _ staunch 
loyal friend, a wilful man of generous impulses, lavish with boon 
companions, but mean where love and duty demanded generosity, 
the self-indulgent victim of a designing woman and her highly 
respectable husband, pelted, hooted, broken by disease and intem- 
perance,—what a finish to a brilliant career ! 

Mr. Frrzcrratp Motzoy is an impartial biographer, neither use- 
lessly blaming, nor needlessly moralising, but writing with charit- 
able sympathy for the human errors of the man, and with honest 
scorn for the Pecksniffian Pharisee, who cannot understand genius, 
and is quite as unable to imagine, as he is unwilling to make allow- 
ances for, the dangers which beset the path of any public favourite, 
especially that of an extraordinary histrionic genius. 
King of shreds and patches! ” 


“ Sa 


‘* Alas, poor 
Baron DE Book Worms, 


DUE NORTH. 


Excursion toa Waterfall—The Wicked Uncle’s Strange Story. 


Next Morning.—Rain, and occasionally half-hours with the best 
sunshine, Good Aunt and young ladies have driven off to pay a few 
neighbourly calls within a radius of fifteen miles or so, doa little 
shopping,—no matter how bare the village, where there are ladies 
there is always shopping—and lunch out. Wicked Uncle feeling a 
bit rheumatic, says that as I am not accompanying the shooters, he 
will show me a beautiful Waterfall, not a very great distance off. It 
is so damp and cold that I propose taking the least drop possible of 
whiskey before we start. Wicked Uncle negatives the proposal with 
prompt decision. I agree with him, and totally abstain. We start 
carrying macintoshes and umbrellas. From talking about sport we 

et to scenery: from scenery to the extent of the Laird’s roperty : 

rom this to a comparison with other big properties: and finally by 

a nats easy and natural transition, we arrive atthe vast estates of 
Ww ¥ the Wicked Uncle would now be the proud possessor, as I 
understand him, but for the machinations of the Machiavelli in 
ble on whom I have heard ‘‘D. B.” irreverently term ‘‘ Mary 
a of Squats.” For this unfortunate sovereign the Wicked 
wa ee cone find epithets sufficiently insulting. Hitherto I have 
ee Bis myself pretty well pores up in the history of this ill-used 
y, whom I have always championed as a victim, if not a martyr. 


But the Wicked Uncle throws an enti : : 
entirel Ww -lich 
He speaks with the biiviotion “of bide Tek oh MANY s 


coh 

ad known her personally, and wh 

pos Bag isin a eatin Ay seni 

oo, that in his narrati j 

. he chest og ete iS brings in scarcely one well-known his- 
a agar Lee cy, “pia the Wicked Uncle suddenly stops 
: Porter calito he Receuns + - at he is not quite sure if there isn’t 
‘inquire within.” We enter. 


** Mornin’,” he sa i 
aa ; s, addressing a very v 3 
smilingly returns, ‘Good morninc Aan youthful bar-maiden, who 
os ’ 3, Mr. FRAsEr,” and immediately 


See 


ours out a small measure of whiskey, empties it into a tumbler, and 
tidhea the water towards the Wicked | nele. * Will ce / ae 
asks, hesitatingly. It is my turn to decline with thanks. : a | 
it off, observes that this will make him feel a little less chilly, oe 
adds that he was wrong to have refused it at starting. Then as he 
‘3 leaving I remind him that he hasn’t asked the shortest way to the 

aterfall. j 
We Oh,” he replies, ‘‘I think I remember it.” ioral : 

And as we resume our walk, I ask him to go on with his narrative, 
in which I am already deeply interested, not so much on his behalf, 
as for the sake of the good name and reputation of Mary Queen of 
Squats. é 3 

a My ancestor,” the Wicked Uncle recommences In @ saree Dice 
fidential manner, his countenance flushing slightly wit the air and 
exercise; ‘‘my ancestor was Sir WERDIE FRASER, of Kantork, the 
Master of the Sentences in the Scotch Chancellerie, you know—he 
was the FRASER, you may remember, who threw himself across the 
doormat, and declared that if they wanted to get at the Queen, it 
must be over his body—you recollect, of course——" _ 

I have a vague recollection of some incident of this sort, and so 
reply, ‘‘ Yes, yes,” and he continues, ‘‘ Well, he was the descendant 
ya 

00 ask. 3 ; 
ie Bechaneg aaron the Wicked Uncle, somewhat testily, as if 
annoyed at my ignorance, ‘‘he lived in a castle where no one co 
get at him without crossing a whirlpool ’’—(I am satisfied) —‘‘ and he 
refused to pay the Queen a road collop.”’ 5 ss 

I do not ie to irritate him by inquiring what a ‘road collop” may 
be, and so nod my head as a sign of intelligent assent which seems to 
relieve his mind of some considerable load as he quickens his step, 
and proceeds with his narrative in a more cheerful tone. 

‘A road collop, to which she was no more entitled than you are. 
So from that minute she hated him, Mary neyer forgave, you 
know ”—(I was not aware of this, but I think it safer not to dispute 
the assertion)—‘ and she was determined to take it out of him some- 
how; and, by Jove, she did. And,” he adds, bitterly, “* our family 
lost about a hundred thousand pounds by it.” _ t. 

‘‘How?” I ask, stopping to put on my macintosh, as the rain 1s 
beginning again. : 

‘How!’ returns the Wicked Uncle, sarcastically ; and then, 
suddenly changing his tone, he says, “‘It’s such a nuisance walking 
in macintoshes. We ’d better take shelter in here.” And TI follow 
him up a narrow path to a small cottage, over which there is a 
board with the intimation that Mrs. M‘Cizaw is licensed to sell 
spirits. ‘‘ Mornin’, Ma’am,” says the Uncle, politely. : 

‘“Tt’s a wee bit moist,” observes the dame, returning his saluta- 
tion, and forthwith produces a whiskey-bottle, two glasses, and a 
jug of water. I sip mine. The Uncle, complaining of rheumatism 
in the left arm, which he can scarcely lift, he says, and which is 
evidently quite different to the other, which he can lift easily, dis- 
poses of his ‘“‘wee drappit” at a draught; and, as I walk to the 
window to watch the weather, I fancy he repeats the dose. The 
rain ceases, and once more we are on our road. 

‘* Are we near the Waterfall?” I ask him. : 

‘‘ The Waterfowl ?”’ he asks; andifor the moment he appears quite 
oblivious of the main object of our walk. Then, as if suddenly 
recalling it, he answers somewhat indistinctly, ‘‘Oh, yes,—we’re 
quite near now,—there’s a short cut somewhere off this road.” 

‘*Good,’? I return, not feeling such perfect confidence in the 
Wicked Uncle’s topographical knowledge as I did at starting. 
‘* And now, what had Mary Queen of Scots to do with your losing 
the property ?” 3 

He walks a little slower, and regards me fixedly, as if failing to 
comprehend the exact bearing of my question. I repeat it, and 
area him at the same time at what point of his story he had 
arrived. 

‘‘ Ah!” he says, ‘‘ Yes! ’—asif the whole narrative were once more 
coming back to him more vividly than ever. Then he mutters vin- 
dictively, ‘‘ Mary was a bad ’un,—a regular right down bad ’un.” 

‘‘ But,” Lask, being unwilling to contradict him until I have 
heard what ground he has for the assertion, ‘‘ what did she do to 
WERDIE of the Whirlpool ? ” 

“What!” he exclaims, hotly. ‘‘ She fascinated him. He fell in love 
with her, deserted his wife and children, made over all his estates 
to her. She gammoned him into a marriage. They were privately 
married in Scoop Castle——”’ 

‘Oh, my dear fellow!” I cannot help protesting, ‘‘ what proof 


can there be of this?” 

‘‘ Proof!” he exclaims, stopping still. ‘‘Proofs! We have the 
documents in our family. ere are whole roomfuls of old papers. 
When the wretched creature had got all she wanted out of him, she 
was afraid of his betraying her,’and so she had the poor devil stabbed 
in several places at once, and when he was on his death-bed some old 
abbot or monk wrote down the story as it came from the dying man’s 
lips, when the whole truth came out.” 


‘“ What became of the document?” I ask, intensely interested. 
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“We've got it somewhere. I remember my father and grand- 
father talking about it. It’s in an old house belonging to our 
family——” Here he stops and stretches out his stick as if makin 
a point. ‘‘The Waterfall ’s up there,” and he indicates a pat 
through the garden of a pretty little hostelrie which calls itself ‘‘ The 
Falls Hotel.’ 

A tidy landlady appears at the door. 

" Mornin’, Mrs. BrarrawarrE!” says the Wicked Uncle. 

We’ve still got some of that old whiskey you used to be so fond 
of, Sir,” says the tidy landlady, by way of reply. 
x *“Have you?” he returns. ae evel,” se says, looking at me, 
we must taste that. It’s no use trying to get to the Waterfall to- 
po he says, looking at his watch; ‘‘Must back +? Lunch,” 
and he takes down the nip with real relish. We bid the tidy land- 
lady good-bye. When we are about a hundred yards down ths road 
the Uncle discovers that he has left his umbrella behind. He won’t 
be a minute; only just back to Mrs. Brarruwatte’s. In something 
under a quarter of an hour he returns. He seems to walk with some 
difficulty. This he attributes to rheumatism. 

On our way home he is less communicative than he was. He seems 
to regret having confided to me his family grievance. I ask him 
why he doesn’t publish the family documents? I remind him of the 
existence of the Old Manuscripts Commission, and point out how 
valuable these documents in the possession of his family would be. 
*“‘Think,” I say to him, ‘‘ of the new light these papers would throw 
on the controversy as to the truth about Mary Queen of Scots.” 
But the Wicked Uncle preserves a dogged silence. Once he mutters 
bitterly, “ What ’s—doose—use—now?’? After a time he uses 
strong language about Mary Queen of Scots, then he relapses into 
silence, and, with his head bent, he either seems to be carefully 
watching his feet, or to be walking in his sleep. 

We walk on, but our pace is delayed by the Wicked Uncle 
who insists on carefully picking his way so as to avoid the slosh an 
mud, in which, however, he is not signally successful, as any effort 
to keep clear of a puddle on his right sends him into another on his 
left. On every occasion he exclaims, in the most good-natured tone 
possible, ‘‘ Bless the Queen!”? a formula which he uses as a substi- 
tute for more forcible language. Whether he is blessing Mary 
Queen of Scots, or our own Gracious Sovereign, I haven’t an idea, 
but he is no longer stern and vindictive; and when I try to intro- 
duce afresh the subject of ‘‘ road collops,” WenrpIn’s last dying speech 
and confession, the Old Manuscript Commission, and the search into 
his historical papers, he only stares at me with a blank expression, 
shuts his eyes, opens them, and says in a tone of helpless resignation, 
‘* What ’s—doose—use ?”” 

We reach the house. Long after luncheon time. The Wicked 
Uncle begs me to ‘‘’scuse him a minute as must write a port’nt ler.”’ 
Neither ladies nor shooters have returned. The attentive butler has 
kept luncheon hot for anyone who may come in. No sign of Wicked 
Uncle. I finish lunch. In the library (not the bookshelves in the 
smoking-room where the literature is limited to the New Newgate 
Calendar, Illustrated, and one or two other books already 
specified), I find Robertson’s Scotland in ten volumes. I examine 
the index, and retire to our bachelors’ quarters in the Annexe 
with several of them. Now I will read up the subject, and 
refute the story I’ve heard this morning. I sit down with note-book, 

ens, ink, and paper. Light pipe. Storm. Afternoon becoming 
arker. Candles necessary: I am still at work on the subject (not 
having yet come across any mention, even in the earliest history, of 
WERDIE of the Whirlpool), when I heara loud shout, much laughter 
then the watch-cry of the Lochglennie Clan, ‘‘ How are you?” and 
my door is opened by D. B., who exclaims: t : 
gee are you? What have you been doing with the Wicked 
ncle 

‘* Nothing,’ I protest. ‘‘ Why?” 

‘‘Because,” says the Laird, with a quiet chuckle, ‘‘when the 
housemaid went to light the fire in the smoking-room, she found him 
fast asleep in the waste-paper basket.” 

‘“‘T know,” says D. B. to me, ‘“‘he’s been telling you all about 
Weerpie and Mary Queen of Squats, and he always finishes like that. 
He’s all right now. How are you?” and off they go to their 
dressing-rooms. ; 

I read no more of Robertson’s Scotland, and shall not write to the 
Secretary of the Old Manuscripts Commission. 


‘Ou, my Dear Mummy!”—In last September's Number of The 
Universal Review there was an article on ‘‘ Mummer Worship,” and 
in the October issue there is a graceful and witty poem by Sir 
Epwin ARrnoLp, which might be called Mummy Worship, as it is 
addressed to a pair of old slippers in the Egyptian Exhibition. 
Perhaps they were CrzopaTra’s. Certes, Sir Epwin, that female 
sarpint was a slippery sort of person. The pictures, signed ‘“‘J. B. P.,” 
possess more than artistic merit, as they exactly illustrate the poem 
without departing one iota—or rather one ‘‘ Delta””—from this dream 
of Old Nile. 
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IMMORTALITY INDEED?! 


Lorp Ronatp Gower, it is said, ‘‘has been at work for twelve 
years” on a statue of SHAKSPEARE, which has now been presented to 
the town of Strat- 

ford - on - Avon. 
SHAKSPEARE, 
says the descrip- 
tion of it in the 
Times, ‘‘is here 
represented as 
seated, with a 
quill in his right 


hand.” ow 
original! how 
clever! in his 


right hand! not 
behind his ear, 
or in his mouth, 
but absolutely 
in his __ right 
hand, as he must 
have actually 
used it, unless 
he were left- 
handed. And to 
think that the 
renowned sculp- 
tor was only 
twelve years 
over this great 
design ! ! ell, 
well!! Wonders 
of genius will 
never cease. 

The deserip- 
tion goes on— 
‘“‘his left care- 
lessly thrown 
over the back of 
a chair’ — how 
graceful! how 
natural! ‘‘Care- 
lessly,”’ you ’ll observe—‘‘ and holding a roll of manuscript.” Now 
who but a born genius would ever have dreamt of representing 
SHAKSPEARE in such an attitude, and with these properties, ‘* a pen 
in his right hand,’ and a ‘‘roll of manuscript in his left.” What 
perfect symbolism! ‘‘ Beneath him,” continues the description—— 
but there, what matters what is ‘‘ beneath him?” Suffice it that 
there are fioures of Lady Macbeth, Falstaff, Hamlet, and Prince Hal. 
Then there are ‘‘ comic and tragic masks’’—here’s original symbolism 
for you! —and there are ‘‘pilasterangles,” and ‘‘astragal entablature.” 
We wouldn’t have had it without these last not for worlds. Then 
there are ‘‘emblematical plants, fruit, and flowers cast in bronze.” 

‘The monument,” says the reporter, proudly, ‘‘ has been pre- 
sented to the Shakspeare Memorial Association by Lord RonaLp 
GoweER, and its value is estimated at several thousand pounds,” 
Crafty reporter! ‘‘ Estimated,” indeed! By whom? By Lord 
Ronatp? Athow much? ‘ Several thousand pounds.” Nonsense! 
—much under the mark—say ‘‘ millions.’’ But then, why millions ? 
‘‘A thing of Beauty is a joy for ever’’—and is priceless. After 
the luncheon, that Past Master of post-prandial oratory, and himself 
no mean sculptor, Mr. Grorer Aveustus Sata, in his happiest vein, 
proposed ‘‘ The Immortal Memory of SHAKSPEARE,”’ but no¢ (at least 
according to the report), ‘‘coupled with the name of the eminent 
Sculptor, Lord RonaLp Gower.”’ As Parisians now possess a statue 
of the ‘‘ Divine WILLIAMS,” can anything more be done to prevent 
Englishmen forgetting Suicgeeeer No. The Bard has been chiselled 
by Lord Ronatp Gower, and his Immortality is at last assured. 

SS SET ATE ED 


TO THE MAORI FOOTBALL TEAM. 
You’veE come then, brother Mao- | By Jove, this 7s a rum age, 
At us to have a shy, [ris, | ~When a New Zealand team 
And if we’d guard our glories, Licks Butz at goal and serum- 
We’ll have to mind our eye. mage! 

Our camp you seem to flurry, It beats MacauLay’s dream. 
And stir its calm content ; 
You ’ve flabbergasted Surrey, 
And scrumplicated Kent ! 


Lika Joko’s idea of the Gower Shakspearian statue after 
reading the Z%imes report. 


You ’re welcome, brother Maoris, 
Here’s wishing you good luck! 

With you there pace and power is, 
And skill, and lots of pluck. 
Has given us the kick ; A trifle ‘‘ rough.”? Why, just so! 

You’re well matched all, well! Butthat you’ll mend, no doubt, 

“* on the ball,” {quick, | And win, all Sportsmen trust so, 

And strong, and straight, and' In many a friendly bout. 


Your kicking, brother Maoris, 


Sa 
nl 
Ae 
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WISE IN HIS GENERATION. 


THE REASON JONES DOESN’T Marry (SO HE SAYS) IS NOT THAT HE LACKS EITHER THE MEANS OR THE OPPORTUNITY—IT IS BECAUSE 
HE IS OF AN EXTREMELY DOMESTICATED NATURE, AND LIKES TO SPEND HIS EVENINGS AT HOME, 


I am your atra cura, and you know it. 
Ask Froquret! Such tame trash invites its doom. 
You want a chic composer and a poet, 
Whose verse can make the People thrill—Bim! Boom! 
T know the trick of it, I’11 make them burn, 
Flare, flame, explode! I only wait my ‘‘ turn” ! 


WAITING HIS “TURN.” 
Boulanger, the ‘* Café Chantant St. Arnaud,” at the wings, loquitur :— 


ALL very well, mon vieux ! Congratulations 
Shower upon you from the house all round. 
You fancy this the finest of ovations, 
And feel a thrill of triumph, I’ll be bound. 
But stay awhile! I dog you like grim fate ; 
And all things come to him who will but wait. 


MOST UNWARRENTABLE! 


THE attack on Sir CHARLES WARREN. Those who join in blood- 
hounding him down must be interested in renewing the scenes 
of riot and disorder in Trafalgar Square with which Sir CHARLEs 
dealt most effectively. The Police Force requires strengthening, 
and Sir CHARLEs is perfectly alive to the fact. What on earth can 
it matter if, In number, our Police compare favourably with the 
Police force at Constantinople, or St. Petersburgh, or Vienna, or 
Jericho, if we have not sufficient Police to protect life and property in 


Bow! bow! The bouquets and ‘‘ Bis! bis!” seem glorious, 
_H’en when they come from rustic hands and throats : 
Y our well-drilled claque is getting quite uproarious ; 
Vociferations though are not quite votes. 
This hurricane of bravas ! wild and wind ; 
What is it but what coarse Joun Buty elt ** shindy.”’ 


Mere charivari, very little meaning, 

Cher “* Faute-de-mieur”?! A truly happy nomen, 
In which, though your conceit is overweening, 

* ou must, methinks, detect a fateful omen. 
You’re but a stop-gap Star, man, after all : 
And when J rise upon them, you will fall. ’ 


Your Song! Mere elap-trap smooth and noisy clatter ; 
In a good house it scarce would get a hand : 
And as for your stale ‘ business” and poor “ patter,” 
oe = ot el them do not understand. ' 
Whilst you can get'it ; "tis a pace ow Praise 
g ; tis a passing craze. 


My ‘‘turn” will 
sae lil cor 66 aa 
Will bring the house downey ong. Revision,” 
Bran pao se down in a sort of style 
e Shali Make you a mere memory of derision : 
So at your fleeting triumph I can smile,” 
Why, in its fullest flush my presence stinpe* 
Z caught that furtive look towards the wines! 


a 


the Metropolis? The Londoner may say,— 
‘‘ What care I what force there be 
In Jerusalum or Amerikee, 
If there aren’t enough for me 
In London? ” 

Socialistic sensational Journalists and rowdy demagogues would 
like to see the Police Force reduced to one in every two thousand, 
until they fell to fighting among themselves, when they would be 
the first to yell out ‘‘ Police!’ and scream for the intervention of 
the enfeebled arm of the law. 


Nursery Rhyme for Young Italy, Oct. 12. 


Tue King in the Quirinal, 
Feeling very funny ; 

The Kaiser in a parlour, 
Tired after journey. 


The Pope was in the Vatican, 
Looking at his shoe; 

Up comes the Emperor, 
And says, ‘‘ How d’ye do ?”’ 


** Savoy Farg.’’—Couplets a la Gilbert sauce Sullivan. N. B.—At 
this House of Call for the Public, the dinners are always @ la Carte. 
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CALLING TO MIND AN OMISSION. 


AN evening*paper, last week, filled several columns of 
its pages with a list of the robberies that have taken 
place of late in various parts of London. One entry was 
to the effect that twelve months back, a bottle of lozenges 
was stolen from the shop of a chemist, and there were 
other announcements of equally startlin importance. 
Strange to say there was no reference to the disappear- 
ance of brains some years ago from the office of the paper 


i ,/ Qf 


A SHort Act oF PARLIAMENT IS PASSED, PROVIDING THAT NO MAN SHALL BE 
ALLOWED TO OCCUPY THE INSIDE OF AN OMNIBUS UNTIL EVERY LADY IS SEATED. 


Stk Moret Mackenzie, in his ‘‘ Reply,” has performed an eminently 
successful operation on the German ‘‘ Doctor Wasps.” 


sting out of their tales. 


THE DETECTIVE’S RESCUE. 


Brief Libretto of the Day, recently set to Popular 
Music. 


The Scene represents an Enchanted Hall in 
the Palace of the Demon of Sensation- 
alism. A Dismayed Detective dis- 
covered, hotly pursued by a miscellaneous 
crowd of Sensation-mongers, Prominent 
Members of the Criminal Classes, Sub- 
Editors of Daily Papers, Anonymous 
Correspondents, Loafers, Idlers, and 
others. On the Curtain rising he cowers 
before them, as they crowd round him, 
threateningly singing the following 
chorus— 

CHORUS. 


Miscreant! Caitiff! thus around thee 
Closing, glibly we confound thee ! 
Thou must feed the morbid hunger 

Of the grim Sensation-monger. 

Tell us then what thou art doing, 
What and whom art thou pursuing ? 
Quick! Give details! No delay! 
Answer our persistent bray. 


DiIsMAYED DETECTIVE. 
Good people, surely you’ ll reflect 
My work is simply to detect. 
And how can I my object gain 
If I my methods must explain ? 
It certainly would not be wise 
To tell my plans,—drop my disguise. 


A PRomMINENT MEMBER OF THE CRIMINAL 
CLASSES (con fuoco). 
What! Would you gag the Daily Papers, 
That tip us your Detective capers? 
Why! how could coves like us find out, 
Without ’em, just what you’re about ? 


An Anonymous CoRRESPONDENT. 


And how could I my fancies air, 
And help to feed the daily scare ? 


ec ELLE LALA 


Sir CHartxEs himself! 


vines.” 


it out.” 


How pen my rubbish without stint, 
And see myself set up in print ? 


A Sus-Epiror or A Datty PAPER, 
And how could I material waste: 
Which tickles so the public taste ? 
(Advancing on Dismayed Detective.) 
So tell me what you mean to do, 
What course you purpose to pursue, 
I care not how the wind I raise 

So that I feed the public craze! 


CHorus (threateningly) : 


Answer! Give the information 
We are craying for sensation. 
Quick! The details! No delay ! 
Answer our persistent bray. 


DISMAYED* DETECTIVE. 
And they would force me to reveal 
The very facts I should conceal ! 
There’s no escape. Else would I fly! 
Will no one give me help ? ; 
[Enter a Chref Commissioner. 
CHIEF COMMISSIONER. 
Yes, I? 
Corus (falling back). 


to say P 
CHIEF COMMISSIONER. 


Attend! I’ll sing you my official lay. 


Song. 


When tracking some terrible crime, 


For a moment the force seems at fault, 


And Justice appears for a time 


To be baffled, and beaten, and halt. 
When no clue on the surface is seen, 

And the trail is obscure and effaced, 
Do you think the Detective ’s so green 

As to let you know all he has traced ? 


Surely, goodness alone knows what next 


you’ll expect! 
You forget a Detective is meant to detect, 


Correspond 


What can he have 


in ee the Editor’s room—brains that seem- 
ingly have not since been recovered. 


Conundrums. 


No, 1.—Of what use was Vincent Howarp in the 
Detective Department ? 

No. 2.—Of what use is he anywhere? 

*," A prize will be given for a moderately satisfactory 
solution of either of the above conundrums. 


HeteHo, BaccuE!—In the TZimes, last Friday, its 
ent at Vienna wrote, under the head 

** AUSTRIA-HUNGARY : ?— 
‘“‘The vintage has begun all over the Empire, but the wine 


will be everywhere poor in quality, and not much in quantity. 
There never was within living memory such a bad year for 


ing, 


This is bad for Austria-Hung’ry, but it’s worse for 
Austria-Thirsty. 


_ “Waar Is Worn” is the title of an article on Fashion 
in the Darly News. ‘‘I can answer the question, ‘ What 
is Worn,’”’ writes a Constant Non-subscriber, signing 
‘* Impy Q-NIOUS.” 
He has taken the | worn—very much worn. So much so, that I can’t wear 


‘*My last two winters’ overcoat is 


So it isn’t by showing his hand, 
Or supplying the needs of the Press 
With a sketch of the scheme he has plann’d, 
That his efforts he ’ll crown with success ; 
But by heen the threads that he’s got 
To himself, careful no chance to miss. 
Well, he tracked out the dynamite plot— 
Ten to one he’ll make something of this! 
But that youll share his confidence, pray 
_don’t expect. 
Bear in mind a Detective is meant to detect ' 


CHORUS. 
We like not your official lay, 
And heed no word of what you say. 
Fit but, with your blockhead Force, 
Crowds to drive from Charing Cross. 
Military Martinet, 
We’ll be even with you yet! 
Thus your dictum we oppose. 
(They seize the Dianne Detective.) 
What you’re up to, quick, disclose ! 


CHIEF CoMMISSIONER. 

Release him! (Waves truncheon.) For I 
summon thus a power [cower ! 

Beneath whose gaze a crew like you will 

[The Scene opens at back, and reveals the 
Goddess of Luke-warm Public Opinion 
surrounded by a halo of moderate light. 
She extends her wand, when all the Chorus 
shrink back dazed, leaving the Dismayed 
Detective, who approaches her gratefully, 
tn the centre of the Stage. 


Cuorus (shuddering as they retreat). 
Baffled! who will feed the hunger 
Of the balked Sensation-monger ? 

Still, whate’er the world may say, 
We’ll keep up our blatant bray ! 
[They cower lower and lower, slinking away, 
while the Goddess of Luke-warm Public 
Opinion smiles faintly on the Chief Yom- 
missioner and the Dismayed Detective as 

the Curtain slowly descends. 
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ANTICIPATIONS OF NEXT LORD MAYOR’S SHOW. 
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us The Lord Mayor Elect wishes the Procession to be worthy of the occasion, and the Corporation of London. 4H 
the Circus element and allegorical display, which accord neither with his own taste, nor, in his opinion, with the dignity of t 


Tue Fathers of the City were seated in the Council Chamber, 
engaged in a deep consultation. It was within measurable distance 
of the Ninth of November, and consequently the Lord Mayor shortly 
was to proceed in state from London to Westminster. 

‘‘ This is a more than usually interesting occasion,” observed one of 
the Fathers, gravely. ‘‘ It is possible that we may never have another 
Lord Mayor,—leastways, not the likes of them as we have had.” 

**’ Kar, ’ear!”? murmured an Alderman of the old school, who had 
passed the chair. 

‘And this being so,” continued the other, ‘I hope, I do hope 
that the Show will be worthy of the event. For instance, I trust, t 
do trust, that the City Marshal will be seen a-riding in front of it all, 
a-mounted on horseback ?”? 

“My objection to the Circus element has become historical,’ 
returned the Lord Mayor Elect, with considerable dignity. 

3 And. I do beg,” continued the Alderman, ignoring the interrup- 
tion, ** that we shall have the men-in-armour. I may say that aah: 
out the men-in-armour the day would go for nothing. The Missus 
—I should say my Lady wife—and the young ’uns like to see the 
ancient knights, and without them the day would go for nothing.” 

Don’t say that,’”? remonstrated an Alderman, thin and smart, 


ch a pince-nez, of the new school. ‘‘ You are forgetting the 
a x ou can't say a day which gives you a fair menu goes for 
nothing. C’ est blaque, mon cher : or, as we used to say at the dear 


eo ? 
old Varsity, garrula lingua nocet !” 


hen came a chorus of the discontent 
another like a.chime of bells, 2 aaate 
es, Dut : : 
es one ee the ancient knights—are we to have any 


os Sipe we are not to be cut out of our banners ? ” 


vy ehgines—ain’t we to have any of them?” 


‘“ : a ‘ 
if ball, Sear i. see a Life-boat. It gives such a benevolent air 


‘ Anc the Rangers—them wi 
‘* The procession will worthil 
London,” replied the Lord Ma 


They followed one 


th the guns—what about them ?” 
y represent the dignity of the City of 
yor Elect, evasively. 


He is opposed to the introduction of 
i City.”— Vide the Papers. ] 


‘Yes, we know all that,” observed another Alderman, rather 
coarsely, ‘‘and that the surplus saved out of the Show is to be given 
toa charity. But what is the Show to be like? Ain’t we going to 
have any gals in tights seated on globes as Britannia, and all that 
sort of thing ?”’ mo 

‘*T am not very fond of the allegorical.’’ 

‘Oh, gammon!” continued the critical Corporationist. ‘* Let 
the young ’uns have a chance. If it ain’t too late, why not have a 
giraffe or a couple of elephants from the Zoological Gardens?” _ 

‘Gentlemen,’ returned the Lord Mayor Elect, with dignity, 
‘* believe me, I am not unmindful of the importance of the Metropolis 
of the World. I believe you will find that the Procession will uphold 
by its magnificence the best traditions of this great centre of 
civilisation.” 

And amidst some sounds of dissatisfaction, the meeting dissolved. 

When he was alone, the future Chief Magistrate of the City of 
London knitted his brow in the profoundest thoughtz- 

‘* What shall Ido?” he murmured. ‘‘ They are never satisfied ! 
Have I not selected a West-End Coachmaker ? Have I not contrived 
a card of invitation that should provoke the admiration of the whole 
of the civilised world? What more would they have? May I not 
ue up the cumbersome Beadles, the useless Commissionnaires ? And 

orsooth, the Procession—the real Procession—with myself in a 
brougham, and the City Marshal on the box—is not sufficiently 
ornate for them! Well, I must contrive something better—some- 
Hee that by its splendour shall catch the fancy of the ground- 
ings. 

And so late into the night and far into the early morning the Lord 
Mayor Elect pondered. Day was breaking when, with a shout of 
triumphant joy, he jumped to his feet. 

‘““T have it!’ he exclaimed, ‘‘I have it! Splendour without 
vulgarity! Comfort and dignity! I have found the ha py mean.” 

A fortnight later all London was anxiously waiting the approach 
of the annual Procession. Iteame. But to describe it the pen fails. 
And that being the case (as will be seen by the sketch above) resort 


has been had to the Artist’s pencil. 
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“ NUMBER ONE!”? 


The Squire (to Northern Farmer). ‘‘ THE DAY DOESN’? LOOK VERY PROMISING, HUTCHINSON. 


SAY THIS MoRNING ?” 


Mr, H, ‘‘1’VE NO LOOKIT AT THE GLASS TO-DAY, SIR. 


WHAT DOES YOUR WEATHER-GLASS 
I GoT ALL MY HAy IN YESTERDAY!” 


CAVE CANEM! 
(A Page from a Diary kept in the Neighbourhood of Whitehall.) 


8 A.M.—Up early to visit Hyde Park, where I want to test the value 
of.some bloodhounds as applied to the discovery of crime. Make the 
acquaintance of two full-grown brutes, who examine my boots with 
suspicion. I am glad on the whole that they are under restraint. It 
is suggested that they should hunt me. Cannot very well refuse, 
but would far rather have left that sort of thing to an Assistant- 
Commissioner. However, not to be done. Half of them recentl 
resigned, remainder (lazy people!) no doubt still comfortable in bed. 
Never can teach my Paborlinates the value of early rising ! 

9 a.M.—Just reached the Powder Magazine. Had to run for my 
life. For the moment have distanced the bloodhounds. Inspected 
the sentry, and got him to give me over his orders. Quite right; no 
smoking to be allowed within ten yards of the gunpowder—very 

roper precaution. A ‘careless smoker, throwing away a lighted 
Rectter: might set the place on fire. Bricks and stones ignite so very 
easily. Obliged to be off again at the double, as I can hear the 
snarls of the bloodhounds, who are once more on my track. Hope 
they will spend a few minutes with the sentry before they follow 
me. 

10. A.M.—Brutes still pursuing me. Concealed myself in the Park- 
keeper’s Lodge, and was nearly arrested on suspicion of being a 
distant relative of ‘‘ Leather Apron.”” That’s the worst of offering 
areward! It causes so many innocent ge to be taken up for 
nothing. Notime for more. Just squared Park-keeper, and am off 
again. Trust the brutes will have a bad quarter of an hour with the 
custodian of the gardens before they resume their pursuit of me. 

11 4.m.—Just escaped. Not a moment too soon. Hadn’t reached 
the Marble Arch a minute before the hounds sighted me, and made 
for ee Only time to jump into a Hansom, and drive to 
my Club. 

12 Nooy.—Finished my lunch, and enjoying a few minutes’ rest 
in the smoking-room. LHarly edition (2n ) of the evening news- 
papers, just arrived. Why won’t they leave me alone? Several 
suggestions that I should resign. Half a mind to—would if those 


horrid beasts, who I can hear barking outside, would only under- 
stand that I had given up the Police. Committee just sent polite 
note, presenting their compliments, and calling my attention to the 
rule forbidding the admission of dogs into the Club-house. Appears 
that the bloodhounds have rushed into the hall and eaten my hat 
and umbrella. Committee are under the impression that the hounds 
belong to me! 

1 p.M.—Occupying my room in Whitehall Place. Got away from 
the Club, without my hat and umbrella, by a back entrance. Will 
give strict orders that I am not to be disturbed. Have called down 
the tube, and can get no answer. Have just remembered that I have 
sent the entire Staff (disguised as washerwomen) to Whitechapel, to 
look about them. Don’t much like to be alone with those brutes on 
my track. 

2 P.M.—Just as I expected! They have traced me, and I can hear 
them on the staircase. Wish I had a revolver. Great nuisance that 
the lock of my door is out of repair. They are sure tocome in! As 
I am a man of ready resource, have hidden myself on a shelf over a 
water-bottle. Have always heard that water destroys the scent. I 
can hear the bloodhounds sniffing outside! Most annoying to be all 
alone. Wish I was back at the Soudan! 

3 A.M.—Have been for the last hour on the shelf. The dogs have 
made my room their own. Have watched them from under a pile of 
newspapers. Fortunately, they have preferred devouring my des- 
patches to searching for me. Boy just brought in my tea. Before I 
could speak to him they had begun to hunt him! For a moment I 
am alone. 

4 p.M.—Back again on my shelf. The intelligent beasts (far too 
intelligent! ) after disposing of the tea and muflin-boy, have returned 
to hunt me. I am safe for the moment, as they are devouring my 
cocked hat, sword, and top-boots. A great nuisance as they (the 
cocked hat, &c.), form an effective portion of my favourite costume. 
Cat’s-meat man outside. Can hear his cry. The bloodhounds have 
heard it too, and haye disappeared to hunt him. Saved for the 
present ! 

5 p.M.—Brutes back again. They have discovered me! I~ am 
keeping them off with a poker and a bag of biscuits. My shouts 
should be heard. Really, these people obey my orders too literally. 
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A STRAIGHT TIP. 
{” 


‘*Can’r SAY I QUITE LIKE THE CUT OF THAT SUIT OF YOURS, GOVERNOR! 

‘‘WHat! Why, CONFOUND IT, Sir, My TAILOR’s THE Best IN Lonpon!” 

‘CAH, DESSAY; BUT YOU SHOULD TRY OUR CHAP DOWN AT EroON—HE’S THE 
MAN! AND YOU MIGHT JUST MENTION MY NAME, YOU KNOW!” 


When I said that everybody was to be off to Whitechapel, I did not mean, of 
course, that Whitehall Place was to be deserted. Wish I could induce the blood- 
hounds to go opposite to pay a visit to the Commissioners in Lunacy. Not that 
they would find them (as they are always ‘from town inspecting outlying asy- 
lums), but they might have a little fun with the Secretary, who is a fixture. 

6 p.M.—Still on my shelf. The bloodhounds are engaged at this moment in 
eating some dog-muzzles and my box of decorations. And now they are ready 
fora spring! Well, I will make a good fight of it! 

7 P.M.—Saved! Six perfect strangers have rushed into the room. The brutes 
are seized and handed over to the proprietor. The bloodhounds in handcuffs 
(applied to their legs) are now being carried off in triumph. Very grateful to 
my rescuers, It appears that the six perfect strangers are prisoners who haye 
been arrested on suspicion. As they have done me such a signal service, I 
can but release them. I have less compunction in giving them their freedom, as 
find that they have all been staying for the last three months in a boarding- 

ouse at Margate. From this I fancy it is improbable that they could have been 
concerned in the sad affair at Whitechapel. 
' 8 P.M.—The staff of the office have just come back. They have returned, 
re arrested, by mistake, one another. This is most satisfactory, as it is 
aay coat Ty NaN been pcminebly disgalaatl Am on the eve of leaving 
, having just issued an or 
the Police will be Eapeiic al further ena meme aiypieeihounds by 
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TRANSYLVANIAN SPORT. 
: (From, Our Special Sportsman with their H.R. H. S53) 
AST week the Prince of Wazzs and the Crown Prince went out to shoot 


bears. The bears behaved in their usual bearish manner—they are regular 


beasts—and refused : . : : 
tiful old gold-beater-sn ‘omen oat Sennesten, _ Bectersean (heir beat- 


es Also stick to their ancient dress in this 
into the woods and forests with the Gold Sticks in 
engugh to wake the sleepiest grizzly 
though we waited in the plains Bal 
scouts came up, and in broken Enel} i 
nglish 2V ’ve lear i 
to onr Prince, ‘reported, Ai poses which they ’ve learnt out of compliment 
‘} 7 v x 
G> NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributi k 
im nO case be returned, no . mia 
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bears were coming,” or that ‘‘the bears were every- 
where,” we Sa ca iy presented, but didn’t fire. 
L’ Ours—voila Vennemi! But there was no Ours. 

One of the Half-Crown Princes out with us (any num- 
ber of them about—plenty of change), tried to make an 
international joke about ‘‘ waiting hours for an ours, 
but he was hushed down by both the Princes, and I had 
to tell him afterwards, that as he really couldn’t pro- 
nounce either French or English properly, he had better 
keep his jokes in those languages to himself. Poor dear 
Half-Crown! he was so sorry, but he soon laughed it off 
when I called him ‘‘ Young Two-and-Sixpence,” which 
set the whole party in a roar just when the only bear 
that had beer seen all day showed its nose round a corner. 

If we hadn’t been convulsed, that bear would never have 
lived to tell the tale, but as it was, bang went all our 
barrels, and when the smoke cleared off, all I saw was 
the Half-Crown Prince going head over heels backwards 
down the rocks, owing to the violent recoil of the gun 
when he was laughing, and three of the chasseurs 
jumping about, chucking their pees hats in the ‘air, 
and shrieking with pain, though, being courtiers, they 
had to pretend it was their way of expressing excessive 
annoyance at the disappointment their Royal Master and 
his distinguished guest had suffered. ‘‘ Mark, Bear ! 
shouted a Styrian Count in pink tights, green and gold coat, 
and leather boots with spurs. But it was a false alarm. 

No more at present, as the Royal Currier is just leay- 
ing, and he’ll have nothing to curry if I don’t send this 
despatch. We’re all well. Don’t talk of making a place 
‘Ca regular Bear-garden.” This is one, and as quiet as 
the Great Desert on a Sunday night. 

* & Sd * * 

P.S.—I re-open this to say that I’ve hit on a plan 
which has met with the approbation of everyone. I 
kept it dark till now! My fortune’s made!! brought 
out a bag of buns from England, the very same sort that 
they give to the bears at the Zoological. I am now 
going out baiting traps and tops of trees * * * * 
Sure of sport!!! I expect nothing less than a Mar- 
quisate for this, with a chdteaw, and any number of 
thousands a year, to keep up the Bears in this district. 
. . « » Expect more by wire, road, or rail, from 

-Your own Noble Sportsman, 
RupoLPH THE RIFLEMAN. 


THE DUEL OF DIGESTION. 


[M. ALEXANDRE Dumas describes French duels as a mere 
appetite-provoking preliminary to a good breakfast, enjoyed by 
principals and seconds together. ] 


WueEn ALPHONSE and JACQUES 
Go out to attack 
Each other, and try the duello, 
Their friends gather round, 
With emotion profound 
Admiring each daring young fellow. 


And both look so fierce, 
In ‘‘ carte” and in “‘ tierce,”’ 
They posture and lunge, ’tis quite thrilling ; 
You ’d think that a life 
Must be ta’en in the strife, 
And each man is bent upon killing. 


But, bless your heart, no ; 
It never is so: 
A scratch or a touch, and it’s ended. 
No man comes to harm 
With a prick on his arm— 
Thus honour and safety are blended. 


They go back to town, 
They win cheap renown 
In cafés where friends are assembled ; 
As heroes to-da 
__ They describe all the fray, 
As if e’en the solid earth trembled. 


The déjeuner ’s there’; 
__ The bloodthirsty pair, 
With seconds, go back and do credit 
To dishes and wine: 
So Dumas doth opine 
Such duels are shams, and has said it! 


Women 4s Poor-Law Guarprans.—Guardian Angels, 


ee 
vhether BMS,, Printed Matter, Drawing 

, t even whe nen pine er, Drawings, 

there will be no exception, 2 accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


or Pictures of any description, will 
To this rule 
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A BEAR IDEA. 
Atn—'‘' The Whale.” To be sét and sun g to an Accompaniment of Hungarian Gipsy Music, to be composed by Archduke Joseph, and 
Dedicated to H.R. H. the P. of IW. 
*TwaAs in October’s month, | | Trim EszrerHAzy, 


i. *' 
ye Mis 


Brave Boys, | PT iT Who was getting rather lazy, 
With Rvupotr# we did repair, e GY) gS Jumped up, and cried out, 


And we all went away My SS Lnxd | ** Where?” 
To Transyl-va-ni-a, And gay Count Brepa, 
We went for to shoot a bear, As bold as a Crusader, 
Brave Boys, Cries, ‘‘ Let me shoot that bear, 
We went for to shoot a bear. | Brave Boys!” 
Cries, ‘‘ Let me shoot that bear!” 
I took three guns, 
My deadliest ones, 
For partridge, grouse, or hare, 
With cartridge and ball, 
Both great and small, 
Wherewith to shoot that bear, | 
Brave Boys, | 
Wherewith to shoot that bear. | 


When H.R.H. 
Was making a spache 
At luncheon—(sumpshus fare !)— 
A Keeper so cute 
Says, with a salute, 
‘T think as I’ve tracked a bear, 
Brave Boys, 
I think as I ’vye tracked a bear!” | 


Says I, ‘‘ Crown Prince, 
I’ll never wince, i 
And on my head my hair 
Will not with fright 
Stand bolt upright, 
Whenever I see that bear, 
Brave Boy, 
Whenever I see that bear!” 


1 seized my gun, 
With a bound and a run, 
The danger I longed to share ; 
PEEL i Ij , | When just behind a tree, 
ea it SA MOTT TENN A cag JA» | A-looking at me, 
| . I saw that grisly bear, 
Brave Boys, 


xn ; fang Saye : i : Yi ] ! 
Ewischowing Resa => WS RERON n~y pe I saw that-grisly bear 
The rules of golf, s —— s ay | He was rubbing his eyes 
For which he doesn’t care, Any OVINE < SM, } _ With some surprise— 
When up comes ELris, / ; | He ’d just awoke from his lair. 
And what he’s got to tell is, An Aide-de-camp _ | “ My eyes! there is such | I aimed—he ran— 
That ‘‘someone has heard a bear, Was singing a song, | [air, a bear, Bang! flash !—in the pan! 
Brave Boys, |__And I was joining in the Brave Boys. | So I did not kill that bear, 
That someone has heard a When Rupoupa eries out, | My eyes! there is sucha Brave Boys, 
bear !” | With avery loud shout, | bear!” | I did not kill that bear! 


TALKING IT OVER UNDER DIFFICULTIES. The Pope (determined to get ut out). And its restoration is the 


only sure guarantee for the security of European Peace. 
On the occasion of the Emperor WiiutaAm’s visit to the Vatican, his Lhe Emperor (flying off at a tangent gaily). Peace! Ha! Of 
Majesty evaded the repeated attempts of the Pore to discuss the question of} course —The League of Peace. Just been cementing that over the 
the temporal power of the Papacy.” —Daily Puper. way at the Quirinal. Fancy, too, it looks like certain success. 
In the absence of any more direct information on the subject, the The Pope (still sticking to his guns). Your Majesty, there is only one 
following brief dramatic version may be confidently regarded as an| thing certain, and that is that Rome must come back. 
authentic account of the termination of the rather embarrassing The Emperor (merrily). Come back? From what I have seen, 
interview to which the above paragraph refers :— . I should say it was more inclined to go forward. (With a good- 
ScrnE—An Audience Chamber in the Vatican. The Porr dis-|humoured wink.) But, of course, your Holiness knows best. 
covered according a private interview to the Emperor of| The Pope (nothing daunted). Itmust become Papal Rome once more. 
GERMANY, tn the course of which he has made several attempts| The Emperor. Ha! hum! exactly. Quite so. (Feeling things 
to introduce the question of the ‘* Temporal Power,” but has | are getting hot and changing front, with sudden effusion.) But, by 
been successfully foiled by his Imperial visitor, who, by keeping | the way, what a delightful afternoon it seems to be turning out. 
up a rattling fire of conversation on any and every subject, from | Quite pleasant, I declare. And that reminds me. (Jumping at 
the weather downwards, has managed, during the fifteen minutes | Happy Thought.) I really must be going. 
the interview has already lasted, as yet completely to evade the| The Pope. What, going without settling anything ? 
introduction of the, to him, unwelcome topic. The Porn, feeling| The Emperor. Settling anything? Why, yes, everything is 
that the time ts slipping avay, and that it is no good beating | rather unsettled, isn’t it? (Beating a retreat.) Hum! Yes! 
about the bush any longer, at length determines, at all hazards, | Precisely. Just so. Of course! (Taking his leave respectfully.) 


to take the bull by the horns, and bring matters to an issue, Anyhow, it is so kind of your Holiness to have received me. Enjoyed 
The Pope (cutting the EMPEROR short in a humorous account of the | our talk so much, you know. ; *Pon my word, I have. : : 
failure of the Prince of WaLms, in his recent expedition, to get a shot [ Bows himself out, and joining his suite with ** evident ae of 
ata single bear). Ah! very droll, your Majesty; very droll. But I deep emotion” depicted on his countenance, leaves the PoPE 
wish to speak to you about avery different matter (coming to the shaking his head, conscious that he has had a not very satis- 
point)—the Temporal Power, you know—— factory interview with a remarkably unmanageable and 
The Emperor (quickly). Ah! The Temporal Power. Just so. Of troublesome young man. 


course (airily changing the subject as he approaches the window). = 
Dear me! (/ooking out) I had no idea, your Holiness was so well off 


here. What a capital garden! ROYAL VISIT TO HIS OWN CAPITAL, 
The Pope (continuing). You know, it is necessary——— On Wednesday last London was brilliantly lighted to honour the 
The Emperor (brightiy, misunderstanding him). Of course, it is | arrival of King I’oa, who paid his first state visit of the season te his 


necessary. Pegged up, as you are, here, it must be quite a resource | own capital. He entered the City on the Kast, and proceeded in 


to you (again looking out), and there seems a good lot of it. triumphal. procession towards the West. On reaching Kensington 
The Pope (ignoring his misinterpretation). | mean it is necessary |he returned. His Majesty also visited the suburbs, The royal 
to the exercise—— progress was celebrated by grand fantasias on A Thousand Respira- 


The Emperor (cutting in briskly). Of course it is necessary for | tory Organs, Baron BroncuiTIs was out with his Bandannas borne 
exercise ; and, I’m sure, I’m very glad your Holiness is able to get | by four hoarse-men. The Actors of London, with bad colds, were 


it, I doubt if you would be able to get on without it. represented by Mr. Hermann Wuaerzty, and in the train of King 
The Pope (still holding on). To the exercise of my spiritual | Foe followed the celebrated General Dr Presston, with deputations 
functions, and so its restoration—— from the various states of Ill-health and Indi-gestion. The rear was 


The Emperor (catching at the word glibly). Restoration! To be| brought up by bands of Roughs, Burglars, and Policemen at a 
sure. That’s going on everywhere. All over the place, in fact. | respectful distance. His Majesty has been taking a slight fest 
Quite a rage for it. Such lots of new Boulevards. I’m sure I don’t | during the last few days but he has no intention of quitting the 
know what they won't restore next. Metropolis for some time to come. 
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OLD KING COAL. 


AN 


SONG OF 


a 


— 


+ 


— we 


eee s 


4 


Flies 
LLL 


fo a wn we 
a 


Ley 


eo 


eS 


AY 


=e 


x 
~ 


4 
My UD 
“14 


YD 
Ys 
x 


00/. 
MG, 
/ 


y 
~ 
~“ 
~~ 


4477, 
444 
4 
4 


J 
N rT 


= 


ae 


a 


—e_— 


GY 


Y 


= 


Kee 


AALS 4 


bis 
AD 
<5 
. a 
ea 
ya 
ae 
Pon & 
qari 
v8 s 
HAS 
<4 A 
vena 
ae 
it =A 
Odng 
“ a. 
- a 
>i. 
i 
bh < 
A x, 


ny 
HE’ 


of his slumber), 


ARE 


King Coal (roused out 
London (to Science) 
THING TO DO WITH HIM, 


Fes 
HS 0 
Sans 
an oe 
» oF 
gone 
GS 
Ss or 
mee 
“ig, 2 
S| 
2 'E- 
Coal n~ 
oS 2° 
Oo Fs 
B.A 
Q2a's 
Bo: 6, 
Dm = 
PRE eZ 
= Seg 
T: Sores 
> oo 
gad 
~ 
te o 
Oo Hrs 
Os Og 
#245 
2OoeSHa 
ae 
oo - 
= OOS 
Fe ett St bs 
= he >) 
~ og > ® 
moe 
8,046 
On b 8 
= eet - ©) 
ral hae 
Seth = (ined 
A Bog 
= 2 
aes yo 5 
O'om S 
soPFBEQ 
ste «2? 
Bo dn 
2 65 \c 
S.A i 
>) SH 
Co 
OR Hs 
wm C+, 
©o9OMN? 
aroud 
i= IP) = oad 
SO wa 
~ aie 
“ oa 
° 32,0 
«2 (OG 


y old soul, 


’ 


done 
other, Oh! the shindy and the smother 


id him under London : 


all all be un 
at is fiddlededee, 


Coal is a merr 
y old soul is he: 


Old King 
And a merr 
But we sh 
If they fir 
So we trust ¢h 
O1! the plague and the l 


YEs, 


LS a TT ORE eT ee 


OcropeR 27, 1888.] 


That in all suburban districts we should 


see! 
So Old King Coal we’ll trouble you 
To disturb not the 8. W.., 

And let us live on easy in E.C. 


For though Old King Coal is a useful old soul 
Whom generally men are glad to see, 
Yet we all shall be despondent, 

If the ‘‘ Thunderer’s’’ Correspondent 
Correct in this affair should prove to be. 
Fancy oe the drill to the foot of Streat- 
am Hill 
Or filling Ha 

roar ! 
No, prithee, Madam Science, 
Stay your hand with this appliance 
For a “‘ ee ” at Richmond Hill would be 
a bore. 


It may be as you say, that below the London 


ay, 
At Tottenham and eke at Kentish Town, 
You, by boring a big hole, 
May arrive at last at Coal, 
That is if you dig very deeply down. 
Yet spite of any treasures that might come 
rom the Coal Measures, 


And the ‘‘ Wealden denudations,”’ and all}. 
that . RSF 


’ 
The Metropolitan zone 
You had better leave alone, 
The game’s not worth the candle 
that’s flat ! 


Punch’s Yieart is hard as steel’ a 
WHITAKER’S appeal. is 
For sub-Jurassic borings and such stuff. 
Wealth-grabbing is our time’s tone, 
But below the London limestone 
Is no place for Dives’ delying,—that’s 
enough. 
Cut your scientific cackle, bring no more 
Contractor’s tackle 
To mar our grim Metropolis still more: 
For though Old King Coal 
Isa merry old soul, — 
We do a want his mirth near Thames’s 
shore. 


gainst 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


For those whose musical memories are 
well stored, Dr. Spark’s Musical Memories 
have not much novelty to offer. All the 
professional people of his acquaintance seem 
to have been as nearly morally and socially 
perfect as may be. He is quite a ‘‘ good 
GRIFFITH,”’ (not the safe man with an ‘‘s,” 
but the oral biographer of Cardinal W oLsEyY) 
in his reminiscences, and thereon is much to 
be commended. De mortuis nil nist bonum. 
But how interpret ‘‘ bonuwm?’’ I should 
say in a biography let us translate it as ‘‘a 

ood thing” about so-and-so. Well, he 
oe some ‘‘ good things” in this sense, 
and he tells them in a sufficiently lively 
manner to warrant me in alluding to 
him as ‘‘ The Vital Spark.” He tells. very 
naively of dinner-parties at Parri’s on 
‘* off nights’’—which seem to have been 
rather ‘* ‘On’ nights ’’—when -‘‘ at the in- 
yitation of SrraKoscu he had an opportunity 
of dining with the family party’? — he 
means the family Parri—(‘' sometimes 
strengthened,”’ he goes on, whispering in 
brackets, ‘‘ by two or three influential 
critics) at their charming house, Rossini 
Villa, Clapham Park. These indeed, were 
delightful times,” &c., &c, Clapham rather 
discounts the ‘‘ Rossini” of the Villa. On 
the whole, very nearly, Vital SpaRrx’s book is 
chatty and amusing for any half-hour un- 
occupied. : 

The Autobiography of Surs REEVES is a 
thrilling Romance. It opens with a sensa- 
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“SANDICAPPED! ” 


Gaol-Bird (having just picked ‘‘ Landlord’s” pocket), ‘‘ AMERIKIN WaTcH! SHABBY OLD 
"UMBUG !—AND ’IM A MAN oO’ Proprrty Too! UcH! WHAT ’ITH DOWNRIGHT FRAUD LIKE 
THIS ’ERE, AN’ COERCION, AN’ WHAT NOT, A Poor MAN HA’N’T GOT A CHANCE! !” 


tional murder, and the book, like Prospero’s Island, is ‘‘full of strange noises.” There is 
not enough about Sims REEVEs himself, details of his studies, and so forth. 

People are going about laughing—all business is suspended—chuckling and nudging is the 
order of the day. No more coughs and colds. Try Yoole’s Reminiscences. The Booksetland 
are all making jokes over the sale of Boswrti Hartron’s Tootr’s Reminiscences. A person 
went to one in Hatton Garden, and asked if he had one of TooLk’s reminiscences, ‘* No, he 
Hatton’t,” was the reply. And then the office-boys danced and cheered, and one who had 


previously rushed out with five-and-twenty copies under his arm, returned with, ‘‘ Sold 
again!’ I read bits of it here and there in the Sunday Times, but must sit down to 
it quietly, and be strapped into my arm-chair. A Physician will be at hand, to prevent 
me dyin’ o’ larfin’. 

One Moore book, called Spring Days. Even the Pall Mall Gazette describes it as ‘‘a 
nasty dish,” and can find scarcely a chapter without some “‘ flagrantly bad taste.” This baing 
so, perhaps its author will change its title to Spring Onions. This is a matter of taste for 

EPtinery. Spring! Spring! beautiful Spring! Loveliest Onion of the Year! sings the 
sady of Shalot (at a distance) to her own Baron Dr Book Worms, 


a 
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196 PUNCH, OR 


CHURCH AND STAGE; OR, ST. JAMES’S THEATRE. 


: leasant, poorly- 
THe Dean's Daughter is an unwholesome, unp Te aie 
Be actol play, with here and there some sharp, flashy writing, 


which is more acrimonious than amusing. 
novel-readers 


know, Zhe Dean’s 
Daughter is by 
the author of 
Ariane and As 
in a Looking 
Glass, which 
last was the 
novel that 


As 


made Yr. 
PuHILIPs’s re- 
putation. 


Ariane dra- 
matised was a 
repulsively 
realistic, but 
decidedly pow- 
erful drama. 
Init virtue was 
not rewarded, 
\\ as there was 

\\ nonetoreward; 
“i; but vice was 
’ punished, and 
z),_. the existence of 

all the unprin- 
M. Lafontaine in the street gipled, godless 
of the Dean, Soho. ‘ Per- gdpgmatis per= of St. James’s. 
fectly Abbé!” Poe was! reste !”’ 


shown to be thoroughly miserable. But in this play at the St. James’s 
the Divorce Court, like ‘‘ the Waverley Pen,” comes ‘‘like a boon 
and a blessing to men,” and women, too, and such small virtue as 
there is in the piece, or what the authors would have us accept as a 
substitute for virtue, is rewarded by Messrs. GRunpy and Puuzips 
by giving the divorced woman in marriage to the nominal co-respon- 
dent (after he has shot another would-be co-respondent, his rival), 
who clasps her to his manly breast in the presence of, her former 
husband (whom the divorce has freed in order to continue a liaison 
with somebody else), and of a third lover—a mere boy who might as 
well have been in Eton jacket and turn-down collars, with apples 
and sweets in his pocket,—whose hand and fortune this injured 
innocent, introduced into Society under an assumed name, has just 
accepted. On this “heroine of the Divorce Court,” before or after 
her marriage, an audience cannot waste its sympathy, as before 
marriage she is not in love with anybody,—though she foresees the 
probability of her being so with somebody after marrying the wrong 
person,—and, with her eyes open very wide indeed, she allows herself 
to be induced by her reprobate father, whom she despises, and her 
odious companion, Mrs. Fortescue, to marry a fortune and a title. 
Miriam St. Aubyn'is an ungrateful part, prettily and cleverly, if 
not brilliantly, played by Miss Ot¢a NETHERSOLE, who is possessed of 
considerable emotional power, can rise to dignity of action, and has 
the true touch of pathos in her voice. She comes from the Adelphi 
to play the daughter of the Dean, and her place in The Union Jack 
is taken by another of the Dean family,—Dororuy Dene. Another 
oe ie ae ie. Ceutian pee of Lady Ashwell in the piece 
‘HEA, and as she is to marr F 
ee also will Pe a Dororny Dean, ye Reo Aue ee 
suppose the somewhat scra i i i 
fet adolf thie Min ee ppy dialogue is mainly taken from the 
to be the comic relief of the 


‘\ 


The Very Rey. Rutland Bar- 
rington in the dress of the Dean 


“J’y dine; 


tem. Here, h 
irl in the country, and then reminds 


Act IV., justin time to il a fai i : 
ee es spou a fairly effective dramatic situation. 
bn NE Datroxtes, as the French Maid, is uncommonly 


: his walk reminde 
drawing the cart, of whom See ae 
exercise in the streets. Miss HIty says 
nls Bretly describes him. When the 
: fe et Prince underneath, and 
amatic though it must necessarily 


eesti 


little mechanical 
so much r i : 
ie. T' cently, taking his 
a, Ta, Prince 
- . . ' », v 
his ylolent scene is his best, me 
ee nee 
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e. Last, but certainly not least, comes the Very Revd. RurLanpD 
Seen Dean of be. James’s. He looks the Dean as well as 
did the late Joun Ciayton, but he is so intimately associated with 
Mr. Girzert’s Vicar, who wore much the same costume In The 
Sorcerer, that any audience would never be surprised were he to 
step forward and, to Mr. ARMBRUSTER’S excellent accompaniment, 
sing, ‘‘Ah me, I was a pale young Curate then.” Perhaps Jester 
GrorGE will provide him with lyrics pee his regret at having 
quitted that company with the refrain, ‘‘Ah me, I was a stout 
young Actor then!” But, pooh, bah! He is Manager now an 
Comedy actor. He has to play a part in which there is little wit and 
no finesse; it is the Reverend Mr. Pecksniff and Lady Ashwell 
ishis Mrs. Todgers. But Pecksniff, sober or inebriated, was estas 
and then in the end, he failed in his villany, and was only let o 
with a sound thrashing. The Dean is unpunished, for the possible 
loss of Lady Todgers’ hand and fortune wouldn’t affect him very 
much. The best-played scene, which does not owe much to the 
writing, is the one between Mr. Lewis WAtteR and Miss NETHER- 
SOLE, when the heavy haberdashery-young-man_kind of lover tells 
Miriam that her wishes are his commands, and says farewell for 
ever—only to reappear in the same place five minutes afterwards. _ 

The play is preceded by a One-Act Comedy called A Patron Saint. 
At present the St. James’s Management must be contented with one 
Saint as a Patron for the evil Dean’s doings. 1 fancy the patro - 
nage will not be considerable, either of saints or sinners. y 

T'o come from such exceptionally unwholesome ‘‘ home produce” as 
The Dean’s Daughter to so exceptionally wholesome a French piece 
as L’ Abbé Constantin, is as refreshing as escaping from an infected 
atmosphere into the pure air. M. Laronrarns is perfect _as the Abbé, 
a genuine French type. The delicacy of his art is a study, but there 
is no call upon him for any strongly emotional acting. The two young 
men’s parts are fairly acted. Miss Janz May, “‘ My Pretty JANE,” 
is not seen to advantage, and the piece, though pretty and simple 
enough, is deficient in any real dramatic interest. On Thursday, 
M. LAFONTAINE is to appear in Le Fils de Famille, and M. L’ Abbé 
should be reserved for occasional Matinées. J ACK-IN-THE-Box, 


DUE NORTH. 


Evenings at Lochglennie— Weather Notes—Finale. 


Our evenings are lively. Miss Mrtiie plays the piano, Miss 
Evetyn is a violonist, and Miss MapGE a banjoist. They all know 
each other’s music, and can play from memory almost any song or 
air that may be ‘‘ inquired for.” : 

D. B. is a proficient on the penny whistle, and DoLLy WHITE is a 
master of a small, peculiar-shaped instrument, of Italian nation- 
ality, called, I think, the occarina, which, when placed close to the 
performer’s lips, makes him look as if he were doing a conjuring trick, 
and pretending to swallow a baby’s shoe. GRANNIE plays a mirloton, 
which he has brought from Paris. The Baron’s instrument is the 
cornet-a-pistons, but, as the Good Aunt, who is our sole audience, 
declares she cannot possibly stay in the room with that noise, we 
insist on the Baron performing with a pocket-handkerchief stuffed 
into the cornet, the effect of which is very much as if he were 
playing it under the bedclothes. The Laird has made a life-long 
study of the side-drum. From his earliest years he was always 
attached to it, and it was attached to him,—by a string. Now his 
performance on it is that of a Professor. He is a Master of the Rolls. 

‘‘Very few people,” he says, when he finds you are inclined to 
talk seriously on the subject, ‘‘ very few people know what there is 
to be got out of a drum. Itis not all noise. How effective it is at 
military funerals, muffled!” 

This seems rather a gloomy view to take of it. When an invi- 
tation is sent tothe Laird to attend a funeral, do they add on his 
particular card, ‘‘ and bring your drum, muffled’? I don’t like to 
ask this, and he continues, ‘‘it is the universal instrument. All 
nations have the drum.” 

‘* And chickens have drumsticks,” puts in D. B. And by way of 
showing us that his remark was not meant seriously, he nods at me 
and says, ‘‘ How are you?” 

The Laird insists on my being provided with an instrument. The 
Wicked Uncle refuses to resign the triangle, which, he protests 
pathetically, he has played since the second night he came here, and 
wants to know why I shouldn’t have the fire-irons, as he had when 
he first arrived? This proposition seems to be considered as fair and 
just, and so GRANNIE hands me the poker and shovel, with which I 
have to serve my apprenticeship as it were, with the reversion of the 
triangle, on the departure of the Wicked Uncle. We are all in our 
places, with Miss Mitum at the piano. The orchestra is wonderfully 
successful. Perhaps the most effective of the morceaux is a song 
sung by D. B., entitled ‘‘ The Man that struck O’ Hara,” which 
offers peculiarly fine opportunities for the side-drum and the fire- 
irons. There is one part--a pause—where the chorus leaves off, and 
only the side-drum and the fire-irons come in with one tremendous 
crash, illustrating the force with which ‘‘the man that struck 
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O'Hara” was floored by the latter’s friends, who, to avenge his 
injuries, dragged his asssailant— 
** Down the passage, down the stairs, . 
Over tables, over chairs— 
Scarcely time to say his prayers——” 


Then, I think, in the awful pause that follows, comes the whack of 
the drum, together with the crash of the fire-irons—a most dramatic 
effect—as the chorus immediately bursts forth with savage exultation, 
** Rags and bones were all they left 
Of the man that struck O’HarRaA.” 


This so eee us all, that we play it over several times, on each 
repetition finding some new beauty in it, and finally finishing it with 


almost barbaric intensity. ) 

The Good Aunt looks at her watch. ‘‘ Half-past ten. ‘ God Save 
the Queen,’ if you please, Gentlemen,” she says, and, in compliance 
with the request of our audience, we give the National Anthem with 
full orchestration. . 

Then comes the last ceremony of the evening. Every lady who 
retires at ten is entitled to ‘‘ Musical Honours”—that it “By Order of 
the Laird,” each lady is escorted down the passages to her room by the 
male contingent of the orchestra, in full marching order. So GRANNIE, 
as dram aie walks first; then come the ladies with bed- 
chamber candles; then the band, at quick march, playing ‘‘ Bow- 
langer’s March,” alternated with the ‘ British Grenadiers,” as 
we call at the different rooms, and, having seen all the ladies to their 
apartments, we right-about-face, and march briskly back to the 
appropriate and inspiriting air of ‘‘ The Girl I Left Behind Me,” 
until we reach the Smoking-room, where we are disbanded, and go 
from labour to refreshment. 

Next Day, and Day after, and several Days after that.—Rain 
persistently. Waterproofs and umbrellas required, if only to walk 
about the garden. It sounds paradoxical, but it’s true, or ought 
to be, that, when it’s wet, it is tine for fishing. Plenty of fish in the 
river, but they remain there. I go on the moors, when they ’re 
driving, and catch a severe cold. 

Next day stay in, and see the sport from window, as the shooters 
are visible to the naked eye as they go up the hill. 

Happy Thought (as I see them in the distance).—‘*‘ How happy 
could I be with heather”—if it were only dry, and not such a 
trouble to walk through. 

At my Window.—They’re having good sport, judging from the 
reports | hear. Reports becoming more and more distant, and awh 
miniature mechanical toy-men and puffs of smoke can be seen throug 
glasses. ‘‘ Lookers on see most of the game.’ Quite untrue at this 
distance, as I see most of the men and nothing whatever of the game. 

GRANNIE, the fisherman, returns, despondently. He_has lost his 
best fly, which has been taken by a prodigious fish. ‘‘ So,” says he, 
‘*J was spoof’d over that.’’ He thinks it rather hard to be 
‘* spoof'd.”” But he has had no luck. ‘‘Are the flies,” I ask, 
—meaning a whole pocket-book full of them such as he has got— 
‘‘expensive?”? ‘* Yes,” he replies, ‘‘ they cost a goodish bit; but,” 
he adds, in the tone of a disappointed man, ‘‘so does all sport. 
What’s the use of climbing over moors, or wading up to your neck 
in water, merely to be spoof’d in the end?” I admit that this does 
sound hard, We talk sport generally, and I obtain some valuable 
information. Has he been lucky in horse-racing? ‘‘ No,’’ ke replies 
—‘‘lost.” Then he adds, with playful irony, ‘‘It’s ’osses makes 
the ’oof to fly.”” This, I presume, is a new sporting proverb. Play 
on the words, ‘‘’osses’’ and ‘‘’oof,” by dropping the ‘‘h.” ‘‘ No,” 
he explains, *‘‘’oof’ means coin.”? Unde derivatur ‘‘ Oof ” ? 

I keep private Meteorological Notes. We begin with,— 

Any Day.—10 AM.—Rain, Everything wet—turf, garden- 
seats, &e., &e. . 

10°30.—Sun. Everything dry. 

11.—Seorching. Must change things to summer suit. 

11°30.—Am in summer suit. Deluge of rain. Change again. 
Gaiters, goloshes, thickest boots, umbrella, sou’ wester. 

12°30.—Sun suddenly brilliant. Heat tropical,—moist heat, like 
yapour-bath. Birds singing. Open all windows. In-doors unbear- 
able. Gnats, flies, wasps, bees. Hang up waterproof, get rid of 

aiters, goloshes, &c. Return to summer clothing. Goin to lunch. 
Viaiee and windows open. Iced drinks. At lunch arrange for walk, 
going out in canoe, under shady trees, on river’s bank. Lawn tennis, 
if not too sultry, or sit under trees, in American chairs, reading. 

2°30.—Transformation scene! Quick change! Torrent of rain. 
Driving wind from 8.E. Rush for waterproofs.: Chilly. Arctic cold. 

3.—In-doors, putting on winter coi Lighting fires. Shutting 
all windows, Sit down to be comfortable. 

4'15.—Suddenly, sun, tropical heat again—let fires go out—go out 
ourselves—going to be fine? No—weather suddenly (every change 
in Scotland is sudden,—the people are cautious, but the weather is 
impulsive) becomes mixed, and, to express it he npiee we have no 
longer a solo of sun, or of rain, or of wind, nor do we have a duet of 
rain and wind; but we have a wonderful trio of sun, rain and wind, 
in unison! ! 
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It is a Grand Meteorological Opera. A magnificent symphony, or 
cantata,—water-cantata,—might be written entitled Zhe Weather, 
which idea I hereby offer to Sir ARTHUR SuLtIvan or Mr. GorING 
Tomas or Dr. MAcKENZIE, with my compliments, and ‘‘no fees.’ 
All that is required to-day, as the shades of eens ae round 
us, is that the First Act of the New Meteorological Scotch Opera 
should end with a magnificent ensemble of rain, hail, thunder, 
lightning, snow, all this to the ‘‘sun’s setting,” and with fine 
‘passages for the wind.”’ These last can be found in the house and 
outbuildings. As somebody sings, ‘‘ So the Story goes,” and so it 
goes on for ten days,—and then, on the first fine day, I go off ! 

No help for it; I’ve made all my arrangements. Must depart. 
There ’s no doubt about it. This is the first fine day, and bid tare- 
well I must to Lochglennie, and the last words that salute my ear as 
the train moves off come from D. B., who rushes to the corner of the 
platform, and just as the train is getting up its speed shouts, “* How 
are you?’? Towhich, the remembrance of GraNnNI®’s ill luck flashing 
across my mind at the moment, I have only time to reply ‘* Spoof’d!” 

And ‘*spoof’d” I am by the weather. And now “ Bock agen!” 
And so ends my ten days’ holiday Due North. 


DIVINE SHAKSPEARE AND THE GREAT SCOTT. 


Inmortat Dramatist and Novelist! Spell Scot with a single “*t,” 
and it will stand for Lord Ronatp of the Sculptor’s chisel. This 
coincidence has 
struck a student 
of Scorr’s Bor- 
der Minstrelsy, 
and, though too 
late for last 
week’s issue, 
some verses 
have arrived 
from ‘‘ AN OLD 
PaRLOUR- 
BorpER MInN- 
STREL,’’? which 
iii he says he has 
(fj, adapted from a 
Hj, familiar old 
"Scotch ballad to 
the occasion of 
Lord RonaLpD 
GOWER’S pre- 


Chiselled by a canny Scot. 


senting a statue of SHAKSPEARE to the people of Stratford-on-Avon, 
which event we chronicled last week. 


Arr (Old Scotch, like the Whiskey)—“ What gat ye for Supper, Lord Ronald, 
my son 27? 
1, 
Where gat ye your statue, Lord RonaLp, my son ? 
It’s as white as a spectre, my handsome young man.— 
Oh, I made it in France, mither,—mak my bed soon, 
And I’ve gi’en it to Stratford, and fain would lie doon. 


IT. 
Will ye do one for London, Lord RonaLp, my son, 
Now that SHakspEARE’s in Paris, my handsome young man ?— 
Oh, London saw mine, mither,—mak my bed soon, . 
And in Paris e’ est connu, so let me lie doon. 


III. 
Why not Morikre for London, Lord RonaLp, my son ? 
’T would be but politeness, my handsome young man.— 
Oh, I’m weary of Paris, mither,—mak my bed soon; 
The Bard took twelve years there,—so let me lie doon, 


The ‘‘Orp Partour-BorpER Mrinstrew’’ adds.that, ‘this, with 
the drone of the pipes, will enchant all hearers.” For the sake of 
metre, he wishes ‘‘ Paris” in the penultimate line to be pronounced 
‘‘Parrs,” as one syllable; thatis, if we see no objection—and we don’t, 

eee “ 


Important Portent!—Mr. Irvine, who is always making good 
speeches, made a telling one at Bolton, which, as reported, seems to 
have consisted principally of one lengthy but most’ appropriate 
quotation. But what was really remarkable was that, from begin- 
ning to end, he never once mentioned “‘Friend Tootr.” Hows 
this? Where was JosrEpH Boswett Hatton to note the portentous 
omission? JoHN LAWRENCE will address “‘ Friend Irving” with the 
words of the song that Miss Grack DAMIEN sings so ‘charmingly, 
‘* Can You Forget?” “ 

‘‘Orp Forks at Home.”—Mr. Barrry has written an interesting 
book, called Modern Methusalehs, The Author must be henceforth 
known as ‘‘ The Old Bailey.”’ 
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SOCIAL AGONIES. 
Angelina. ‘Look, Epwin! Mr. anp Mrs. DepLEIGH BorEHAM! I’M QUITE ASHAMED TO MEET THEM! THEY ’RE ALWAYS 
d 
ASKING Us TO DINNER, AND WE’ VE NEVER EVEN ASKED THEM INSIDE OUR HousE! WE REALLY MUST MAKE SOME RETURN !” 
Edwin, ‘‘SOME RETURN? - WHY, CONFOUND IT! ONCE WE ACTUALLY DID DINE WITH THEM! WHAT MORE CAN THEY EXPECT?” 


“THE SISTERS THREE . 2? Better their dismal daughters! Iron might | But Fates, like suns, must neither lag nor 


Alone may war with Chaos and old Night. haste, 
OR, THE LEAGUE OF PEACE, Scruple that shirks, and pity that will pule, | Not theirs to husband and not theirs to waste 
A Modern Bismarckian Version of an Ancient | May please the poets, but they cannot rule. | The thread attenuate, but to twirl, spin, slit, 
Classical Myth. ‘theo a Sisters”? knew not change nor | As what e’en they obey may order it. 
66 4 f if a rut ° e ° 
aah up Oe ee ordain ; Those old Greek singers had an eye for truth ; | And that, the higher overmastering source 


pain!” And that is something more oe can say | At ae ot web and shears, of fate and 
‘ Oe A aeanit . ae For sentimental twanglers of to-day. orcef | ; 
So mild Arcrnots, great Pheacia’s King, ee 7 Well, the wise ancients left that agent vague ; 


If ino - . > 
ae ee Bile oe Heche eee Then Lachesis! Yes—that’s the style of head | And so will I. It is the petty plague 


And I am scarcely “ mild,” to friend or foe, For her who, under guidance, spins the thread | Of little minds to pry. 


Of Policy—which is a kingdom’s life. My picture! So! 
omen a rte ete oe Wee Ladhosis neq gta eit timer strife, It does not follow MrcHarL ANGELO 
“Commands all time. all car ae pon l fat For all her haughty Hapsburg lip. Spin out | With any servile closeness, I admit. He 
N peng for him falls early or ms 1h iM > "| The gets thread lightly; veil that look of ee those os ios, he ee 

i ‘reeze all men’s marrow wi eir sto 
eae alle ype ae Aca th Which on the face of Clotho dwells and lingers. glare. Ee 
BE hen siny. « led acs Tone, |Tis yours to ‘make it pliant ’twixt the | The gazer who can front those orbs might dare 
Me the Fates rere oe 1 ae a Me, fingers,” [tissues.”’ | To meet Medusa’s petrifying glance. 

Thet’s more like cat wey ., | And ‘equalise ” (tis no light task!) ‘‘the | But times must change, creeds shift, and Art 
pie ee 3 Come, let’s Spin on; I have an eye upon the issues advance. : 
Clotho, the distaff-bearer : ties (ss Your Crown looms shadowy ; with ‘that dual | Masters may differ. This is my design 
’ ; ; rim ; 
ns re ontemplatiey eae glance afar, |O# tomp-lights “iene thine eo ee 
As LO sce 1e ser ranks ¢ : “ignts when—\é 8 : 
From some plain-dominating pinsale’ A man hath wined not wisely, but too well. |Than massive Mrcnazt’s, yet prepared to act 
eller master-piece: stands clear. | Fate, remember, must be firm and fell. Ty tin den Peommptness. A poles Pee 
s well, ) | t ould bid all war and tumult cease 
¢ fermania calmly spins the web of Peace ti ps Ses he y ay pe steney, Since the Three Fates form now a League of 
eee geen he Spindle shall not cease ready. gripping, and to use them Peace! 
That “is taff 28 ies ame | , Blessed Pax! | A crown of lesser height but firmer poise. 
flax,” led with smooth | Could Fates be glad, one might conceive she} Mrs, Ramsporwam, being told of the * Pas- 
As snfioth Caruttus—is it not go ?—sinog Lik joys, é; es tels’ Exhibition,” observed, ‘Let me see, who 
Must, in the present shaky state of thins’ | A ? ae young pard, in her life-slitting | is PasteL? Isn’t he a doctor who cured mad 
Be tirmly handled, or sedition’s shocks — ’ Whish cha l : : aogat At, must, be a. most: interesting alma 
Will send us back’to Erebus and Nox oh e would exercise without compune- ne an is opt the Crystal Palace, where the 
«RSENS als at Show was 
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“THE SISTERS THREE;” OR, THE TRIPLE ALLIANCE. 
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OUR NEW M.F.H. 


Mr. Topriz, our NEW M.F.H., HAS DECIDED TO HUNT THE HOUNDS HIMSELF; BUT FINDING IT IMPOSSIBLE TO REMEMBER THEIR 


NAMES, HE HAS ADOPTED 


ROBERT’S ESTONISHMENT. 


I HAv®r lived to see the day wen a Cheerman of a Copperashun 
Cummittee has publickly dared,—without a blush, as far as I coud 
see, and I fixt my egle gaze upon him as he spoke,—to xclaim to an 
estonished crowd, ‘‘ Water, brite Water for me! and give your 
wine to the trembling Debbawshe!’’ How the three or four 
ancient Deputys.as herd him liked the strange words of course I don’t 
know, but this I do know, that when a few ours arterwards the 
Cummittee was all seated cumferally together at their faverite 
Gildhall Tavern and me a waiting on ’em, as ushal, they all drunk 
the plucky Cheerman’s good helth together, and chaffed him most 
tremenjusly about his watery speech. But he bore it all chearfully, 
like a man and a brother, and tossed off a bumper of fine old Port 
after thanking them for their kyind wishes. 

So I needn’t have bin so werry grately alarmed at the Cheerman’s 
xtrornary speech, but he ewen did wuss then that on another simmy- 
ler ocashun, as I will now perceed to relate. 

It seams as the Copperashun, not kontent with setting up the best 
Skools, and the best Libery, and the best Markets, and the best 
Bridges in all the hole City, has lately gorn into the Parks and Open 
Spaces line, and after spendin about a quarter of a millyun of money 
in buying Epping Forrest, as I herd the Cheerman of the Cummittee 
say ony afew weeks ago, has quite lately took charge of Highget 
Woods, and wen sumbody arsked leave to put up a Fountane there, 
so that the pore littel boys and gals as goes there coud wash there 
hands, and setterer, the Copperashun not ony allowd it, but sent down 
a Cummittee to see as it was all rite, and to take charge of it, and it 
was on this ocashun that the Cheerman made the owdacious speech I 
havemenshuned. I was there, and J herd what was a going on, and I 
searcely xpects to be beleeved when I says that sum of the pore littel 


children, dreckly as the Cheerman’s back was turned, acshally went 
up and drunk sum of the werry cold water, pore littel things: The 
Cummittee might have let it run ginger beer just for wunce. But 


wuss remanes behind. For ony larst week the same Cheerman took 
down the werry same Cummittee to take over another Fountane, as 
another liberal minded Gent—tho’ he is a blooming Conserwativ— 
had offered to give for the Queen’s Park at Killburn, which is another 
of their good worx. 


It was a bitter cold day, so the bizziness was got thro’ rayther more | 


THE ABOVE CAPITAL PLAN, 


' quicker than afore, and wen the liberal conserwatif Gent had made 
his nice little speech and anded over his nice littel Fountane, the 
Cheerman stood forrard, and I coud seea wisibel shudder run through 
the elderly members of the Cummittee for fear as he shood commit 
hisself as afore. But no, he awoided the dellicate subjick alltogether, 
and made one of them bewtifool littel speeches as only Cheermen ean 
make, and the Cummittee was ewidently much releeved in their 
minds speshally the old uns. But, wunderfool to relate, insted of 
dessending from his stony pedestal of glory and retiring gracefoolly 
amid the peeple’s cheers, he acshally filled a pewter cup to the brim 
and quaffed it off without a shudder, and called upon his Committee 
to boldly stand forward and do likewise! Oh, the grim smiles upon 
their countynancys was a sight tosee! One ancient Deputy endevourd 
in wane to conceal his disgust, while another had the pluck to boldly 
annownce what all the others dowtless thort, namely, that he shood 
prefer it with jest a leetle drop of old Skotch whiskey in it! 
And now jest one word of frendly warnin to my kynd Patrons. 
It’s trew, as I’m told, that the Board of Warks, having failed to 
give sattisfaction by living on nothink but Work and Water, is about 
to give place to another Board with a different name, but with the 
same hutterly himpossibel condishuns, and you may be thinkin of 
haltering your old successful, becoz libberal, plan of hopperashtns, 
to catch a little fleating poppylarity. But it will be a orful mistake, 
for while it will chill and disappint your frends it will ony excite 
the contemt of your fos. ‘ROBERT, 


WHAT’S-HIS-NAME AND THE SATURDAY REVIEW. 


In answer to numerous Correspondents, we beg to state, on more 
than undoubted authority, that,— 

1. The ‘* Saturday Review’ will not in future appear every Tues- 
day. 2. That tt will be edited by tts Editor in London, and not in a 
Cottage near the ‘* Merrie Green Wood.” 3. That its Editor ts 
wor going to undertake the chief direction of the Detective and 
Private Inquiry Department of the Police under the sobriquet of 
‘*Pornocky.” 4. That neither Mr. What’s-his-name nor Mr. 
What-you-may-call-um is engaged on the paper. 5. That every 
report put about by Thingummy Bob when he was rather Thingummy 
Tight is hereby emphatically contradicted. 
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PRIMITIVE ARITHMETIC. 


New Mistress. ‘“ AND WHAT WAGES DO YOU EXPECT ?” 


New Cook. ‘‘WeEtt, MuM, IT DEPENDS ON THE STYLE YOU LIVE IN. 
DINING-ROOM, ENTRANCE ’ALL AND DOORSTEP, AS WELL AS THE COOKING, LIKE IN A MIDDLE 
But ir I’M To HAVE A KITCHEN-MAID TO ’ELP, AND 
’OUSE, I SHALL REQUIRE 


CLASS ’OUSE—TWENTY PouUNDS A YEAR. 


ee THE COOKING TO ATTEND TO, ‘LIKE IN A GENTLEMAN'S 
orTy !” iar * 
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) HISTORY AND MYSTERY. 


[At Liverpool, Queen PATIENCE, et. 19; wife 
of the deposed King JA-JA, was iigty charmed 
with the railways and the electric light, but 
) imputed both to the inventive genius of the 
WY) “debble,” “as man have no sabbey do dem 
q wi) Y tings.’— Evening Paper.) 

SY if! hy y Oxp English worthies never saw 
| The Railway or Electric Light, 
Which, seen but unexplained, with awe 

And wonder would have dazed their sight; 
Such marvels, certés, they ’d have thought, 
Could be by warlocks only wrought. 


Witchcraft, not very long ago, | 
Stood on the code of actual crimes ; 
Most things whose causes none could know 
Were magic in the good times. 
Whate’er they didn’t understand, 
To solve the “‘ debble” was at hand. 


Grave doctors, lawyers, and divines, 
Regarded, from their point of view, 
As portents, prodigies, and signs, 
And cantrips, to his action due, 
Each new discovery science made. 
Invented by the ‘‘debble’s”’ aid. 


In her philosophy, to-day, ; 
Drea Pisa not Move a child, 
Is just about as wise as they, 
When faggots were for witches piled. 
The learned need not boast, a pebble 
They care no longer for the ‘‘ debble.” 
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A Last Frare-up!—The flickering Lord 
Mayor, who will be extinguished on the 
Ninth of November, has been writing to 
the papers, indignantly denying that when 
in Belgium he ever made the ‘‘ ridiculous 
statements” or expressed the ‘‘ contemptible 
opinions’? about London (e.g., its being 
‘the cesspool of Europe’’) that have been 
attributed to him. Neither Mr. Punch, 
nor any other sensible citizen, ever for one 
moment believed that the now flickering 
and sputtering Civic Light could have 
‘* said such a tings.” The idea of a Lord 
Mayor of London fouling his own Mayor’s 
nest! Why, it would be enough to make 
WuHittineton ‘‘ turn again” in his grave. 
Farewell, brave PotyporE! Here comes 
the Ninth of November, with the Extin- 
guisher, and the next Lord Mayor’s banquet 
will be your ‘‘ blow out!” 


Ir I’M TO DO THE 


SEEN YOUR CRISPI? 

Signor Crispi, the Italian Premier, having recently been inter- 

viewed by an English Journalist, a representative from 85, Fleet 

Street, was despatched to Rome to see him. The following is the 

report that has been received from our Correspondent, which is pub- 

lished with all rights reserved, but not necessarily as a guarantee of 
good faith. 

. I must say I was a little surprised to find that instead of being 

e short compactly-built Italian,” as I expected to see him, from 

the description furnished by my journalistic colleague, Signor CRISPI 

was decidedly podgy, not to say stout. He received me with great 

opnrtsey, seating himself gracefully on the only chair there was in 

ye room, and apologising profusely for not being able to offer me one 

“You have seen, no doubt,” he said, wi i 

e seen, no do with a smile, ‘‘that your 

oe. in interviewing me, ‘had not exchanged hali-acdiaan 

with me ere he recognised in me a man to whom waste of 

a and verbal banalities were assuredly little less than intolerable.’ 

cone pent And now what can I do for you?” 
. end me half-a-crown,” I replied, from force of habit, 

. o my peprise he produced the coin, and, fora moment, I thought 

: a ; i ip ah Present it to me. However, the shrewd common 

poke n conquered, and he replaced it in his waistcoat 

fou will pardon me, but. to ; i 
» but, to please a dear 1] i 
- opted ee eed never to put my ss, bil reese 
sg a sixpence to any one, I am unwilling to deceive 


‘* Well, if you will not do me this trifling favour,’”’ I replied, a 
ae vexed, ‘*perhaps you will reveal the secret of your future 
policy. 

‘‘ With pleasure,” returned Signor Crispi, promptly; ‘* but I 
must rely on your discretion to tell no one save the readers of your 
paper. If you cannot give me that assurance, I must be, as we say 
in Italy, as dumb as a plum-pudding, and as reticent as a mince 
pie. . 

I gave the required assurance. 

‘* Now I can tell you what I propose todo. As you are aware, we 
have a secret treaty with Russia (the Emperor Witttam brought it 
from St. Petersburg, as a present for me, in his portmanteau) and 
relying upon this we shall insult France next month so grossly that 
we are sure to be nicely at war with her by Christmas. Consequently 
I would advise you to sell for the fall.” 

‘* Most interesting,’ I murmured, ‘‘ and now tell'me about England. 
I think you were in London?” 

‘* Only for a short time—six months. But I admired your city. 
Your Vauxhall Bridge Road was magnificent! ”” 

** Did you see any of the buildings,—monuments ?” 

‘Why, certainly, yes. Your Victoria Station was not then built, 
but your Lambeth Suspension Bridge was splendid! ” 

** Where did you lunch ?”’ 

“At a baker’s. I used to buy a crumpet, soak it well in water, 
and eat it. It was really excellent!” 

4 Yes—and could you speak the language ?” 

Only a few words. ‘Cabman, you are a thief—I will not pay 
you your fare!’ This sentence was electric, and, thanks to the 
teaching of the Cabmen, I soon learned good, strong, forcible 
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English. For instance, I thoroughly understand the value of the'| _ The Italian Premier then produced the latest edition of the Comie 
termination of Amsterdam. I also acquired from them the rudi- Blackstone, which I assured him would indeed be of infinite service 


ments of boxing.” _to him. ' 
‘Do you take any interest in our country, now that youhaveso, ‘‘And now I must leave you, as the King has been waiting for 
much to do in your own Parliament?” I asked. me for the last hour and a half. You will forgive me for locking up 


‘* Assuredly, yes,” he replied. ‘‘ When your journalistic colleague the side-board, but it contains not only spirits, but some valuable 
called, I showed him Mr. Rrrcutn’s Local Government Bill, which plate.” 
had been sent to me, I fancy, as a practical joke. However, Ihave; And thus the interview ended. Two minutes later I was in the 
determined to understand it, and have procured to assist me in that | street, carrying with me a strange umbrella, that I had sec®tly 
endeavour this beautifully illustrated work, which I am told is your| secured as a memento of my very interesting visit. I have retaine 
standard authority on all matters of law.” that umbrella ever since! 
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PRAYER - Book 
Reviston. — Mr. 
Rospert FOWLER 
will probably be 
invited to join 
this Committee. 
His department 
will be to bring 
outanew Psalter. 
PRINCE KARL, 
at the Lyceum, 
seems to be a 
puzzle to such 
playgoersas have 
seen it. An in- 
coherentand gro- 
tesque sort of 
American farce 
with a part in the 
| broken Dutch 

dialect that Rip 
VAN JEFFERSON once made so popular here at the Adelphi. It might 
be termed a ‘‘ What-you-may-Karl-it”’ sort of piece. 


“CUM GRANO SALIS.” 


Old Method for Catching a very Old Bird—the Goose 
that Lays the Golden Eggs. 


THE GORDON MONUMENT AND ITS MESSAGE, 


[On October 16, at 11°30, the Gordon Monument in Trafalgar Square was 
unveiled by Mr. PLunxeEv, the First Commissioner of Works, without speech 
or formality of any kind. ] 

In silence! Somewhere in the wild Soudan 
Lies, silent too, the calm heroic man, 
Whom none of English blood henceforth may name 
Without a thrill of pride shot through with shame. 
And here’s his statue! Slain afar, alone! 
Memory needs no memorial of stone 
To speak of GorpDoN, or awake a thought 
Of the pure paladin who toiled and fought 
For England, and Humanity, and Heaven ; 
The record of whose life should be a leaven — 
Of quickening greatness in a factious age 
Of petty jealousies and Party rage. 
Fortitude, Faith, and Justice; noble three, 
Linked by the gentle bond of Charity, 
These deck his statue as they graced his life. 
England, with pride and shame so much at strife 
In every proud and patriotic breast, 
What speech avails? Silence perchance is best. 
But there ’s a work of his, memorial high 

» At once of Gorpon and of Charity, 
Which we, without o’ermuch of empty speech, 
May carry on. To save, to help, to teach 
The young of England was our hero’s aim. 
To let his death destroy his work were shame. 
Gorpon’s Boys’ Home! There speaks a strong appeal, 
Which every heart of British make should feel. 
It cries for aid ; response should not be slow : 
For hearty help thereto, right well we know, 
Would fill the hero’s heart with more content 
Than glowing praise or glorious monument. 


AN APPEAL TO THE PUBLIC. 


_ Last Thursday Sir AnTHUR. SULLIVAN gave an amusing and 
instructive lecture at the Birmingham and Midland Institute on 


arp, a four-string fiddle, 
Curiously enough,” continued 
with the exception of the horn, exactly 


instruments that we See nearly every Saturda 
side a London public-house.”’ 


“we”? The three Savoyards 

Killaloe, and the eminent lecture 

but © ae every Saturday 
we’ see ther 

an gadmission, 

accorded to Sir 

advice 
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RECKLESS WRECKERS. 


On the first night of the re-opening of the St. James’s Theatre, 
under the management of the Rev. Mr. Rurtanp BaArrineton, 
there seems to have been a row. Some | 
unprofessional critics in the gallery . _,°) al bare 
objected to something that Mr. CLEMENT ~~. ‘ft 
Scorr, the able critic, attached deeply 
to the Daily Telegraph, had written  (\ 
about ‘‘ Wreckersona First Night,” and \ \\ 
to prove how unprejudiced they were, \\ 
and how quietly they could behave, the SN 
Wreckers in the alory who resented SS alesse 
the Critic’s accusation, determined to J bee 
give the In-Ciement Scort D.T. fits; == = 
and so the Gods yelled at him from — «pHi, must 
above, and though guarded by achival- ~ 
rous Knight, Sir JosepH the Erudite of the order of Minerva, these 
rowdies followed him, threatening personal violence. It was more 
than ten to one against Mr. Scotr coming off scot-free. But he 
did. Only—where were the police? or where was a policeman to act 
as a Coast-guardsman, and rout or arrest the reckless ‘‘ Wreckers ” ? 
If they begin this with Critics what will they do with Editors! f 
Guilty Cinnas will tremble if violent mob-lawlessness is to supersede 
comfortable criticism. So, down with premieres altogether! Let’s 
have a solemn critic’s night with the critics arranged on their 
benches, ‘‘a terrible show,” no disturbing ‘‘ wreckers” present, and 
smoking allowed in every part of the house. 


a. a. Leb. 


BORN, 1812. DIED, OCT. 12, 1888. 


A Name that fame will link with the Cheap Press! 
He seized the moment and he snatched success. 
The proletariat pence he found would build 

A fortune for the shrewd and the strong-willed, 
As well and swiftly as patrician pounds. _ 
Keenness that measures, kindness that abounds, 
Are not the worst equipment for that strife 

Of loves and interests which men call Life. 

With him ’tis o’er, and many known to fame 
Have left less good and less-enduring name. 


be stopped.” 


THE PASTELLIST OF THE PAVEMENT. 


Mr. Sata—it could have been no one else—in a lively and instruc- 
tive article on ‘* Pastels”? in last Saturday’s 
Daily Telegraph, describes the art and artist 
| thus :— 
; ‘It holds a middle rank between drawing and 
painting. The draughtsman, strictly so called, 
executes his designs with the lead pencil, the pen, 
or the chalk crayon. With the last he may work 
on a tinted ground, he may even use brown 
chalks, also he may employ red.” .... “The 
4 worker in pastel is essentially a worker ‘in the 
1. dry.’ Moisture is the greatest foc he has to fear.” 
.... “Instead of palette and brushes, the pas- 
tellist needs only a long box, the compartments of 
which are filled with coloured crayons,” &e., &c. 
After reading this, put a penny in your 
pocket, and go and watch the’method of the *Bastellist of he Pave. 
ment, who brings his chalks in the morning, and walks his chalks 
off in the evening. He is indeed a ‘‘ worker in the dry,” and 
““morsture is the greatest foe he has to fear,” for a shower of rain 
causes him and his colours to run together, _The only brush he is 
likely to have is one with the police, but this is very rare, as the 
Pastellist of the Pavement is inoffensive and industrious. ‘The Art 
is, from the nature of the case, low, but when the Pastellist of the 
Pavement has arrived at a certain pitch—a good one in a respectably 
frequented thoroughfare—there he sticks, and never gets beyond it. 
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‘Coon As A CucumpBEr.”’—In the Times of last Thursday, Mr. Joun 
FINUCANE wrote a letter indignantly denying that in a speech at 
Windygap”’—(number of blusterous speeches made at many Windy- 
gaps all over the country and by men of all sorts and conditions of 
parties) —he had told the blacksmiths to shoe the landgrabbers’ 
orses and *‘drive the nails into the quick.” He wrote at a white 
heat from ‘‘ Coole House, Caherelly, County Limerick.” But if 
anyone’ s residence should be styled ‘‘ Coole House,” it should be 
that of the Irish Secretary, who is ‘‘ coolas a cucumber.” How some 
of the Nationalist ‘ Coolies” would like to give Cucumber BALFouR 
a dressing with a taste of his own vinegar and plenty of pepper! 


wingz, or Pictures of any description, will 


To this rule 
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AN UNSELFISH MAN. 


Colonel Slyboots, M.P. ‘‘So soRRY TO LEAVE YOU ALL ALONE AT 
Mupzoro’, My LOVE; BUT DUTY WILL COMPEL ME TO BE AT MY POST 
AT WESTMINSTER FOR THE AUTUMN SESSION, YOU KNOW. So DULL 
IN TOWN WITHOUT YOU, TOO.” 

Mrs. S. ‘Pook DEAR! THEN I ’LL ACCOMPANY YoU, MY ANGEL!” 

Colonel S. ‘OH, ON NO ACCOUNT. WOULDN’T HEAR OF IT!” 


~ = 


~ 


CATCHING THE EARLY BOAT. 


In Bed; at the Highland Hotel, Oban.—What an extraordinary 
thing is the mechanism of the human mind! Went to sleep last 
night impressed with vital importance of waking at six, to catch 
early steamer to Gairloch. And here Iam—broad awake—at exactly 
5°55! Is it automatic action, or what? Like setting clockwork for 
explosive machine. When the time comes, I blow up—I mean, get 
up. Think out this simile—rather a good one... Need not have 
been so particular in telling Boots to call me, after all. Shall I get 
up before he comes? He’ll be rather surprised when he knocks at 
the door, and hears me singing inside like a lark. But, on reflec- 
tion, isn’t it rather petty to wish to astonish an Hotel Boots? And 
why on earth should I get up myself, when I’ve tipped another 
fellow to get me up? But suppose he forgets to call me. I’ve no 
right, as yet, to assume that he will. To get up now would argue 
want of confidence in hin—might hurt his feelings. I will give 
him another five minutes, poor fellow. . 

Getting Up.—No actual necessity to get up yet, but, to make 
assurance doubly—something or other, forget what—I will 
do. Portmanteau rather refractory ; retreats under bed—quite ten 
minutes before I can coax it out... When I haye, it won’t let 
me pack it. That’s the worst of this breed of brown portmanteaus 
—they’re always nasty-tempered.. However, I am getting a few 
things into it now, Ai degrees, Very annoying—as fast as I put 
them in, this confounded portmanteau shoots them out again! If 
I’ve put in that pair of red and white striped pyjamas once, I’ve 
done it twenty times—and they always come twisting and rolling 
out at the back, somehow. Fortunate I left myself ample time. 

Man next door to me is running it rather fine. He has to catch 
the boat, too, and he’s not up yet! Hear the Boots hammering 
away at his door. How can a fellow, just for the sake of a few more 
minutes in bed—which he won’t even know he’s had !—go and risk 
losing his steamer in that way? I7ll do him a good turn—knock at 


I | things to put on—because I really can’t go about like this! 


the wall myself. ‘‘ Hi! get up, you lazy beggar. Look sharp— 
youll be late!’ He thanks me, in a muffled tone, through the 
wall. Heis a remarkably quick dresser, he tells me—it won’t take 
him thirty-five seconds to pack, dress, pay his bill, and get on board, 
If that’s the case, I don’t see why J should hurry. I’ve got mtich 
more than that already. 

At the Quay.—People in Oban stare a good deal. Can’t quite 
make out reason, unless they’re surprised to find me up so early. 
Explain that I got up without having even been called. Oban popu- 
lace mildly Papriscd, and offer me neckties— Why ? 

Fine steamer this; has a paddle-wheel at both ends—‘‘ because,” 
the Captain explains, ‘‘ she fis not only to go to Gairloch—but come 
back as well.” 

First-rate navigator, the Captain; he has written my weight, the 
date of my last birthday, and the number of the house I live in, down 
in a sort of ledger he keeps. He does this with all his passengers, 
he tells me, reduces the figures to logarithms, and works out the 
ship’s course in decimals. No idea there was so much science in 
modern seamanship. 

On Board.—Great advantage of being so early is that you can 
breakfast quietly on deck before starting. Have mine on bridge of 
steamer, under awning ; everything very good—ham-méringues 
excellent. No coffee, but, instead, a capital brand of dry sparkling 
marmalade, served, sailor-fashion, in small pomatum-pots. 

What a small world we live in! Of all people in the world, who 
should be sitting next to me but my Aunt Marra! I was always 
under the impression that she had died in my infancy. Don’t like 
to mention this, because if I am wrong, she might be offended. But 


‘|if she did die when I was a child, she ought to be a much older 


woman than she looks. I do tell her this—because it is really a 
compliment. 

_ My Aunt evidently an experienced traveller, never travels, she 
informs me, without a pair of globes and a lawn-mower. She offers, 
very met to lend me the Celestial globe, if the weather is at all 
windy. This is behaving “ke an Aunt! 

Weare taking in live-stock ; curious-looking creatures, like spotted 
pug-dogs pay bigger and woollier, of course) and without horns. 
Somebody leaning over the rail, next to me (I think he is the Public 
Prosecutor, but am not quite sure), tells me they are ‘‘ Scotch Short- 
breads.” Agreeable man, but rather aie to staring. 

Didn’t observe it before, but my Aunt is really amazingly like 
Guapstonr. Ask her to explain this. She is much distressed that I 
have noticed it; says she has felt it coming on for some time; it is 
not, as she justly complains, as if she took any interest in polities 
either. She has consulted every doctor in London, and they all tell 
her it is simply weakness, and she will outgrow it with care. Singu- 
lar case—must find out (delicately whether it’s catching. 

We ought to be starting soon ; feel quite fresh and lively, in spite 
of having got up so early. Mention this to Captain. Wish he and 
the Public Prosecutor wouldn’t stare at meso. Just as if there was 
something singular in my appearance! 

They ’re embarking my portmanteau now. Knew they would have 
a lively time of it! It takes, at least, four sailors, in kilts, to manage 
it. Ought I to step ashore and quiet it down? Stay where I am. 
Don’t know why, but feel a little afraid of it when it’s like this. 
Shall exchange it for a quiet hand-bag when I get home. 

Captain busy hammering at a hole in the funnel—dangerous place 
to spring a leak in—hope he is making it watertight. The hammering 
reminds me of that poor devil in the bedroom next to mine at the 
Hotel. He won’t catch the boat now—he can’t! My Aunt (who has 
left off looking like Mr. GLApsToNE) asks me why I am laughing. I 
tell her about that unfortunate man and his “ thirty-five seconds.” 
She screams with laughter. Very humorous woman, my Aunt. 

Deck crowded with passengers now: all pointing and staring... 
at whom? Ask Aunt Marra. She declines to tell me: says, severely, 
that, ‘‘ If I don’t know, I ought to.” 

Great Heavens! it’s at me they’re staring! And no wonder—in 
the hurry I was in, I must have packed everything up! ....I’ve 
come away just as I was! Now I understand why someone offered 
me a necktie. Where shall I go and hide myself ? Shall I ever 
persuade that beast of a portmanteau to give me out one or two 
Captain 
still-hammering at funnel—but he can’t wake that sleepy-headed 
idiot in the next room. ‘‘ Louder—knock dowder, or the boat will go 
without him! Tell him there isn’t another for two days. He’s said 
good-bye to everybody he knows at Oban—he will look such an ass 
if he doesn’t go, after all!” . Not the least use! Wonder what 
his name is, My Aunt says she knows, only she won’t tell me—she’ll 
whisper it, as a great secret. She is just about to disclose the name, 
which somehow, I am extremely curious to know—when.... 
Where am I? Haven’t they got that unhappy fellow up yet? 
Why the dickens are they knocking at my door? I’ve been on board 
the steamer for hours, I tell you! Eh? what? Five minuteg to 
eight! And the Gairloch boat?’ ‘‘Sailed at usual time—seven. 
Tried to make you bear—but couldn’t.” .... Confound it all! 
Good mind not to get up all day—now ! 
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BARBARIANS AT PLAY. 


John Bull, ** Pray ‘FoorBa., BY ALL MEANS, MY BOY—BUT DON’I LET IT BE THIS BRuTAL Sort oF Tune !” 


A NATIONAL G AME; Strangers had the kick off, and upon Smiru, for the Home team, 


securing the ball, and making a very pretty run with it down the 
Or, What it seems likely to be coming to. centre, he encountered JonxEs, who, taking a well-timed and vigorous 


spring, mounted on his neck, when by an adroit twist, cracking his 
MrpLand Yanoos vy. Norn Country Savaces. cae : Y, : 8 


formi ine, he obliged him to relinquishit. The ball was then dribbled 
THESE two formidable and feroci : pane g q 
ee rsented yesterday ae and ferocious teams were both powerfully rapidl 


: y towards the Strangers’ goal, where a spirited scrimmage ensu- 
Af the Subscet ot the first match of the season that came off | ing, Brown and Ropryson, the half-backs, speedily had their thighs 
Se coming repre a under the Thugby Association Rules, | dislocated amidst a general breaking of arms and crackling of ribs. 

st ae sere errand shew ae meaty tactics, the afternoon’s play | Some brilliant combinations now followed on the part of the Home 


Miiarts now oumonte conten lly prolific in the fatalities and|team. Parxinson, who had already had his jaw broken, and a 


inseparable f 2 P . : : : . 
tested 1:atch, and the takings for Sa i - ee on blood-vessel ruptured, beings however, obliged to use his hands, a 


proceeding which instantly brought Jones into his neighbourhood, 


reesei cies ge = 
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“A WORD IN 


‘NEVER MIND, MEASTER!—UP YE GETS AGEN, 


who, once more successfully repeating his famous leap, again cracked 
the spine, and left his second man dead upon the field. It being 
now only within a few minutes of the calling of time, and thirteen 
of the Home team being, more or less, seriously disabled, while 
only four of the Strangers were left to limp to their places, the 
Umpire decided that the game was over for the day, and the majority 
of the injured men were forthwith removed to the local Hospital from 
the ground on stretchers. A riot among the betting fraternity, who 
were attending the match in great numbers, that at one moment 
seriously threatened to imperil’ the peace of the locality, was 
eventually quelled by the Police. 


THROUGH AN IMPERIAL HORSEHE-COLLAR. 


Ir appears that during the German Emperor’s visit to Naples a 
Newspaper Correspondent, disguised as a waiter (what would our own 
‘‘RoBERT”’? say to such a freak?), was present at an Imperial 
luncheon. It seems that King HumBert was kept on the broad grin 
by the KarsEr’s witticisms and practical jokes. Amongst the latter 
was the admirable jest of preventing Prince Henry of Prussia from 
seeing a passing torpedo-boat by pushing him back into his seat. 
This mirth-provoking plaisanterie, according to the journalistic 
garcon, caused His Majesty of Italy to explode with laughter. 
Fortunately for the world, a record of some of the other quaint con- 
ceits of WILLIAM THE SEconpD has been preserved, from which the 
following short paragraphs are extracted :— 

A Rather Fishy Remark.—Prince Henry having cut his finger 
in attempting to eat peas with a carving-knife (after the German 
fashion) his Illustrious Brother thrust a couple of inches of sea-snake 
over the wounded part. ‘‘ What have you done that for?” asked 
His Royal Highness. ‘‘I want to make it ‘eel!’” was the witty 
reply. Count Hersrrt Von Bismarck (who was in attendance) 
valed with merriment for more than an hour. 

Consommé-ate Wit.—The King of Iraty was taking some soup, 
when by suddenly jogging His Majesty’s arm the German Emperor 
caused some of the savoury liquid to trace a pattern upon the Royal 
shirtfront. ‘‘ What did you do that for? Do you know what you 
have done ?” inquired the Italian Monarch, rather hotly. ‘‘ I owes 
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SEASON,” &c. 


You WOR WERRY NIGH OFF THAT TIME!” 


the soup,” replied the German Emperor, in excellent English. 
‘*T soup owes!’ Count Von Bismarck (who was in attendance) 
had. to swallow a table-cloth to suppress smiling. 

Butter and Butter.—Before leaving Naples the Emperor got up 
early, and, running to the apartments reserved for his io host, 
plastered the passage in their immediate neighbourhood with butter. 
The Crown Prince, slipping down, sprained his ankle, and smilingly 
declared that he did not like butter-slides so early in the morning. ‘‘ I 
see,” responded WILLIAM THE SEcon»D, ‘‘ butter late than never!” 
Count Von Bismarck (who was in attendance) commenced dancing 
a saraband to conceal his merriment. 

Grimaldi Outdone.—At the Review at Rome the German Emperor 
rode rather a restive charger. His Majesty, being an indifferent 
horseman, was soon thrown into the midst of the Italian Royal 
Family, occupying a barouche. Immediately recovering his com- 
posure, he made a grimace, and exclaimed, using the Imperial 
Plural, ‘‘ Here We are again!”’ Count Von Bismarck (who was in 
attendance) stood upon his head, as a token of silent sympathy. 


From the above it will be seen that, should it be considered advis- 
able to produce a Pantomime in Berlin next Christmas, at the Im- 
perial Court, there will be no difficulty in procuring a thoroughly 
efficient amateur Clown. 


‘‘Sorvitur STEAMENDO.”’—Ten days ago Sir Epw-RD W-TK-N 
sailed for India in the P. & O. Arcadia. In Arcadia there is much 
to be learnt, and the Great Railway Arcadian is anxious, we hear, to 
ascertain by personal inspection how it baa Teee that the Mails are 
carried distances up to 12,000 miles, and, such is the excessive 
punctuality, always delivered before, not after, time by the 
**P, & O., Weather or no” (as one of their own P. and Oets sings), 
with a view of applying the same system on the S. E.R. Yes, 
S. E. R. No more late trains ! 


A Protrest.—Our ‘‘ RopERT”’ wishes it to be publicly known that 
his surname is not ExsMERE. ‘‘ This HELSMEER,”’ he writes, ‘‘Js, as 
I ear, a clergyman, and I may ave bin mistook for im, on account of 
simmerlarrity of kostoom, wich is a kumplerment to the revvrunt 
gent in henny case.” 


208 


— 


WS) *& 
2 = i a in 


—— 


Mr. J. L. T-nz, Lorp R. G-w-r, Lorp Mayor TorPEDO (ELECT), 
AnD Mr. Osc-rk W-L-DE, ADOPT THE NEW STYLE, AND LEAD THE 
FASHION ON Noy. 5TH. 

“Men’s Dress.—If it be true, as announced, that men are going to wear 


embroidered trousers this season, the first step will be taken towards a further 
embellishment of masculine attire.”— Daily News. 


A PLAYGOER’S PROTEST. 

DEAR Mr. Puncn, 

I am nobody,—not even a Critic. Still less am I a dramatist 
or a librettist. I am simply a playgoer, and a reader of criticisms 
upon plays. And there are some matters concerning both the plays 
and the criticisms which puzzle me exceedingly. 

So far as I can gather, certain Critics seem to have two ways of 
dealing with a man who has made a shining, and especially a sudden, 
success. The one is to ‘‘slate”” him with unmeasured maliciousness, 
the other to beslaver him with indiscriminate praise. It is rather 
difficult to decide which is the more offensive, the splenetic 
slaughtering, or the fulsome gush. 

Tam a lover of all sorts and conditions of music, ‘‘ from gay to 
graye, from lively to severe,” I may almost say from the sublime to 
the ridiculous. I am also a great admirer of Mr. GinBeRt’s peculiar 
humour, especially when it is wedded to Sir ARTHUR SULITVAN’S 
music. You may imagine, therefore, that I anticipate with immense 
pleasure the production of a new piece at the Savoy. I do not go to 
First Nights, but I eagerly scan the Press notices of the new piece, 
with a view of tasting, as it were, in advance the quintessential 
flavour of the treat in store for me. And if I can obtain a copy 
of the Ores before seeing the performance itself, I do so, and read 
it carefully. 

Of course, therefore, I promptly perused the Press Criticisms of 
the Yeomen of the Guard. Whata promising consensus of praise! 
GILBERT at his best, Sunttvan better than ever! The music was 
almost bound to be good ; 
— literary banquet,—it the admiring Critics had not made the 
ret ~ - of quoting. Then—well, then, I began to have my 

One Critie ina Sunday paper, for instance, was 
tory. Coming to particulars, he quoted with at 

“The rose’s sigh 

Were as a carrion’s ery 
To lullaby 
Such as I'd sing to thee, 
ae : Were I thy bride! ” 
18 1s not nonsense, I a 

Dutchman, It may be that Mr, Gia is a Se - 
pr reer oe tes But the Critic praised the lines as they are printed ! 
‘she bee a ee rely TaRiews quoted in brackets the words 
hamoronsthyme it" Pe ut uted a marvellously original and 
the novel coupling of “love” ant ree Shes perth . 
post-Ingoldsby po “Greenwich ? a6 nailer ee 
o spinach,” x poet} ne a en wie ; as perfectly antiphonetie to 
. g ates Sir ARTHUR on his good fortune 


aving such lyrics as thes : 
S as these to s : 
Here be specimens :— se to set to music, Such lyrics as these ? 


“Here ’s a man of jollity 
Gibe, joke, jollify! ~’ 
e Give us of your quality 
Come fool, follify ! 
If this be not the merest 


are feeble, what in the nar doggere 
at iL, ne name ot n 


te 


generally lauda- 
approbation the lines :— 


“ River none can mollify ;— 
Into it we throw 
Fool who doesn’t follify, 
Cock who doesn’t crow! ”? 
| with rhymes as forced as they 
letre gone mad 7s it ? : 
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Again :— 
“1st Yeoman. Did’st thou not, oh, LEONARD MERYLL: 
Standard lost in last campaign, 
Rescue it at deadly peril— 
Bear it bravely back again ? 
Chorus—LEONARD MERYLL, at his peril 
Bore it bravely back again !”’ 


Is this so very much above the level of the celebrated a cone be» 
‘played with” (and poempted to rhyme to) “the sea-gull ! ~ 
it anything like as good as the old nursery jingle— 

“ There was a little girl 
Who had a little curl 
Which hung down the middle of her orehead, 
And when she was good 
She was very, very good ; 
But when she was bad, she was horrid!” 


Mr. Girperr as‘a lyrist is not altogether unlike that illustrious 
young lady. At any rate, when he is good—as in most of the Bad 
Ballads and many of his Operas—he is very, very good. Like his 
own Point, he has ‘‘a pretty wit,’ but in this piece at least seems 
very chary of exercising it. He doubtless can “jest you, jibe you, 
quip you, crank you,” only he doesn’t ; though he does ‘‘ wrack 
you’? with bad verse, and ‘‘riddle you” with forced rhymes, e.g. :— 


‘Joyful, joyful ! ‘* Fate all flowery 


When virginity Bright and bowery 
Seeks, all coyfrel Is her dowery ! 
Man’s affinity ; Joyful, joyful!” 


But, after all, it is not Mr. Grtpest whom I, as a playgoer, have 
to pick a bone with, but his fulsome ‘‘ Critics.” Mr. GILBERT must, 
long ago, have cynically laughed in his jester’s sleeve at these adu- 
latory notices of his work. One can imagine what a brilliantly 
bitter Bab Ballad he could make of it all. a ; 

The work, we were told in advance, with a considerable flourish of 
critical trumpets, was to be ‘‘a new departure.” It is certainly a 
departure from the land of Topsy-turvy wherein GILBERT and 
Sutttvan have so long disported themselves, and wherein they 
worked so harmoniously, and with so much success. But what is 
it? Serio-comic romantic Opera? Possibly. But if so, the ‘‘de- 
parture’’ cannot appropriately be called ‘‘new.” I agree with 
your ‘‘JACK IN THE Box” that, had any other writer announced 
the libretto as ‘‘new and original,” the Critics to a man would 
have been down upon him for filehing the essence of Maritana. As 
it was, they very mildly accused, profusely excused, and extra- 
vagantly ‘‘enthused.”’? However, we are transferred from imaginary 
Topsy-turvydom to the historical Tudor period. There is not 
very much of the Tudor style about the dialogue; there is even less 
about the lyrics :— 

*¢ Tower warders ] 

Under orders 

Gallant pikemen, valiant sworders ! | 
Brave in bearing 

Foemen searing ; 

In their bygone deeds of daring, :; 


* Ne’er a stranger 
There te danger— 
Each was o’er the world a ranger: 
To the story 
Of our glory 
Each a bold contributory !” 


Somehow this does not smack very strongly of the days of bluff 
King Hat, does it? That, perhaps, would not much matter, were 
it flowing or funny ; but it isn’t. 


Enough. Ihave not yet seen the piece. I have no doubt that 


in the libretto I should have expected a} when I do, I shall enjoy the music and be pleased with the ensemble. 


But dealing with the libretto as a production for which the Crities 
have claimed considerable literary merit, what 7s one to think—of 
the Critics ? Yours, &e. - PLAYGOER. 


_ Macic and Mystery.—The following extraordinary circumstance 
is vouched for by several eye-witnesses of achnyenttis veracity. 
A tall man of respectable exterior, with a pale face, dark moustache, 
and a peculiarly saturnine cast of countenance, was observed walking 
down a street leading out of the Strand. For obyious reasons we 
suppress the name of the street pending further inquiry. Sto ping 
for a minute in close proximity to a lamp-post, he plunged both hands 
into his trousers’ pockets. A sudden gleam was seen to illuminate 
his countenance; he was heard to mutter some words, which were 
probably cabalistic, and then suddenly turned into a public-house ! 
The Psychological Society has been communicated with, and M. B. 
DE Kotra, the inventor of the Vanishing Lady and the Pavilion 
Cocoon, has undertaken to find out how this marvellously rapid and 
complete transformation was effected. Aveustus DRURIOLANUS 
hopes to purchase the patent for his Christmas Pantomime. 


Up ann Down.—The Times calls public attention to the fact that 
Land which is *‘ going down” in England is “ going up” in 
Australia. Well, there are places in the world where Land seems to 
be continually “‘going up,” such as Japan and other volcanic 

| districts ; but whether many speculators would be eager to invest in 
| the consequent ‘‘ ground rents’ is another question, 


Novemser 3, 1888.] 


Captain Gleadall, of the “CMUbite Star” Line. 


IN MEMORIAM, 


** Many an old voyager across the herring-pond will be sorry to hear of the 
awfully sudden death of that staunch veteran shipmaster, Captain GLEADALL, 
of the ‘White Star’ Line, who for ten years had the Celtic, and later commanded 
that favourite ship the Germanic. Captain GLEADALL died at the post of 
duty : he was found seated in the Germanic’s chart-room when the ship was 
running through a fog, his face prone on the open chart he had been studying 
when the life had suddenly gone out of him. During’ his long and worthy 
sailor life he had rescued a great number of lives, and had received recogni- 
tions of his courage and humanity from almost every maritime nation of 
Europe and America.”— The World, Oct. 23, 1888. 


SuDDEN, yet splendid too! What fitter end 

Can fancy fashion for the brave old tar, 

All his long life with wind and wave at war, 
The Ocean-crosser’s trusty guide and friend, 
Keen-eyed to mark, stout-hearted to contend, 

With every danger of the treacherous deep ? 

So might we all, who life’s long watch must keep, 
Fronting its perils our last moments spend : 
Like gallant GLEADALL, playing well our part 

To the last pulse within, not of our fate 

But of the great ship’s course considerate ; 
Humanity’s loyal servants, high of heart, 

Content the great dismissal to await, 

And fall at last—face forward on the chart ! 


PLAY-TIME WITH FRENCH ROYALTY. 


On Thursday last I went to see Le Fils de Famille, in order to 
compare M, LAFONTAINE as the 4bbé Constantin with Mr. Laron- 
TAINE as Alphonse Deshayes, Colonel 
of a regiment of Lancers. He does 
not appear till the Second Act, and 
then he comes en cee to a ball. 
Not a trace of the kindly genial 
simple old Abbé about this stiff- 
backed elderly martinet, who is every 
inch a soldier, and whose bearing is 
that of a man who has risen from the 
ranks, and who is nothing if nota 
soldier. I may be wrong in supposing 
that he has risen from the ranks, but 
certainly his comparatively uneasy 
bearing in ‘‘ Society,” his awkward 
compromise between a gracious bow 
and a short, sharp, military nod, and 
his hearty grasp of the hand when 
he wishes to express his cordial 
- agreement with MM. Francois, the 
Artist, gave me this impression ; and 
the sentiments the authors have put 
into his mouth concerning the well- 
born prodigals, ‘‘ ces enfants mal, 
élevés,”’ who put on a uniform as a 
disguise, and then wish to take it off again as though it were wn 
costume de Carnaval, confirm me in my view of the character. 

In this Second Act M, LAFonTAINE is perfect; with the exception 
of exaggerating and repeating the business of his characteristic bow, 
merely for the sake of obtaining a laugh from the feather-headed. 

In the Third Act M. Larontarne, with great judgment, shows the 
old soldier quite at home in undress and in full uniform. The 
awkwardness has entirely disappeared, not a trace of his forced 
‘* society manner” exists, and here and there we get a hint of that 
natural kindliness common to the good hearts of the Colonel and the 
Curé. Occasionally a mannerism of utterance reminded me of the 
Abbé, but it was only a momentary family resemblance, which I 
was on the look-out to detect. I hope, before his departure, that on 
one night he will give us an Act of L’_4bbé Constantin, followed by 
the Second Act of Le Fils de Famille. 

Mile. Janz May is lacking in the quality of earnestness that alone 
could make the girl’s part interesting. She seems to consider Emme- 
line as a heroine of Opéra-Comique, and that the authors themselves 
have not got much beyond this 1 am not prepared to deny, but it is 
just one of those parts that the pathetic power of an actress should 
litt above itself, Mt ScHEY gives a broadly humorous sketch of a 
French maréchal de logis. He is rather inclined to exaggerate, as if 
he were playing Valentine in Le Petit Faust, but there is true 
low comedy in his impersonation of the type. 

In M, Laronrarne’s impersonations of the Abbé and the Colonel is 
to be seen a very near approach to the perfection of the comedian’s 
art: and on the same stage may be also seen glaring examples of the 
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worst fault of the French school of acting, viz., the actor insisting on 
points by addressing his speeches point-blank at the audience. 

Now that M. Scury has arrived, couldn’t we have Tricoche et 
Cacolet again? CHaumont and Nosizr are coming with Divorgons. 
En attendant, M. La¥ronTarne is announced to appear in Le Gentil- 
homme Pauvre, It ought to be a very fine performance. 

JEAN DANS LE LOGE, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


PuBLIsHED by Wuirraxer & Co., with two ‘‘t’s,”—not that 
benefactor of society, WurraKer, the Almanack Maker and universal 
intelligence provider,—is a small volume, well got up and clearly 
printed, of the selected poems and songs 
of CHARLES Mackay, ‘the British 1 CT ae 
Béranger,”’ as Dovatas JeRRop styled “~~ (l/l Ga ||| ii im 
him. It was only lately that some one ‘=—./ SHH 
was recalling to the public mind, in 
aid of a Mackay Fund, that Jerroxp’s 
‘* B. B.” is the author of ‘‘ Cheer, Boys, 
Cheer!” ‘‘ There’s a Good Time 
coming, Boys!” ** To the West!” ‘\\qMlt 
‘Far, far upon the Sea!” which were \ Su pp tile 
all associated with the name of Henry ‘= = 
RUSSELL, whose music 
immense popularity. 
Mr. Wineds 
Mr. Music 
Messrs. Words and Music. 


ee iy vii a 


ave them an 
nfortunately, 


Based on solid principles. 

goes for very little where Mr. Music steps in, and 
ets all the credit which should be divided between 
Certainly this class of songs would not 
have obtained their success without such music as HENRY RUSSELL 


composed for them. And then the Composer, who was a capital 
entertainer and pianist, sang them himself, with no voice to speak 
of, but, all the same, most heartily, and with great dramatic skill. 
But Cuartes Mackay has written songs that require no singing 
to recommend them, and ballads that suggest their own music; as 
for instance, ‘‘ Geraldine,” ‘‘ The Angel and the Mourners,” ‘‘ The 
Wayside Spring,” ‘‘ The Dream of the Reveller,” “‘The Fair 
Serpent,” ‘“I Love my Love,” ‘‘I lay in Sorrow,’ which doesn’t 
seem a very good stock to ‘‘ lay in,”—but read the two yerses. Get 
the book. He is not a TenNysoN nor a BROWNING; it is all simple 
versification ; nothing abstruse, subtle, or obscure; yet plenty of 
food for thought, and much that will ‘‘ catch on’? and be remembered, 
says the Baron Dr Book Worms, 


A CIGAR CASE. 

“Miss Macciz LocKHEAD WATSON brought an action for £500 against 
Mr. WiLu1AM KirKLAND, because he failed to marry her. KIRKLAND, who 
was a smoker, received a letter from his sweetheart, the plaintiff, in which 
she stated, ‘ You must choose between me and a cigar.’ He selected a cigar 
instead of Miss Watson, and hence the action. The Sheriff Substitute 
decided in KirKLAND’s favour, and yesterday the Sheriff Principal upheld 
that judgment.’’—Daily News. 


Don’t you consider, sweet Miss Macerr LocKHEAD 
Warson, that some one showed himself a blockhead 
For choosing thus? If this be true we read, 

It must have been a choice cigar indeed ; 

And the cigar, now, was it new and green 

And soft? Was it Imperial or Queen? 

For if it was all these, then he won’t thank 

His lucky stars, for ‘* his offence was rank.” 

Did it look light, seductive to the lip, 

Or was it very rich, with a fine tip ? 

So, was it rank or wealth that this choice weed 
Embodied? Well, the parties are both freed. 

Let ’s trust that this Cigar no heart hath broke, 
Not new that sanguine hopes should end in smoke. 


WHISPER FROM THE GAreTY.—‘‘In the time of CHARLES THE 
Srconp,” wrote a D. 7. leader on Dress last Saturday, ‘‘ it was a dis- 
grace for a man of fashion to wear a suit too long.’’ Observed S-ms 
to P-Tr-TT, in the absence of their tyrannical Stage Manager, *‘It isn’t 
considered a digrace in the time of CHARLES THE THIRD for burlesque 
actresses to wear a suit too short.” ‘* Hush!” said his partner, *‘ he 
comes! We must dissemble !” [They dissemble accordingly. 


Pro Bouno Pusrico.—Our friend BorRowpatr, whose library is 
composed exclusively of books. which have been lent to him at 
various times during his long and honourable career, humorously 
calls them ‘‘ Bone’s Editions.” 


_ Tue Duke of Westminster, one of London’s greatest landlords, 
is now created a tenant, in fact the only Lord Left Tenant of the 
County of London, by the Local Government Act. 


a 
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SOCIAL AGONIES. 


(Exit awful Bore, after protracted Visit.) 


“Ou, WILLIAM! How UNGENIALLY you SAID ‘How p’y bo? 


> 


TO POOR Proressor BLOKER!” 


‘YES, INDEED, Papa! AND OH, HOW EFFUSIVELY YOU BADE HIM GoopD-BYE!” 


THE MENACING MONSTER. 
A Dream of the Day After To-morrow. 


The millions of Naboths had never a chance, 
Against the few Ahabs, whose numbers still dwindled; 
The *‘Trusts’’ piped the tune, and the victims must dance; 
They had nothing to do but to stare and be swindled. 


“The formation of the great Association for a monepoly in salt is likely to 
have imitators, and it is now said that the formation of a gigantic monopoly 
in coal, with a capital of eighty millions, is-under consideration. This will But—well, say ‘* financing ” with motives quite pure, 
probably be followed by similar combinations to control iron, cotton, woollen, Or controlling the market by ringing or n¢gine. 
and other manufactures. Hitherto it has been fondly believed that the growth N : e th a * 


Bid proeress of Enplish trade was chief ae Conspiracy? Nay, that is not quite the wor 
progress of English trade was chiefly due to a wholesome competition. .. . That only applies to malign combinations 


All this, it seems, is to come to an end, and the American system of monopolies 
; : E 


That was not the word that was used, to be sure, 
To prig on so spanking a seale is not prigging, 


is to take the place of the English system of competition.” —Standard. 


Tue Day of Big Things was approaching its noon ;— 
_ (its dawn had first glimmered across the Atlantie)— 

Each trade had swelled out like a Monster Balloon, © 

And nothing was noticed that was not Gigantic, 

hings seemed to hark back to the morning of time, 

W hen Monsters and Mud were Creation’s chief features. 
When sixty-foot saurians revelled in slime. 

With Mastodons, Mammoths, and other huge creatures. 
The Mammoth, indeed, seemed the type of the age, 

Which was ruled by the love of the simply colossal. 
To have a Big Boom was the general rage, — 

And every man’s dream was to “run” or to ““ boss” all, 

ere were some who were silly enouch to inquire 

The probable goal of this curious tendency - 

ut most were contented to share—or admire — 
are Day ot Big Things in its blazing resplendency, 

. as for t he Small Things—they went to the wall. 

or people or plans not extremely Titanic 
Pe senly considered ‘ not in it at all.” 
And snubbed with a scorn which was ultra~-Germanie. 


Ah me, the Big Booms! That cot bigger each day 
, The monopolist ‘“ Rings,” like the circles in wate: 
G rew wider, and swallowed up all in Garwey © = 
Of shops and small firms there Was general slaughter, 


Against—well, say Rent,—which are wrong and absurd; 
But to keep up high prices by smart “‘ operations ” 

In salt or in iron, in coal or in wool, 
Is plainly legitimate pulling together. 

For who would protest, save a poor well-plucked fool, 
Against the snug flocking of birds of a feather ? 


‘Strikes? Well, they were rascally rninous things, 
For they kept down fortunes by keeping up wages. 
’Twixt Labour's Trade Unions and Capital’s Rings 
The fight was prolonged, but no longer it rages.”’ 
So chuckled Monopoly, cock of the walk 
Once more on the death of that plague, Competition. 
The new Mammoth, Mammon, with saurian stalk, 
The Colossus of Cash in plethorie condition, 
Like dragons primeval, were lords of the time : 
They battened and browsed on the best: as to others, 
For them ‘twas enough to be trampled ta slime, 
In poverty equal, in death only brothers. 
O glorious epoch! O outcome divine 
Of that Spirit of Trade which sublimes our humanity! 
Its heaven the Market ; the Loom and the Mine : 
Its ladders to opulence ; all else is vanity. 
To paddle one’s own acs canoe might seem fun 
In Trade’s earlier days of competitive rivalry. 
But oh! when the Many give place to the One. 
Competition must go, like good-feeling and chivalry, 


« NIOGONOW,, FO SOdOL00 HALL 


| 
\ 


\ 


\ 
\\} 


YN 
Mi 
AN 


WN 


N 


} 
1, 


——_——— 


\ 


| 


iM 


————__—_ —_—— 
SSS 
—— 


\ 


= = = = 
_— — ———— — 
——— = = —=— = 


\ 


" 


I —— 
——————— 
—S=—— ~ 
= ———— 


| 


, 


MN) 
mt 


\\ 
i 


\ 


—— 


— 


\ 


\ 


—— 


— 


—— —_ 
———— ——_— 


Ss 


Zig 
=——] BALA 
BZA Zs 
ag. 9 YA : Z=5 


—— 


=— 
>=— 
—— 
_——— 
——— 
OE 


\ 


—— 


—— 


ee 
——_ 


—=— 


= ee 
————————— 
re 
<== = —— 
G ——— 
= == ——— 
: a — 


SE 


———— 


—— 


NIN 
WARN 
‘ 


= cs a 
eS 
— ——— _—— —— 
——S —— —— 
- — —— 
“= aS. 


Zc L=—LZ—Z 
= ——— SF 


i 


SS 


—_ ze = — 
————— LSS = 
—— SS —= — 
xe — ‘ 
S—— = 
SS 


= SS 
———S—_ 
—_ —_— 
———— —— 
—— a 
——— ———= —3 


\ 
N\\ 


\\ \ 
: \\\ 
N\\ \ 
\ \ . 
WN \ S 
\\ 


\\ \\. 


\ 


ih 
a 


PASZ pj Z 
SE LZ GA 
Ss EB SS 

= S 
SSX 
\\ NS 


———— 
SS: 


——— = 
——— 


= 


YD» IN\\ AK) i 
ZN) if 


\ y 
WAY UA 
Ny f NY 


| 
IN) 


aN iy)’ 


| | / y 


OANA || 
yy My |i | | } 
| | WH} 
WA 
a | a 
" | yj | Tl init | Hi 
AL iit 


eee 


A} S | \t i 
f 6) i) Ws i 
a : a hs / A EI 
War \\ ¢ Wy id Hl Ht 
yu ii a Hi 
\W AV ili i yitil i 
ai iy j 1 ~ 
} SPT | a 
i ( iN | iH 
\ { HV } } 
A A 
A au it 
\ HR Ta 
\ Wil} Ht / : ) | 
VATA iat], SSG 
| Wi} | | Wit 
! Tie 
} i | 


vail 


| 
ii 


/ I 


| 
| 


| 


‘S881 ‘g UHAKXAON—TUVAINVHO NOGNOT AHL YO ‘HONDd 


Novempgr 3, 1888.] 


Monopoly was not content very long 

With sharing its millions in narrow community 
Between the mere few who were clever and strong, 

Its natural issue was Absolute Unity. 
The One at the top, and the Many below !— 

That must be the Monster’s ideal, the goal of it. 
To get the World’s trade in one ‘‘ Ring” at a blow, 

ith one bloated Moloch of cash in control of it, 

That, that was the notion, and that was the aim ; 

But just as that ‘‘ Trust”? comprehensive, colossal, 
Was reared, Mammon’s victims grew tired of his game, 

And Demos with Dives played mad pitch-and-toss all. 


Adream! Ah, perhaps; but some visions unveil 

A meaning from wide-awake vigilance hidden. 
The Day of Big Things means a scourge and a flail 

For the myriad small ones to Life’s banquet bidden. 
The Epoch of Monsters once more to revive, 

In Creation or Commerce, is sheer retrogression. 
The Thunderer would rule, and the Titans would strive, 

But freedom and peace are poor man’s best possession, 
“These Little Ones”’ also have places and claims. 

The many-armed Monster, Monopoly, subtle 
Of motion as greedy of maw, has the aims 

Of the cruel, all-grabbing, all-palsying Cuttle. 
Beware of it, Trade! ’Tis a creature to dread 

To fight to the death, as St. George did the dragon, 
Call Law to your aid—let her strike at its head— 

And the menacing Monster will drop dead as Dagon! 


GOOD DAY’S WORK. 


Dear Mr. Puncn.—It is stated that ‘‘in view of the 
serious dangers that attend upon even a temporary stop- 
page of a great artery of traffic in London, the Corporation 
are considering the expediency of carrying on the forth- 
| coming repairs of Blackfriars Bridge, not only night and 
day, but on Sunday, as well as week day.”’ As yet, how- 
ever, they have not therefore been charged, by agitators 
for the enforcement of the observanee of Sunday as a 
Judaic Sabbath, with proposing to employ me as an 
instrument wherewithal to deprive the working classes 
of their day of rest. Now then, I suppose, it will no 
longer be pretended that I am designed to serve that 
purpose in the hands of good people allied to promote the 
opening of Museums ahd Picture Galleries on Sundays, 
and consequently, in time past, accused of trying to insert 
the thin end of your ancient friend THE WEDGE. 
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“SO ENGLISH, YOU KNOW! ”, 


“TIENS | You spick ENGLEESH? Bren! I ao 


CoME you?” 
But I viLL Go TO FIND YOU VEN I SHALL ’AV 


Bongour, Istpor ! 


chair. 


You will observe here is a steel waistband for fixing the 


AN ARM FROM THE ARMADA. 
(Fragment from a Romance of 15 + 18 + 88.) 


It matters not how I came to be living three hundred years after 
the great fight off Plymouth Hoe. That is my affair, and no one 
else’s. Suflice it to say that I came up by a train, and took an 
omnibus to Catherine Street, and entered the National Theatre, 
where I found Mr. Augustus Harris, surrounded by a number of 
articles I immediately recognised as relics of the battle in which I 
had taken part in 1588. I remember the day perfectly. Sir FRANcIs 
Drake, Sir Martin FropisHerR, Lord Howarp of Effingham, a few 
others, and myself, were aboard the Capitana—no, we took that 
during the action, so I think it must have been the Lively Polly. 
Yes, now I call it to mind, it was the Lvvely Polly. And yet, on 
referring to a Catalogue furnished by the courteous Lessee of Drury 
Lane, I am not at all sure but it was the Ark Raleigh, or the Ark 
Royal. I have all the greater confidence in the latter suggestion, as 
I see that that capital vessel was the flag-ship of the British Fleet. 

‘‘ Have a pinch of snuff, Tommy ?’’ said Draxn (he always called 
me Tommy, although my real name was MARMADUKE)—‘‘haye a 
pinch of snuff ?”’ 

And then good old Franco—(I always called Sir Francis 
‘‘ Franco,” because we had been at school together)—produced a 
Horn Tobacco Box. 

I mentioned this to“one of the erudite assistants of the joint-author 
of The Armada. ; 

““ We have the very identical box here,”’ replied the assistant. ‘‘ It 
is No. 247 in the Catalogue, and bears the name and arms of Sir 
FRANCIS DRAKE.” ; ; 

And to be sure there it was! Then I came upon a chair which I 
immediately recognised as one that used to stand in the study of 
Sir Warter Rateran. He used to invite me to occupy it while 
reading his History of the World to me. 4 

‘‘ What is No. 3187” I asked, with some curiosity. 

‘““ That,” returned my courteous informant, ‘‘is a Spanish torture 


octagonal stake with various screws. Here is a double manacle with 
triangular padlock. Yonder a gag with rack action for opening 
mouth, grasping and drawing out tongue. There a steel dilator for 
lower part of body. Here——” 

‘Oh! yes,” I interrupted; ‘‘I know the whole bag of tricks. 
Dear old WALLY used to say that he was obliged to apply them all to 
keep me from falling asleep.” 

‘It is, we fancy, nearly a hundred years later than the date of 
the Armada,’’ continued my guide; ‘‘ but it shows, to quote the 
Catalogue, ‘ what would have occurred in nearly every English town 
af the Armada had been successful.’ ”’ 

‘* There,” I replied, ‘‘I think you are wrong. My friend, Sir 
WALTER RALEIGH, told me that it was given to him by a Spaniard— 
he was called Don Quay—in return for a pouch of tobaceo. But still 
it is a most interesting relic.” 

Then I saw a large number of helmets, swords, pictures, seals, and 
engravings that I quite remember noticing during the pauses of the 
glorious combat. I was particularly struck with an etching repro- 
duction of ‘‘the Armada in sight,” by Srymour Lucas, R.A. 

‘* Most lifelike,” Iobserved. ‘‘I recognise FENTON, and St. LueEr, 
SoUTHWELL and MANNINGTON, GEORGE J ENNER, Cook, and, of course, 
dear old Dick Hawkins,” 

‘* Were you there?” asked a bystander. 

‘“ Was 1 there!” I exclaimed, indignantly. ‘‘Of course I was, 
and got a seat for Mr. Srymour Lucas, who was painting it. The 
original was sent, shortly afterwards, to Australia.’ 

At this moment a theatre-loving descendant of my dear old friend, 
Sir Martin FRoBISHER, seized me by the arm, and with him I hurried 
off to see the admirable spectacular Drama that through the kindness 
of Messrs. HAmimron and Harris, had been provided for our 
delectation, And thus, seated in the Stalls, I fousht my battle ovr 


again. (Signed) A SuRvrvor of THE SpaANIsH ARMADA, 


TRANSLATION OF ‘* Equrinox.’”’—A Night-Mare. 
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Gallant Old Gentleman (rushing to her assistance), ‘‘I1’M AFRAID, MA’AM, You ’VE HAD A FaLL—I HOPE——” 


Short-tempered Old Lady (snappishly), ‘‘ WHY, YoU DON’T s’PPOSE I’D SIT DOWN HERE, YOU OLD StTup 


A NEW “ SPEAKER’S COMMENTARY.” 


(Intended as a few hints to budding Orators, in 
addition to the very excellent advice which 
Mr. Bright has recently given them.) 


Don’t let your audience know what is 
coming next. Cultivate the art of oratorical 
surprises. Should your hearers also cultivate 
surprises, and welcome you with an outburst 
of hisses, allude playfully to the geese that 
once saved the Capitol. This may disarm 
hostility. It may also do the reverse. 

If any member of your audience should be 
so ill-mannered or so destitute of apprecia- 
tion as to go away in the middle of your 
oration, remember that this invariably 
pebpens to the best speakers in the House 
of Commons. Try al wither the offender 
with a glance. This requires practice. 
Should this fail, you might put your 
audience im a good temper by inquiring, 

Why is our friend who is leaving like a 
barn-door fowl? Because he is looking for 
an egg-sit.” This will direct amused at- 
tention to the out-goer, and make others 
less willing to follow his example. 

. B.—At the end of the meeting, leave, if 
"eta by a side-door, People have been 

nown to resent humour of the above 

peeoetion. 

you cannot comfortably accommodate 
eine Deints af ae speech on iss 

-Cull, pin them (on a pie : 
= handkerchief, which ou oc, Daber) to 


the Reporters. An 


a ee 


amiable Reporter explains away a multitude 
of brickbats. 

When interrupted, never lose your own 
temper—or you may find somebody else’s ! 

hen working up to a joke, it will be 
advisable to wreathe your face beforehand 
with a seductive smile. Practise well before 
a looking-glass. 

Though argument is popularly supposed to 
have something to do with proof, recollect that 
certain people are quite proof against argu- 
ment. Humour them. Appeal to their 
feelings, not their heads. Try the ‘‘ Three 
B’s”—blarney, blather, and bunkum. __ 

People who don’t see a joke always think 
there is something profane in it. Don’t be 
too witty. This is a fault which you will 
probably find no difficulty in avoiding. 

Perhaps the very best way to ‘‘ bring down 
the house,”’ is to bring down a lot of parti- 
cular friends who will *‘makeahouse’’ for you. 


**Sratin Bry.’’—The Times Correspondent, 
writing from Vienna, reported last week that 
‘* Statin Bey asks his friends to send him a 
few newspapers.’”’? We are glad to be able to 
announce, in the interests of the higher criti- 
cism in Art, Literature, and the Drama, that 
Statin Bry is coming over to England, and 
has been engaged as Literary and Dramatic 
Critic on Mr. Punch’s Staff. All those who 
have anything to fear from StaTIN,—look out ! 


SoME impulsive Americans wanted his 


title to be changed to ‘‘ Lord Get-the- 
Sackville.” 


1”? 


[He helps her up, and makes off hastily. 


A SPORTSMAN’S SONG. 
Arranged for the Suburban Deer-Stalker. 


Sine ho! for the bang of the Verderer’s gun, 
As from his third-class stepping, 
He starts for his annual bit of fun 
In the sylvan glades of Epping. 
He isn’t a very good shot, is he: 
But his aim is wild and his range is free, 
And, whether he hit or miss his mark, 
He knows that he is out for a lark. 
So ho! sing ho! for the Verderer’s sport, 
At Epping he’ll show you the proper sort. 
Give me his gun, and he’ll blaze away, 
Nor care a rap what the public say. 


Sing ho! for the Verderer’s random shot 
As he sees the herd advancing, 
And he.takes his sight and covers the lot, 
The risk of a bad one chancing. 
So ho! but the Verderer has his luck, 
For he breaks the leg of a harmless buck, 
That limps away with its shatter’d bone 
To linger for days, then die alone. 
Soho! Sing ho! for his glorious sport, 
At Epping he ’ll show you the right good sort; 
And will—till the Public shall have their say, 
And he and his gun both get blazed away ! 


Atatrtic Sports In Inpra.—Lord Corry 
CaMPsELL has gone out to practise at the bar 
in Bombay. Capital exercise. 


‘* 'You’RE having a high old time of it,”’ as 
the Currant-jelly said to the Venison, which 
had been hanging for three weeks. 
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(Special Report.) 

[Yesterday the Commission of Judges resumed their sittings in the Parnell 
Case. The Judges were Sir JAMES HANNEN, Mr. J ustice Day, and Mr. Justice 
Smiru. For the Times there are the ATTORNEY-GENERAL, Sir HENRY 
James, Mr. W. Murpuy, Mr. W. GRAHAM, of the English Bar, and Mr. 
J. ATKINSON and Mr. Ronan of the Irish Bar. For Mr. Parneti and 
other Members Sir CHARLES RusSSELL appeared, and with him Mr. AsquiTH, 
Mr. Rei, Mr. Lockwoop, Mr. LIonEL Hart, Mr. Arruur RvussE 1, of 
the English Bar, Mr. AnTHUR O’Connor and Mr, HARRINGTON of the Irish 
Bar. Toxy, M.P., Q.C., instructed by Mr. Grorce Lewis (of Ely Place, 
Holborn, W.C.), again held a watching brief for the Public.—Morning Paper.) 


Monday, October 22.—Cut this out of morning paper. Plenty 


= —_ 


more where it came from. If the Editor liked to have it all, and 
leave out ees would make quite interesting series of numbers. 
Suppose there would be objections on part of artists. Some people 
are so narrow-minded. So have boiled down account of proceedings. 
Observed considerable addition to strength of Bar. On opening day 
only CHartes RussELt and AsquiTH on one side, GRAHAM on the 
other. Now two benches full of wig and gown. Room for us of the 
Inner Bar, but terrible crush behind. 

‘All on account of you,” GEoRGE Lewis whispers. ‘‘ Very well 
to begin with. But when they saw you were engaged, found it 
necessary to muster in larger force.” 

Pleasant to have one’s position so earl 
Must keep up sly. hall begin wit 
again, shall have him mandamus’d. 


and strikingly recognised. 
Usher. If he interrupts 
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Ses 
Eleven o’clock. Curtain rises ; ieee J udges pgs IT 
ys lik ‘ee figures 1 ather-box, which te 
ways like three figures In weathe , Parr esi 


Barn Lb Th 
* Bar rises and bows. ree 


figures bob, advance a 
step, and take seats. (Hvi- 
dently going to be either 
wet or shine.) ATTORNEY- 
GENERAL opens case for 
prosecution. Goes back to 
prodigious speech deli- 
vered by him in case of 
O’Donnell vy. Walter. 
Quotes whole batches of 


Th ass ¢ it. Remember how CoLr- 
(5 on ripen, L.C.J., softly 
a slumbered through it. 
C& Dorit Our President wide awake. 
SurrH quietly observant. 


Day beginning to get over 
novelty of situation ; gives 
up staring stonily round ; 
makes occasional note. 
President begins with old 
protest about knowing 
nothing. Fancy he’s heard the name of Parnett and DaAvirr—or 
is it Dayvir? Something in the City, aren’t they? ATTORNEY- 
GENERAL, therefore, bound to go into full detail. Grinds along till 
one o’clock, when President capitulates: falteringly admits that he 
has not only read the whole of Parnellism and Crime, but has a 
minute index. ae : 

‘‘ Why didn’t he say so at first?”’ growled familiar voice from 
back of Court. It was JosepH GILLIS, and in female society! Stout 
lady, in black, with large hat and plumage borrowed from a hearse, 
seated in Press Gallery; said to be representative of Wandering 
Woman, weekly illustrated. JosrepPH’s eagle eye, surveying Court, 

erceived her. Sidled up, appropriating next seat. Happened to 
e that of representative of Potsdam Press, temporarily absent. 
Potsdam Press returning, protests. JosEPH GILLIS ignores him. 
Bap eoctable seat; female society ; good view of Judges; will stop. 
oes. 

‘*Remember Mitchelstown ?”? says JoserpH, winking at me. 

** Remember Paris!” I say, sternly, not relishing this familiarity. 

Jory B. smiles. But the shot goesehome. Observe that, after 
luncheon, he finds quarters remote from the charmer. 

Tuesday.—JosEPH GILLIS arrives, brisk, and early. Proposes to 
take his seat on benches reserved for us. Usher interposes. Warns 
him off. Usher not such a bad fellow, after all. Jory B. then drops 
into bench reserved for Solicitors in charge of cases. Something 
evidently up. Turns out to be Jory B. himself. Thrusts thumb in 
arm-hole of waistcoat. Holds out left hand, peremptorily signalling 
President. Catches his eye. Calls him ‘‘ Sir,” and announces that 
he is going to conduct his own case. President stares inquisitively 
at him. Sire regards him with bland smile. Day, withdrawing 
gaze from ceiling, where he was almost certain he’d seen a fly, turns 
animated visage full upon JosepH Gituis. Never saw anything 
like this before. Eyes widely open; lips slowly part; regards him 
as if fascinated. _ Joey B. takes no notice of sensation created ; 
makes his application as if moving for unopposed return, and sits 
down to listen to ATTORNEY-GENERAL. 

_ Mr. Atrorney paces along by the hour. Monotonous; uninterest- 
ing ; stale stories of ancient outrage; ‘ thrice-boiled colewort,’’ as 
CARLYLE said. Flounders hopelessly amongst Irish names. Calls 
Davirr, Dayvir, and Parneut, Parwvert, CHARLES RUSSELL 
diligently follows, taking notes. 

What date is it?” he casually asks. The ATrroRNEY-GENERAL 
turns round and glares upon the benevolent downcast visage. 
fic + tie aah eee macticement to mention the date,” he 

rough clenche j ri] 

Raa Tenth of enc teeth, if my learned friend would only 

“Ah!” says Cartes Russext, 
G EN, a ee outrage, 

at date?”’ RusseLi asks, in a low voice, going on writin 
and not looking up. Mr. NEY eee Te ae 
glares and fumes and gives dates | T* T2™ bins like baited bull 
a: Says Coartes Russe, writing it down. These the nly 
flashes of thunder and lightning to vary the monotonous Rea One 


on the window-pa " TY i 
fait panes of the ATTORNEY-GENERAL’S incessant small 


a ea! “ie os have taken silk if I had known 
te ae pare ay by day and listen to Mr. ATTORNRY. 
a nee use of Commons, Always something turning 
age ae Pek ATTORN EY-GENERAL, humdrumming 
when things retting te econ ig elk ae oh een) em 
HIN } ( xG e hacl r 5 red of hi 
speech in Walter vy. O’ Donnell.’ Wouderfal how ann ee 


— 


going on writing. ATTORNBY- 


ko NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Comtribatiens se 
in nO case be returned, not even whou a Uiions, whether 
there will be no exception, ou accompanied by a 


BN irtiesicu ke i es Se 
MS., Printed Matter, Drawiugs, 
Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper: To this rule 


¢ 


ONDON CHARIVARL [November 3, 1888, 


——$<—< $< ————————————————————e ee 


Perhaps they wouldn’t if President would only give 
way. Pretty to see Brother Surru furtively turning to see if Brother 
Hannen has dropped off. If he had, might be chance for another 
honest person. But Brother HANNEN positively enjoying himself. 
Leans over desk so as not to miss single phrase of Mr. ATTORNEY’s 
honeyed eloquence. Mr. ArrornEy, what with difficulties about 
pronunciation of Irish names, and what with constant occasion for 
snapping at CHARLES RUSSELL, sometimes gets wrong nm date or other 
detail of intricate statement. HANNEN down on him in a minute, — 

‘‘He may have known nothing about the case when he took his 
seat on the Bench,” says Locxwoop, just finishing another sketch of 
Brother Day, ‘‘ but he knows more now than us all put together. 
Probably the only man in Court who could stand examination on 
WEBSTER’S narrative.” oe : 

As the days wear on, our Day takes on added stolidity. Only time 
when he displays momentary animation is when he, too, turns to see 
if Brother HanneENn has not dropped off, and meets his particularly 
wide-awake gaze. TorquemMapa’s guilty start when he finds he’s 
observed is delightful. Stares straight up at the ceiling, slowly gazes 
round the Court, deliberately makes a note, and says nothing. Never 
does say anything. 

‘‘ What do they call him TaLkEE-MEEDA for?” JosEPH GILLIS 
whispered to MicHareL DAvirr. : 

‘* Don’t know,” said Davart, ‘‘ unless it’s because he never says 
anything.” : ) 7 

Thursday.— Box A!” said Brother HANNEN, entering Court this 
morning, and plumping down on desk before him large tin box. 

‘Box B!” chimed in Brother Smrrx, plumping down another box 
on his desk. 

“‘I C0,” said Brother Day, gloomily—and when we have a gloomy 
Day, it’s dark indeed. ‘ : 

‘Poor Day!” said ATTORNEY-GENERAL, who, in spite of this 
fearful long speech inflicted upon us, is a kind-hearted man. ‘‘ Must 
try and make up a box for him!” 

‘* You could easily do that,”’ said CHARLES RUSSELL, fab j 

One of these two boxes contains the documents whose history is 
told in Soamgs’s affidavit. Appears some person from America wrote 
to Zvmes offering important documents incriminating PARNELL; 
negotiations for purchase entered into; documents delivered ; found 


keep awake. 


i r * \ 

FBOITE A SURPRIS mes 
ANSE a ee 

S aor i: . 


ay’s Sensation.—Lika Joko appears. 


Wednesd 


to be forgeries; so put them in two boxes, one marked A, the other 
B; locked them up and handed them into custody of Judges. ATTOR- 
NEY-GENERAL more than hints that that great and good man, GrorGE 
Lewis, knows all about the plant. Grorer Lewis, ever childlike 
and bland, looks straight before him as if he had not even heard the 
insinuation. 

Judges never let boxes out of sight. Sleep with them under their 
pillows at night. Bring them into Court in the morning, take them 
away in afternoon. Nobody knows whether forgeries are in Box A 
or Box B, which deepens the mystery. 

‘What 7s in the Box?” CHartes RussEett thundered yesterday 
when subject first came up. 

“Snuff!” said ATTORNEY-GENERAL, snapping his fingers. 

It is his way when angered. But CHartes Russetr gazed longin ly 
at the Box, and drawing forth his Bandana, wistfully blew std 
nose. 

What if it were true, and if, almost within reach, there were such 
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“LE SPORTMAN.” 


ae Be 


H1i!! Srop ze Cuasset ! 


AN EXPLANATION OF THE COCOON TRICK. 
(By One who has passed a Night with the Spirits.) 


I mAD determined to find out ‘‘ how it was done.’”’ I had seen the 
placards showing me a lady with wings emerging from what seemed 
to me to be the skeleton of an egg cup, and I knew that this mar- 
vellous performance was repeated every night at a Music Hall. But 
how was it done? That was the point—how was it done? I was 
pondering over the matter in my study with a glass of whiskey and 
water beside me. For a while my mind, like SuLirvan’s organ-man, 
was ‘‘ill at ease,”’ when all of a sudden a trance-like calm fell upon 
me. I was glad of this, for I knew that I was about to learn the 
secret. I learn most things-after a trance-like calm has fallen upon 
me. Fora while I could not exactly follow what I was doing. Then 
my brain became as clear as a bell—as crystal. I was standing with 
Mr. Ayeustus Harris among the Armada relics at Drury Lane, 
talking to the descendants of the Elizabethan heroes who had saved 
England from invasion three hundred years ago. They were loud 
in their praise of the Lessee of the National Theatre. 

** Yes,” returned the part-author of The Armada, ‘‘T certainly get 
as near truth and nature as possible. For instance, the scene of the 
Holy Inquisition was real. I got it at some reduction, as it is 
obsolete in Spain. You see before you real tormentors, real tortures, 
and real victims. The gentleman that is dropped through the trap- 
door at the commencement of the Act in a condition of some exhaus- 
tion I had to take as a fixture. He said he was accustomed to his 
rack, and could ill do without it. Yes, we do not only use real tor- 
tures, but sometimes discover real secrets.”’ 

**You do!” I exclaimed, ‘‘ then do you think you could find out 
for me how the Cocoon trick is done at the Pavilion?” 

The Lessee of the National Theatre nodded an assent, and led the 
way to the stage. When we arrived there we found the gentleman 
to whom reference has already been made, stretching himself at full 
length on the rack. 

eg Sir,” said the Lessee, ‘‘and how are you enjoying your- 
se 

*‘Thoroughly,” was the immediate reply, ‘‘ they have been giving 
me an extra twist this morning, and I feel all the better for it. But 
now I think I am done to a turn.” 

He was taken from his apparently unconventionally-fashioned 
couch, and dropped through his usual trap, in his customary con- 
dition of exhaustion. 

** And now, perhaps, we had better see the talented inventor of 
this marvellous trick,’ said the courteous Lessee, and a gentleman of 
evidently foreign extraction was introduced. 

“To you require my assistance?” asked the Chief Inquisitor, in 
a voice hat reminded me of the palmy days of the Legitimate Drama, 
suddenly appearing at the wing. 

“Thank you, No,” returned the courteous Lessee, 
can get on without you.” 


“*T think we 


VOL. XCY. 


I ToMBLE—I FALOFF ! 


STop ZE Fox!!! 


The Chief Inquisitor bowed in a stately manner, and, with much 
dignity, withdrew. The gentleman of evidently foreign extraction 
was then invited to seat himself on a torture-chair that had been 
specially brought for him from the collection of Armada relics. 

After a few minutes passed in cheerful preparation, the talented 
inventor said that he was then in a position to explain his secret, on 
the condition, however, ‘‘ that it went no further.” 

‘‘Itis as simple as possible,” he observed, smilingly, as he rose 
from the torture-chair. ‘‘4t is done by swallowing a potion, similar 
in character but different in effect to that consumed by Dr. Jekyll 
and Mr. Hyde. But perhaae you would like to see it done.” 

I said I would, and, by a dexterous twist of the wrist (very neatly 

erformed) both the Inventor and myself were ‘‘passed’’ into the 
Pavilion in an instant. The Hall was crowded, and I found myself 
behind the scenes. A beautiful young lady was standing beside me 
with a glass in her hand. I heard the Inventor speaking to the 
audience. I saw him hold up a sort of frame, covered with tissue- 
paper. I watched him as he drew, with admirable skill, a worm, 
and then a cocoon. Then I noticed that the frame and tissue 
paper had disappeared, and a sort of large walnut, made of silk, had 
taken their place. 

‘*Now,” said the Inventor, ‘‘I will place this Cocoon into this 
receptacle, and in a moment you will see what happens.” 

As he EpOKe, the young lady raised her glass to her lips. I 
immediately seized it and swallowed its contents myself. Then a 
strange thing happened. I found myself suddenly emerging from 
the Cocoon, to the surprise of both the Inventor and the audience. 

‘* Done like that!’ shouted Lirxa Joxo, the well known Japanese 
Secret-discoverer, suddenly appearing on the stage. ‘‘ Not at all! 
See now, I will show you how it zs done!” 

But at that moment the scene faded away, and I found myself in 
my own study with my head resting tranquilly in the coal-scuttle. 
How I got there—whether I was ‘‘ passed”’ or not by the Inventor— 
is still a secret tome. But this was not the only thing that puzzled 
me. I could not understand the condition of the whiskey bottle. 
Before I left my study, I fancy, I say I fancy, it was nearly full— 
now, undoubtedly, it was quite empty! 


New Version. = 
(By a Disgusted M.P.) 
REMEMBER, remember I know no reason 


The Sixth of November ? ‘Why late in the Season [rot 
Of course, for it can’t be forgot! | We’re mustered to rage and talk 


“Ts Lirr wortH Livine?’’—Pappy LANE gaye a bob to avoid a 
shot from the revolver. Only a bob! He got off cheaply. But, 
as he observed, ‘‘It’s better to be a coward for five minutes than 
to be dead for the rest of your life.’ Pappy was right. 
certainly worth living—at that price. 
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, Grand Old Chanticleer (fortissimo). Kept a little mite too much to one stock and brood, I think. 
Cock-a-doodle-do-o-0! Cock-a-doodle-do-o-o-0!!! Once you deprecated change, but you have changed your mood, I 
Gather round me, hen-birds all—pretty Partlet crew! | think. . 

Chorus of ‘‘ Women’s Liberal Federation” Hens | Crested Ch-mb-rl-ns”’ no doubt are a breed DugnaGieMa; 
Cackle! cackle! Grand Old Bird! Where’s the fowl dares tackle | V°tY Valiant, vigorous, vehement, vivacious. 


Such prodigious spurs and beak? Cackle! Cackle! Cackle! 


Ladies, thanks for your res 


| But one family of fowls may be overdone, Ladies. 

| Mean to challenge ’em myself, think we’ll have some fun, Ladies. 
clec | Want to rule the roost too much, the C. C.’s do. Monopoly 

ponse to my stirring clarion. May do in screws, but not in fowl-runs—if I must talk shoppily. 


Grand Old Chanticleer. 


Fancy there’s a business here I alone ‘ i i 
ancy ‘dP euneds b alone can carry on. Jory C., as Cock o’the Walk, considerably plumes himself 
Seagal ee ential, game birds some are terming ’em, But when a bird backs all’ his brood, I rather think ‘he dooms 


need a change of breeds in Birmingham. / himself ; 
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Crested Ch-mb-rl-ns ali crow loud, strut with much 
show abdominal ; 
Some say that Joxr’s supremacy is little more than nominal, 
Even in crow and strut; though these he carries to 
excess, he _ [J ESSE. 
Has rivals in his brood, who are not all as meck as 
However, that’s mere local cackle, though good K-NR-CK 
~—come! a gem !— 
Tells me that complaints of this are not confined to 
__ Brummagem. ; [ RIcHARD, 
Still I’m here to fight Big Jox, not Austin, nay, nor 
I into him, he into me, are pretty sure to pitch hard, 
ae a does come to fighting. Ladies, I am game to 
ackle 
On his own walk that Chanticleer ! 


Chorus of ‘‘ W. L. F.” Hens (effusively). 
O lovely! Cackle! Cackle!!! 
Brummagem Bantam. 
(ae like his impudence! And on my own walk, 
0 


But I’ll beat the Old Bird yet, and by a long chalk, too! 
He talk of see ats ? Well, that’s really queer ; 

He who’d rule adi roosts alone, Grand Old Chanticleer ! 
Well, I’ll fight him! As for you, poor Partlet-Chorus— 


pooh ! . 
They shall find that two can play at Cock-a-doodle- 
do-o-o ! { Makes ready. 


A Nice Loox-our ror Lonpon.—The Standard is 
delighted that the Duke of Wesrmrnster has been 
appointed Lord Lieutenant of the County of London, 
because he will ‘‘ bridge over the gulf between the old 
régime and the new.’”’ Let us hope that the new West- 
minster Bridge will prove a success—come up to the 
“Standard,” in fact. But one Duke will not make a 
London County Council, and this ‘‘ gulf,’’ according to 
Mr. Hamer’s letter in the Zimes, may be, after all, a 
bottomless pit of Bumbles and Blackmailers, wide and 
dark indeed, beyond even the possibilities of ‘‘ filling up,’’ 
suggested by the heroic self-sacrifice of a Ducal Curtius. 
enh hopes that this Hamer hits wide as well as 

ard, 


‘EDUCATION, OR STARVATION ?” 


[The poor child attended in Court herself, was fined two-and- 
sixpence for not having attended school when she was nursing 
her father, and then burst into tears, saying that the only money 
she had they wanted at home for bread.— Vide Daily Telegraph 
Report, Nov. 3.] 

EpucaTion 
Is vexation, 
But Starvation ’s worse. 
Can School-Board be 
With fine and fee - 
Earning the poor man’s curse ? 


GETTING ALONG NICELY. 


In its Dramatic and Musical column, last Friday, the 
| Daily Telegraph informed the world that Mr. Witson 

ad Barrett ‘‘ without assist- 
; , ance, has both constructed 
and written a play called 
Now-a-days.””’ W. B. is 
“‘ setting a big boy now!” 
Fancy being able to write 
a play without assistance ! 
And what was the ‘‘assist- 
ance”? he received before 
this daring effort? Why, 
according to the same 
authority, itwas Mr. Hari 
CAINE. So when he got 
free of this CaInE,—which 
has always been a tutor’s 
assistance,—little Master 
Wuiuson BakReETT pro- 
cured pens, ink, and 
paper, and wrote a play, 
all by himself! hen 
little boys get hold of the pens and ink, they generally 
make a nice mess of it; but we are sure Master W1Lson 
B. ie good boy, and he won’t do anything of that sort, 
will he ? 
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FAMILY JARS. 


Joan. ‘THE IDEAR OF SUSAN’S ASKIN’ JOHN TO WILLIAM’S FUNERAL, AFTER 
THE WAY ’E’D BEYAVED! I[ SHOULDN’T CERTAINLY EVER DREAM OF ASKIN’ ’IM 
To Yours!” 

Darby. ‘‘WHaAtT! THEN ALL JI CAN 
OFFENDED IF YOU DIDNT!” 


SAY IS, I SHOULD BE VERY MUCH 


THE NEXT DIPLOMATIC INCIDENT. 


Letter from —— Smith, Esq., to British Minister. 

Dear British MrvisteR,—I am an Englishman who has become an American, 
and want to know which way I ought to vote at the present crisis. I reckon I 
may take it that this change of front on the part of present Government is all 
bamboozle. Thatis so! Post me up on the night side of the rails. I calculate 
I can influence a lot of votes, to get them put, bedad, to the credit of the 
unspeakable Saxons! Hurroo! rin gobragh! — Yours respectfully, 

(Segned) —— Smiru, Esa. 
Telegram from British Minister to —— Smith, Esq. 

I think you ought to vote for the present Government, as I fancy that after 
the Election is over the good sense which has ever been the characteristic of | 
the present President will once more become apparent. ‘As you are personally — 
unknown to me (although of course your name is perfectly familiar to me), I have 
taken the precaution to pay a small additional sum to have this telegraphed to 
you with the words ‘‘ Strictly private” added to the message. 

Cablegram from Minister to Premier. 

Very awkward this telegram of Minister. Well-intentioned, but ill-timed, 

Please do something. ae 
Cablegram from Minister to Premier (an hour later), 

Have sent Minister his passports. 

Cablegram from President to Premier (an hour later), 

Have ordered Minister to be off at once. 

Cablegram from President to Premier (an hour later). 

Sending out declaration of war by next mail. 

Cablegram from President to Premier (an hour later). 

At Cabinet Council just held decreed the immediate annexation of Canada 
and Australia, and the speedy invasion of India. 

Cablegram from President to Premier (a week later), 

Election over. Pulled it through. Countermanded annexation and invas#on. 
Sorry Minister has gone. Give him my kind regards. Calculate you may con- 
sider this incident at an end. 


. 
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“FAUST GAIETY.” 


; ; re : : f 
On the third night of its existence I saw the new bur lesque 0 
Faust at the Gatety. Faust up to Date is not Faust up to Much. 
Such as it is, it has taken two distinguished Adelphi melodramatists, 
Messrs. Perrrrr and Sims, to do it. Clearly the melodramatists are 
dissembling, The Extravagant Travesty plays two hours and three- 
quarters, and is therefore about 
two hours too long. Here and 
there the two dissembling melo- 
dramatists have made a conscl- 
entious attempt at burlesquing 
some of the principal situations 
in the Opera and drama. Occa- 
sionally there are some good lines, 
as there ought to be in the course 
of two hours and three-quarters, 
though, whether in dialogue or 
in song, it seemed to me that 
the utterance of only Miss Sr. 
Joun, Mr. Lonnen, and Mr. 
Srone was distinct. : 
There is nothing remarkably amusing in 
the First Act, which, however, is the better 
of the two ; but in the Second Act, there is 
a dance of four ahs all alive and kicking, 
which is more effective from its eccentricity 
than its grace; and in the last scene there 
is the now inevitable Irish song for LonNEN, 
of which a Mr. Marrrn is announced as the 


_ By the time this notice appears, 
in the aoe ; oe the are aun 
inquiring at the pigeon-hole of the Box- . 

a nee aS first ?” i ioraictle ohne 

s was I could not catch, but th i i inj 
ete one cate a ut the complainant, in a deeply injured 
don-cher-no.”” I suppose he 
the subject from the hidden 
“aie as further observation 
: ; 


and Kare Vavenan the 


I hope, for th 
of Mashers and Management, if nap abe 


There’s nae luck about the house 

There’s nae luck at a j 

There ’s nae luck about the house 
hen our own NELL’s awa’, 


Yes, in her absence th i 
E e Gaiety Faust 
but forced gaiety, after all, judging afte 


by the present eff 1g 
pronunciation, eHort, says, with incorrect 


P.S.—I itici 
refSrred on me ee on the Dean’s Daughter, a fortnight ago, I 
HELE PRAED wrote rama hea ye, ANthor af Ariane, Mrs, Cua 
: ne. re is imilar 
ster ath fo hens, it cg ane slay of he 


lini casecmneee 
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athy. As Cuartes James Fox wrote,—‘‘It has been 
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any 8 : f 
ep t dangerous to the morals of mankind, even in fiction and 
romance, to make us sympathise with characters whose general 
conduct is blameable.”’? Hear! hear! And as I could not imagine 
anyone sympathising with Ariane, or with any of the dramatis per- 
sone, so | did not consider that play as dangerous to morals. Thus 
‘‘the point of this here remark lays in the application of it,” as | 
was comparing the moral effect of the two plays, and not their 
literary or dramatic merits.—J. I. T. B. 


VOCES POPULI. 
AT A NORTH BRITISH HYDROPATHIC. 

Scene—An immense Drawing-room, lighted by numerous gas- 
burners, and furnished on a scale of imposing splendour. It ws 
after dinner; tea and coffee have just been served in the corridor 
outside, and persons of more luxurious habits have brought in 
their cups to sip at leisure. On settees in the centre sit middle- 
aged Ladies in grey, red, and white woollen shawls, each politely 
admiring the other’s work. Very young Ladies whisper and laugh 
in the window-seats, all about nothing, and exhibit the lvelest 
affection for one another. Others converse, not unconscious of 
the distinction, with the exceptional Young Men who have donned 
evening dress, and who glide about with an agreeable ar of feeling 
perfectly at home. People who don’t know anybody sit apart in 
chairs, perusing ‘* The Hotels of Europe,” or anything else they 
can get hold of, and wondering why other people are so unsociable, 
A stout old Lady in a corner is discoursing to a meek little old 
Maid, in a strong Yorkshire accent, which from time to tume 
compels the unwilling attention of everybody in the room. The 
old Lady’s husband endeavours in vain to catch her eye from the 
background, as her confidences threaten to become of an 
alarmingly intimate nature. In the foreground, two Visitors 
have just discovered a bond of sympathy in the fact that neither 
of them has found Scotch scenery quite what he expected. 

First Visitor (delighted). You weren’t much impressed with the 
Kyles of Bute? You don’t say so! Now that really is very curious 
—no more wasI! Now, Loch Lomond is certainly rather pretty— 
(as uf he did not wish to turn tts head)—bits of it, you know. But 
the Trossachs—what are the Trossachs, after all ? 

Second V. ene (Feeling that this settles the Trossachs.) 
What are they? And then some people tell you Glencoe’s so mag- 

cent—I went through it in a pouring rain, and all I can say is—Z 
couldn’t see anything in the place! and look at Staffa and Iona—why, 
to hear some people talk—— 

First V. (in a large-minded way). Well, I didn’t think Iona was 
so bad myself, I must say—— 

Second V. Ah, perhaps you’re a good sailor, now I’m always ill 
on any steamer—— 

The Yorkshire Lady (in a slow ruminating voice). An’ so ah said 
to ma husband, ‘‘ Ah doan’t loike to cloime oop on them ‘ cherry 
boonks,’ as they cahl them, it may be vara noice,” ah said, ‘‘ when 
ya git oop, but if ah was oop, ahd hey to coom daown agéan.”’ An’ 
ma husband sez to me, ‘‘ Doan’t ya be sooch a blethrin owd ’”?—— 

| Her Husband drops a book in the background. 

A Young Lady who likes Excitement (to one of the agreeable Young 
Men in Evening Dress). Oh, Mr. Torckier, don’t they ever do 
anything here ? 

Mr. Torckler, Oh, yes, I’m going to ask that lady in the blue 
spectacles to sing in a minute, and there’s somebody in the house 
somewhere, who will play the flute, if you go the right way to 
manage him. 

The Y. L. (pettishly). 
ey gs : 

ohitary Stranger (seizing the opportunity of speaking to some- 
body). If you’re fond of climbing, there’s a Es ies eee in 
the vicinity—you can get up it easily in three hours, and it’s only 
eight miles by road. 

The Y. L. (stiffly). Oh, thank you very much. (Zo Mr. T.) I 
mean get up a dance, charades, anything! 

An Habituée. Ah, you should have been here the week before last, 
when the house was full! There was something going on every 
evening in the Recreation Room—theatricals, dumb-crambo, thought 
reading, and I don’t know what all—such fun we had ! 

The Y. L. (coldly). Really? (Zo Mr. T.) But why couldn’t we 
dress up, or something ? [ Vaguely, 

Mr. T. eihlly). Well, there’s not much point in dressing-up 
unless you do something when you are dressed up, is there ? 

The Y. L. (who would be quite satisfied with the mere dressing-up). 
I su oy i ee phe we might dance. 

r. L. (who doesn’t dance, but would recite ¢ 
ask hin), Not enough Rte cite af anybody were to 
the X&. L. Ob, some of the girls—(by which she means the 
girls)—can dance with one another. Beeson a dance, oes 

Mr. Torckler (diplomatically), Ex—well, I must find out what 

people think about it before proposing anything, you know. (Circu- 


Oh, I didn’t mean ¢that—I meant get up 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


| EXTRACTED FROM 
THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 
House of Commons, Tuesday Morning, Nov. 6. 


which 


Westminster. 


ihe le 


to SPEAKER, 


good rest, an 


gently touching one of the curls. 2 
‘Going to have a quiet time, Sir, do you think?” I asked. 
‘‘ Well, that depends,” he said, slowly. ‘‘ 


very interesting. Nothing like going to head-quarters for information. 


lates at as wide a radius from her as possible, while she endeavours 
to find out from the expression of those he addresses, their willing- 
mess to dance or otherwise—an object in which she nught be more 
successful if he were mentioning the subject at all.) 

The Yorkshire Lady (as before). An’ ah went straaight hoam, an’ 
ah poot on a moostard pledster, bahk an’ front, an’ next moarnin’ 
boath ma legs wur ahl swelled oop loike—— [An agonised expression 
in her hearer’s face warned her to lower her vorce at this point. 


Another Young Man, in Evening Dress, approaches a group of 
Young Ladies. 

All the Young Ladies (coquettishly). Now you mustn’t come here, 
Mr. PartiE—you are such a dreadful tease! You must promise to 
behave if we let you stop. [Zhey make room for him with alacrity. 

The Y. M. (taking a Novel, with an elegant carelessness). Is this 
very pathetic ? em 

The Owner of the Novel. I won’t have you making fun of it—it’s 
lovely. I’ve wept pints over it! I left off just at the most exciting 
part. I’m dying to know how it goes on—I should be reading it 
now if I didn’t want to finish this sock. [Knits calmly. 

The Y. M. (to Vocalistic Young Lady), Aren’t we to have a 
song this evening ? 

The Voc. ¥. LL. How can youask me? Why, you know how I 
broke down last night ! 

The Y. M. (gallantly). Well, I’d rather hear you break down than 
other people finish. I know that. 

Proud Mother (from Provinces). There’s my daughter here will 
be happy to sing if you like te ask her—she’s had a first-rate teach- 
ing ; and people who know what good singing 7s, tell me—— 

The Daughter (in modest confusion). How can you go on 380, 
Mamma? You’ll make the gentleman think I’m something 
wonderful! (She 2s induced to consent to sing.) Well, what will you 
have? I’ve got ‘‘ Only the Moon and Thee, Love!” (looking u 
under her eyelashes)—some of my songs are rather soft—and there ’s 
“ Say but One Word, and Iam Thine!” (archly)—that’s a hint 
to some of you young gentlemen! Will you have that? Or this is 
a pretty one—‘' One Kiss, and then—we Part!” 


) L_ musa ad mensam; ifrom 
| Probate Court to Westminster, 
is quite another thing. 
Returned my brief in Parnell 
case. All very well for young 
fellow like CHartEs RUSSELL 
to slave all day in Probate 
Court and toil all night at 
But he hasn’t 
been in collar since A.D. 1841. 
Looked in at Speaker’s Court 
this morning, to pay respects 
In excellent 
health and spires has had 
ready for work. 
Found him, by way of rehearsal 
of business that opens this after- 
noon, blocking his own wig. 
‘‘The only measure—7§ in. x 11—one in my position can block,” he said, 


We may and we may not.” 


body asking how the Autumn Session is likely to turn out. 
Put simple question toSPEAKER; answers it at once; doesn’t 
require notice, but gives a simple, absolutely safe answer. 
Shall know now what to say when anybody asks me. 


DOWN ON DONNELLY ; 


Or, Crushing the Cryptogram. 

‘‘ The Sonnets present evidence for SHAKSPEARE’S authorship 
like the links of chain-mail in an armour of proof. And the 
man who wrote the Sonnets must also have written the Poems 
and Plays. This can be established by those principles of scien- 
tific demonstration that have been applied to both in the present 
work. The same unlearned man wrote both! Then the secret 
history in the Sonnets is in agreement with the public history of 
the time, and both are in antipodal antagonism to the Great 
Cryptogram.”—Mr. Gerald Massey, in his new edition of “ The 
Secret Drama of Shakspeare’s Sonnets.”? 


A port on the Poet! That should herald 

A real Champion’s advent. Go it, GrraLp! 

Punch puts it pleasantly in the vernacular, 

For only owls and humbugs ape the oracular 
IGNATIUS now, the ‘‘ Moon-Raker’”’ gone frantic, 
Who hunts for mare’s-nests under the Atlantic, 
And SHAKSPEARE’S text, is naturally stilted, 

But under Massry’s mace he must have wilted 
Like the pricked bladder that he is. Yes, go it! 

A poet, sure, should understand. a poet. 

You show ’twas SHAKSPEARE, he who sweetly sonneted, 
Who wrote the Plays,—and DonNELLY is bonneted ! 
Your monumental book’s a trifle bulky 

(Five hundred pages turn some critics sulky, 

My massive Massky), but ’tis full of ‘‘ meat,” 

And sown with Song as masculine as sweet. 
Mellifiuous echoes of the master-rhymes, 

Whose music filled the Great Armada times, 

Three centuries since, and still moves heart and brain 
More than the pageantries of Drury Lane. 

‘‘Tush! none but minstrels’ like of sonneting,”’ 
Sings SHAKSPEARE’S self with an ironic ring. 
Minstrels at least will thank you; for the rest 
Who have not time or heart for the Great Quest 
After the Secret of the Sonnets, these 

May dip and taste where there’s so much to please 
Both student bee and social butterfly ; 

Whilst ali will track with grateful heart and eye 
Your slaughtering of that colossal Sham 

Egregious DonNELLY’s Great Cryptogram ! 


This 
Every- 


The Y. M. (prudently, after looking through her music). I think, 
if you wouldn’t mind singing ‘*‘ The Better Land’’—— 

[She ts disappointed, but sings it, without interrupting either the 
reading or the conversation, 

The Yorkshire Lady (speaking through music). So ah said to th’ 
Doactor, *‘ Doactor, ah want you to tell ma joost wheer it is ah’m 
soofirin’—is it ma loongs,”’ ah said, ‘‘ or ma chest, or ma 

The Singer (with solemn feeling). ‘‘ Not there—not they-ere, my 
che-ild!”’ [Song concludes amidst faint and absent-minded applause. 

The Young Lady who likes Excitement (to herself). That’s over, 
thank Goodness! There’s plenty of time for a dance still, if they 
only make haste. I’m ake Y can hear some one playing a Waltz in 
the Recreation Room. What are they waiting for? (Zwo Men 
enter, and look around inquiringly), Have they come in to find 
partners? Then there zs dancing! (Zhe two Men bring out a chess- 
board, and begin to play) .... Pigs! (Mr. Torckier, after con- 
versing confidentially in various quarters, goes out with Mr. Patri.) 
They ’re going to arrange about it at last! (Waits hopefully for 
some time—the lively young Ludies collect their work, and go out too). 
Oh, those girls are going now. I’d better ask someone, perhaps. 
(Crossing to Matron). Do you know where those gentlemen in 
evening dress have gone? a 

Matron. 1 heard them say something about a game of billiards, 
and a cigar. 

The Y. L. (blankly), Oh (hopefully), but all those young ladies— 
where have they gone to? 

Matron, The young ladies? Oh, they’ve gone to bed—we keep 
early hours here, you know. 

The Yorkshire Lady. Aw he gaye ma a perscreepshun, ahl fooll 
o’ things that ah wasn’t to teak. Ah moos’n’t eat bréad, an’ ah 
moosn’t eat potéatoes, nor ye mooflins, nor tea-caiak, nor no péastry 
nor swéats (meditatively)—boot ah niver wur a swéat eiter—ah niver 
wur thot! (And so on.) [Drawing tae gradually empties, till the 
Yorkshire Lady 7s left alone with the little old Maid, who thro@s in 
an automatic ‘* Yes” at intervals, and wonders if it will be rude to 
say she is rather tured. 
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OUR IMBECILES. 


Elderly Masher (whe can’t see that his attenkions are unwelcome), ** I’M SURE YOU ’RE FOND oF Music/” 
Persecuted Fair One (pettishly). ‘‘ OH—YES—-VERY—WHEN IT PUTS A STOP TO CONVERSATION!” 


If we can but get on, we’ll make some of them quake. 
THE AUTUMN MEET. Let.us hear the hounds challenge, and in the right brake, 
A HuntTIne Sone For THE St, SrEPHEN’s SEASON, Tally ho! Tally ho! then, across the clear plain. 
Ain—‘‘A Southerly Wind-and a Cloudy Sky.” Tally ho! Tally ho, boys! Have at him again! 
M.F.H. sings :— We must ride, whip and spur, for, I hope, a short chase ; 
A NONDESCRIPT wind and November sky _ Our horses all panting and sobbing. 
Look queer for a hunting morning. Young Madcap and Riot will soon want to race ; 
But the Meet is fixed, and away we hie, I fancy we ’ll have some rare mobbing. 
Loved leisure and liberty scorning. But hold,—alas! they'll spoil our sport, 
To horse, my lads, to horse, away ! If they over-run or head him short. 
The chase admits of no delay. Clap round him, dear Brit, and if some of the pack, 
On horseback we ’ve got, together we ’ll trot. Like Random, go hotly, hark back! hark back ! 
(Though if J see the need of it, may I be shot !) . Some will see a fresh quarry in every bush ; 
More spouting forbear, see the cover appear ! If you let ’em run ‘aid we shall ne’er get the brush. 
(The pack ’s a mixed lot, and the country is queer.) Who-hoop! who-hoop! I’d give many a crown 
Drag onhim! Ah, wind him, my good, steady hounds If the fox we are after were fairly run down! 
(That sounds like full faith, but I fear with farat grounds.) a aes 
If only the cover and furze i 
I oN oxivy iil ae ey Sai draw, CUTTINGS TRANSPLANTED. 
But Lappy cares little for good canine law, Tus came out of the Brestol Times and Mirror, October 29:— 
Wild Wrz is the plague of the kennel. Ree CE, most centrally-situated, CLIFTON, to be LET, with a per- 
When away we fly, some puppies may halt, manent Gentleman Ledger, who will remain if desired (or for SALE). 
Will a. seiko a sae trail and the pack put at fault. Rather hard on the Lodger, unless, like every other man ‘‘ he has 
To the oy Shammeenk i espero is ae “ae track ? mes Bee and can pocket a adr for his own benefit. 
= we hear a hound challenge in Saskyille Sédge OUSE ae iauin : ity poled = fitted 
aj : merch em es ge, is . wanted. Must be thoroug ‘ - 
wu take us full tilt o’er “‘ Diplomacy ” hedge ? H mended, defty and debonair. Man-servant kept. Pechelor's hoot 


Hark forward! Hark forward!” Oh, b i 
os ras ane , bother the noise ! “th ir!” Quite Miltoni A riate too in 
Keep ’em straight if you can, SMITH, then ‘‘at it, brave boys!” | ¢h ed agente aha ake cy cen VE Re a 

e pages of a Mercury interesting himself in looking out for a Hebe. 


A stormy sky surcharged wi i 
ged with rain “ ’ ” ! 
e chance of good sport opposes. Bachelor’s House.” Alas! poor Bachelor! 


In the mettle of some of the pack trust is vain, 


And J haven’t much faith j i 
“Be in their noses. Nore by Lorp Gor-THE-SackvintE.—The American BAYARD ma 
. SSatpretinngos ey grows worse ; be ‘‘ without fear,’”’ but he’s not ‘‘ without reproach.” i 
If they’ll pick the ground we woul (mee 
oer et. would take them th j 
All’s well; but if not, there is mischief ative: Bs oold rill fam te ois Hence Se ont he's a 
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‘ THE AUTUMN MEET. 


His Lorpsnr. ‘“‘ MORNING! YOU’VE GOT A MIXED LOT IN THE PACK, SMITH,—AND A DIFFICULT COUNTRY ;—HOPE YOU’LL KEEP ’EM WELL 
TOGETHER!” 
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A PARTHIAN SHOT. 


Examiner, ‘‘ THANK you, Mr. JonEs! I’M AFRAID IT ISN’T NECESSARY TO 
TROUBLE YOU ANY FURTHER. GOOD MORNING.” 

Plucked One (who has at all events read his Nineteenth Century), ‘‘ AH, IT’S ALL 
VERY WELL; BUT THEY ’LL BE EXAMINING YoU PRESENTLY— AND SEE HOW 
You ’LL LIKE IT! GooD MORNING.” 


“ROBERT ON THE NEW LORD MAYOR'S SHO. 


Wet, I suttenly did think that, ewen in these times of uniwersal mokery and 
irrewerence, there was jest a few things as might reesonably be xpected to 
remane sacred from the profain touch of the ribald gester, and fust and 
foremast among ’em was the hancient, the time-honnerd, the truly gorgeus 
festival of Lord Mare’s Sho! 

But no, I was rong for wunce, and I confesses it in sackcloth and hashes; 
that is to say, I am sure as I wood, if so be as I knowd how to get through that 
werry gritty an skrunching seremony. But then, of coarse, I did not make 
proper elowance for the ordassity of a Gent who combines in his own sollemn 
erson such a strange wariety of karacters as a Hem Pea, a Barrow Night, a 
Pe tishon, a Joker, and a Tea Toteller ! 
And what a hordience Sir Wizt1am Lawson selecks to adress on so him- 
ortant and hinterestin a subjeck! What can a lot of mere Wesmorland 
oters kno or care about Lord Mare’s Sho? Why, less than even he does— 
and how much is that? Why he acshally tells his pore hignorant lisseners, 
and xpecs them to bleeve him, that it is the custom to have in the sacred Sho 
camels, and bufferlows, and ellefants, and jackasses, and men in armer, and 
tom-fools, a marching about! What a minglin of the subblime and the ridicklus ! 
Elefants and Men in Armer on the one hand, and Jackasses and Tom Fools 
on the other! My curiossity is naterally xcited to kno who he could have 
meant by the jackasses and tom fools; but I naterally refranes from persuing 
the dellicate inquiry too fur. 5 ; 

Leaving his discripshun of the Sho, I passes on to his ludickrus acount of 
the werry grandest bankwet as takes ace in the old City, as is so notorious for 
em. Woud it be bleeved that so wunderfool is his hutter hignorance on these 
himportant matters, that he acshally describes the Ero of the nite as being 
serrounded with Torys and Turtels! Torys and Turtels! What a singlar com- 
binashun! Torys, the bo hideal of humane wisdom and wirtue, and Turtels, 
the bo hideal of skrumpshus and happytising food ! 

But only to think of the witty water-drinker’s hutter hignorance of igh-class 
wittels, as well as of igh-class s. Why he acshally seams to fansy as that 
Turtels is brort on table at dinner, all hole, like Turbots, and such small dear! 
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Ah, what a rewelashun it will be to him sum day when 
he fust tastes Reet Turret Sour! I halmost henveys 
him his grand sensashun. 

I admires his awdassity much more than his good 
taste as to the halterations he boldly wentures to suggest 
in the grand percesshun, and from what I ears, here and 
there, I don’t think as there ain’t werry much chance of 
there being adopted. What mere rubbish to have a 
picter of Mr. GoscueEn hoffering Lord SoRLSBERRY a blank 
check! "Wot’s the use of a blank check, I shood like 
to know, to Lord SoRtsBERRY or to anyboddy helse? If 
the Chanceseller of the Xchecker had a bin shown 
a-hoffering of him a five pun note for hisself, there 
woud be sum sense in it, and in spite of his estonish- 
ment at a pressent from sitch a quarter, his Lordship 
woud probberly have accepted it with rapshure. é 

And then only fansy a doing away with the thrillin 
and awe-enspirin site of no less than six reel Men in 
Armer, all brort from the Tower of Lundun, by the 
speshal permission of H.R.H. the Dook of CAMEBRIDGE, 
to keep the mob in order, and substitootin for ’em 
Mr. WILKIE CoLiins a milkin a Cow in a werry large 
feeld! Why the thing’s too ridickulus to ewen dream 
about, tho I confesses as I do have sum rayther rum 
uns sometimes, ’speshally after a werry scrumpshus 
bankwet. Howewer, seeing, I spose, in what <Amlet 
calls his mind-your-eyes, that, in a Persesshun in the 
werry richest City in the hole World, sumthink like 
splender woud be looked for, he proposes to have, next 
to the Cow-milking seen, a Gilded Carrage; all werry 
right and werry propper, says ewerybody of taste; but 
he must have a nice idear of the size of a Gilded Carrage, 
for it is to contane not ony Mr. Jozk CHAMBERLING— 
as he werry irreyerently calls the fashnable Member for 
Brummagem—but he is to have with him a lot of Dooks 
and Dutchesses, and Publicans, and Archbishups, an 
Brewers ! 

Why, wot nonsense! Why, ewen a large penn 
Homnibus woodn’t hold’em! And wot a way in whic 
to speak of the werry hiest horders of the Nobility, 
Dooks and Dutchesses, and Archbishups, and the most 
usefullest of all our Mannyfacterers, Brewers and Pub- 
licans ; wiz., to tork about a lot of ’em, as if they was to 
be put up and nocked down at a Hoction! 

But a truce to all this ribaldry and werry watery wit, 
at witch I confesses as I ceased to be surprized when 
wunce I learnt that its Orthur had never tasted reel 
Turtel Soup, on the one hand, and never now knowed wot 
it wos to drink a glass of generous old Port, or ewen 
jest a wee drop of reel Scotch Whiskey, on the other. 

Poor old Gennelman! we must, of coarse, make ewery 
posserble alowance for him under the pecooliar circum- 
stanses of his werry sad case. ROBERT, 


Mot by a Midlothian Unionist. 
[Mr. GLADSTONE, writing to Mr. Hotmezs Ivory, Hon. See. 
of the Midlothian Liberal Association, speaks hopefully of the 
prospects of Home Rule in the Constituencies] :— — 


In such optimist dreams though you seem to belieye, 

. To a Scholar like you is it needful to state, 

My dear Wit, that it is the dreams that deceive 
hich pass through the Ivory gate? 


Nursery Tatk.—A discussion has been going on as 
to what ‘‘a Nurse’s position’? should be. Doesn’t her 
position depend on that of the patient, or the baby? 
‘*A PriIvaTE NuRSE”’ writes to Zhe Hospital to ask—Is 
it a rule for a Private Nurse to take her meals in the 
kitchen ? Certainly not, if the custom of Mrs. Gamp 
and Betsy Prig is still of any authority. But perhaps 
those good old days are gone for ever; but Gamps and 
Prigs never demeaned themselves by taking their meals 
in the kitchen. 


To Sir Polydore de Keyser. 


WELL, ‘‘ Every dog must have his day,” 
And every Lord Mayor too ; 

But when his day is done, he may, 

In all ‘‘ the beauty of De-K.,”’ 
Become a Knight, like you. 


New SErrine oF AN Ord Saw.—You cannot touch 
‘* La Terre’ without being Soil’d. 


226 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. (Novempar 10, 1888. 


goody-goodiness. Nor is it deficient in 
material for good low comedy or eccentric 
character, without which it 1s difficult for 
the best intentioned play to be anything but 
a burden to the most sympathetic and patient 
audience. The dramatic possibilities in The 
Pillars of Society are great, but the play 
as it stands certainly would not do for the 
stage, and the bald translation makes it a 
tedious study taken as literature. 

‘As to Ghosts, the second play, the trans- 
lation here given may be close, but the 
dialogue is even more diffuse than in The 
Pillars, and it is pointless, and irrita- 
tingly wearisome to read. Here and there 
a situation in the painfully repulsive 
story is undoubtedly dramatic, yet, as a 
play, whether for an English audience or 
any other, I sincerely hope its production 
is impossible. The subject could be power - 
fully treated in a Charles-Reade-ian novel ; 
but it requires the touch of a master hand 
to adorn the pitiful tale, and point the moral. 
So, on consideration, I shall not inscribe my 
name on the fly-leaf, but shall return the 
book to my friend to prove to him that he has 
not shown misplaced confidence in his friend, 
and then he will perhaps lend another and 
more valuable book to the honest 

Baron DE Book- WORMS. 


i 


BALLADS OF TO-DAY. 
“ONE AT A TIME.” 
By Bungham Down. 


Heavity through the Casino 
The fumes of the roses float ; 

Heart of my heart! How could he know 
She had come by the tidal-boat ? 

As stiff as a royal merino, 
Or the fur of the sea-side goat ? 


(Andante hideoso.) 


And he danced on one and the other, 
He was far too ugly to care, - 

And Beauty her shrieks would smother, 
And Valour forget to swear, | 

For he was a famous Poet, 
And rich and debonair, 


(Tempo di Valse.) 


‘* One at a time, love, one at a time ! 
Ever he murmured the old sweet rime ; 
One at a time, love ; fair is fair, - 
Haro! and motley’s the only wear !” 


(Puffo ma non troppo.) 
And he leaned from the lush Casino, 
And scanned the sounding sea ; 
Like the salt of a fruitless Eno, 
It cream’d with a mocking glee, 
Or moaned like the Moning Congou 
At a foggy Five o’Clock Tea. 


They play’d at the little horses, 
But little of them reck’d he, 

As he yearn’d for the stars in their courses 
And the moon in her crescentrie, 

And his pulses reserv’d their forces, 
For there in the dusk was She! 


(Twingiamente.) 
And the vacant space where his heart had 
Throbb’d with a fancied pain, [place 


As the phantom boot on a long-lost foot 
Wakes bygone griefs again. 
(Maestoso giocoso.) 
There’s a lonely tomb where surges boom 
And the griddering pebbles grind,— 
But he dances on one and the other, 
He is far too ugly to mind. 


‘* One at a time, love, one at a time, 
Softly he murmurs the sweet, old rime: 
One at a time, love; fair ts fair, 

Haro ! and motley’s the only wear.” 


PARLIAMENTARY. 


Pedestrian (in a@ hurry). ‘‘Ht! ’Gtve you Five SHILLINGS TO GET ME TO WESTMINSTER 
BY TWELVE 0’CLOCK.” 


(a9 
7 Cabby. OH, YOU MAY corRUPT ME, Sir, Jump IN. If WE CAN ONLY SECURE THIS OLD 
oss’s VOTE, WE MAY CARRY IT!” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


A Votume of Insen’s Plays (belongi o i i 
z ging to ‘‘the Camelot Series,’ of whose existence I am 
heey made aware) has been lent me by a simple trusting friend. The good simple soul 
oy eae is pane in the fly-leaf, with a date; but there is sufficient space to write 
et ore :—* Io my dear friend the Baron de Bookworms, from his sincerely 
el lan me will come in, quite neatly and appropriately, his own name in his own 
Dodie Ti ae any had time to read the first two plays, The Pillars of Society, 
the icone ‘Sugd oe of these, until the middle of the Second Act, is troublesome reading, 
eas feally oc°, a use, commonplace, and the stage-directions ridiculous. But when the 
+ pines pence and the reader is on speaking terms with the various characters, 
asl, Raat nay worked out, the pit proves to be as strong as the characters 
Bl ey ponent: a Bae ensed and well acted, it ought to be a powerful play, for which 
Re tecolose bat the . ry on the English stage. The translation is evidently truthful 
Be iva ninded ree ot a practical pera is needed to put it into proper form. 
“, Manty-spirited, noble play, pointing a moral without any cant of 
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COURT UP FOR LUNCH. 


NE 


{ ull | 


THE PARNELL COMMISSION. get into the witness-box and they examine me about my visit to Paris 
: in the spring of 1882—‘ in the spring, a young man’s fancy,’ don’t you 
(Special Report.) know—do you think anything will come out about private affairs ?” 


wesday.—JosEPH GiLtis has taken somebody else’s seat this! ‘‘ Do you mean,” I said, ‘‘ will they want to know anything about 

eee t's mine. Has ‘ mea himself to ae Inner Bar, aut that little an with the widow, that let you in for the breach of 
now sits with us. Suppose he’ll be donning wig and gown presently. | promise case 
Here he sits all day. eatin to see him, as the shadows lengthen, lay ‘Well, you needn’t put it quite that way, Tony; but that’s 
his head on Locxwoop’s broad. shoulder and sweetly sleep. Some- somewhere about it. You know all about legal procedure. Will 
thing weighing on his mind. Moments of abstraction when he sits the J udges let the ATTORNEY-GENERAL go into that matter?” _ 
gazing afar. Once heard something like a sigh. ‘“‘T fancy they will,” I said. ** But, I’}l look up the authoritfes. 

“ Anything gone wrong ?”’ I ask. Haven’t got your Coke upon Lattleton in your waistcoat pocket, have 

“Not yet,” he says. ‘‘ But I’m afeard. Do you think, when I| your” 
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Captain. Some signs of quailing at first. 
meet the four pair of gleaming eyes on 
erowing steadier under fire, the Captain fa1 
Russett. Answers his searching, subtle questions, fully and frankly. 
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m to be sitting with us of the Inner 
put not in wig and gown. 

3 jin the way of JosEPH GILLIS. 
Rolohea ee He needs no assist- 
Solicitors, and pre- 


No, Joserx hadn't ; and hi 
Bar! Tr Heaty turned up, 
‘“No,” said Tim, ‘‘ not going 
Since he’s taken to the law, I take a back gt 
ance.’ So Tim sits on modest bench wi 
sently tackles the Judges. 
‘Tm Mr. Heaty,”’ he says, 
of business. fe 
Brother HaNNEN gravely nods, as 1 ‘ 
JoserH Grits, who tried a fall wit 


when making an application on order 


that didn’t matter very much. 
Brother HANNEN earlier in 
menus the proceedings, has 

been quiet for day 
#4 ortwo. Encouraged 

i by contiguity of 
# Trim, he returns to 
|} attack. JOSEPH, 
#| pulling up his coat 
| by back of collar, as 
f he has seen HENRY 
# James do with his 
"| gown, argues that 
me the whole of 

| speeches should be 
| read. Blandly hints 
| that Henry JAMES, 
= in picking out par- 
= ticular paragraphs, 
f was chiefly con- 
} cerned to mislead 
i the public who read 
see the newspaper re- 
fe ports. Pretty to 
| see HANNEN looking 
‘-4| under his glasses 
= at the future Ers- 
| KINE. A glance of 
=| mingled curiosity, 
i oe eo) impatience and 
The Star. growing anger. JO- 
SEPH, wagging his 
forefinger as he has heard Mr. Jaggers used to do, lays down the 
law, and is himself promptly laid by the heels. 

‘*No, no, no!” says Brother HAnnen, testily turning away. 

That’s all; only a monosyllable reiterated. But, how eloquent 
with impatient disgust of JosEPH’s slightly incoherent and somewhat 
malignant suggestion! Jory B. doesn’t try to catch the President’s 
eye again. Sits and ruminates. 

‘Tell you what, Tony,’ he said, ‘‘ when we reach Civil Service 

Estimates, shall move to reduce vote for law expenses by £5,000, 
salary of President of Probate Court. What does he mean with his 
‘No, no, no’? On the whole, I’d rather have dealings with the 
Speaker.” 
_ Wednesday.—Appearance of Court distinctly changed this morn- 
ing. Chamber crowded. Bar in full attendance and plainly on 
the alert. PARNELL, who is methodically as late as HarTINGTON, is 
actually in his place. JosepH Grutts, descended from high estate on 
Q.C. Bench, humbly seated in Solicitors’ quarter. 

Not nearly such a homely place’as the House’ of Commons, 
Topy,” he whispered, enviously eyeing my wig and gown. ‘‘Can 
do anything I like there; say what I please, at what length I like, 
and sit where I think proper. Remember the time when House was 
in Committee, and I sat in Speaker’s Chair, behind CourTNEY? Be 
a pretty row here, I suppose, if, after luncheon, Judges came in and 
found me sitting in President’s chair! But I will do it some day. 
Jory B. is tough, dev’lish tough, as they ’Il find to their cost.” 

Curtain drawn back. Judges enter; stand for a second in the 
doorway ; Bar and audience rise with swift rustling noise; Judges 
bow, take their seats. Play about to begin; subdued buzz of excite- 


a ety hat is it?” Lasked Sage of Queen Anne’s Gate, who is 


‘ Cherchez la femme !” he says. 
Instinctively turn to logeagpcirection of newspaper lady in black 


hat and hearse-plumes, forsaken by JosrrH. On the way eye falls 


on familiar figure. It is he—I mean it? : 
sok Aaa it’s SHea. (See Sage’s 
ae Bh ogo as soon as Court adjourns for luncheon. 


Taiping in Count) Brother Hannen says he won’t have anyoue 


‘SHEA in box all morning and far i 
Sept x all morning _Tar into afternoon. Doesn’t seem 
_ ih shaved off whiskers in order the better to face ordeal. 
lie an pobroken line below him sit old familiar friends. 
» pale rd-looking, staring with reproachful 


a aced, hagea 

4 qd pee ete ; ‘Tt Hnaty, speechless with anger; 

the days that are no shen oe a ghashly smile, and thinking of 

Mites of Panne ®, when he went down to Galway, and, in 
OF FARNELL, pulled O’Sirma’s hair and scratched his face. 

A trying ordeal for the once débonnaire but now decidedly damaged 
we 


> NOTE, — Rejected Communications or C 
in no case be returned, not even w 
there will be no exception. 


P. C. IRWIN as soon as 
handed over to custody of P. C. O'MALLEY. 
to bring document signed by some { ] ; 
convenient public in Wardour Street, protesting against his exclusion 
from politics. 


blindfolded. Engaged cab by the hour. Drove round by Clapham 
Common, I believe, 
off my eyes when I entered the room. Rum ae seen through tobacco- 
smoke. 

back with flat side of sword. Then I signed my name in re 
(they said it was blood). They all swore at PARNELL; said I ought 
to be Chief-Secretary. : 
and came away. Nothing particular ever came of it; still 
mean they—had very pleasant evening. But I advise you to keep 
out of politics, ToBy. 


fellows, 
Best type 
good - looking, 
nered, shrewd, smiling, slyly 
humorous, 
brogue. His conversation with 
CHARLES RussELL worth sit- 
ting a week in Court to hear. 
There was a wide world 
eloquence in his way of saying 
‘* Sir CHARLES.”’ 
expostulation, hesitation, alac- 
rity, doubt, assent, certainty, contra- 
diction, and above all, wheedling, each 
expressed in turn in rich mellifluous 
breathing of commonplace name. Rus- j 
SELL fretted and fumed under iteration. gs 
Snappishly protested. 


said. 


as Amurath to Amurath. Interesting 
in its way, but finally soporific. Brother 
Day began to take on a glassier stare 
as the afternoon shadows lengthened. 
Presently his chin sank on his breast, 
and he became profoundly engrossed in meditation on evidence. 


cutrivutions, whether BiSs., 
hen accompanied by a Stam 
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Strong disinclination to 
Solicitors’ Bench. But, 
fairly faces Sir CHARLES 


Thursday.—In the hands of the Police all day. Taken up by 
O’Sua had left the box. Subsequently 

O'SHEA just looked in 
eminent politicians meeting in 


O’SHxA told me all about it. 
‘‘MuLquEENY took me there,” he said, “‘in four-wheeled cab, 


and so reached Wardour Street. Took bandage 
Smell of lemon in whiskey. Somebody hit me on pe ot 
in 
I paid for drinks, put protest in my ie 
we— 


ou never know what you’ll be let in for.” 
Police Witnesses charming 
ecpenally IRwiy. 
of Irish peasant ; 
gentle - man- 


with delicious 


of 


Entreaty, 


“Oh, don’t éall me Sir CHARLES,” he [i 


‘Very well, Sir CHartzs,” said B 


IRWIN, in softest cooing notes, as a Gagye 
nurse might soothe a restless infant. 


Policeman to Policeman succeeded, 


The Close of Day. 


‘It’s getting late,’’ said Lockwoop. 


‘“‘This is what we call.the 
close of Day.”’ 


THE IDEAL GYURL. 


[‘‘ Woman’s work, what should it be but scrubbing furniture, dusting 
walls, sweeping floors, helping with the farm-work, or in the garden or 
dairy? ’’—Professor Ruskin’s last; and why doesn’t he stick to his last 2) 

‘*O Mary, go and scrub the draw- | Oh, can this be the highest fruit 
ing-room floor, (chairs, of time, 
And dust the drawing-room| This bowed and wrinkled maid, 
And make the kitchen stairs This weather-beaten maid,— 
A gruesome sight to see? 


As clean as clean can be! 
For so Professor Ruskry bids, | Was never horny-handed plough- 


whose word boy yet 
Is law to you and me.” Had such a hand as she! 
She was a Girton maiden, and her | They tried to find a mate for her, 
brain but man, 


Was crammed with learned lore, 


But inconsiderate man 
With culture to the core, ‘ 


But beauty-loving man 


And physiologee! Preferred another She! 
But now she hoed potatoes, and at| And now that maiden may be 
night heard to cuss 


Dead-tired home came she. Her RuskIn heartilee! 


PHEBUS TO THE ForE.—With what object are letters in a dis- 


puted handwriting ordered to be phot hed? : 3 
authorship to light. e photographed ?—To bring their 


FREE TRANSLATION.— Quis custodtet epsos custodes? ** Who shall 
examine the Examiners ?”’ 


Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
ped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper: To this rule 
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STUDIES IN EVOLUTION. 


ALDERMAN BROWNJONES SENIOR EXPLAINS TO HIS SON, ALDERMAN 
BROWNJONES JUNIOR, THAT THERE IS A LAMENTABLE FALLING-OFF 
SINCE HIS DAY, IN THE BREED OF ALDERMEN-SHERIFFS—NOT ONLY 
IN STYLE AND BEARING, BUT EVEN IN ‘‘ HAPPETITE” ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Ler no one say that in the absence of Lixa Joxo from his own 
native village, there is no artistic talent left in Japan. Just look at 
the Japanese draughtsman’s picture of MAs&, one of the forty Ronins, 
drawing a bow as he points an arrow at the spectator, in No. 6 of 
Artistic Japan for last October. 

I should like to have seen Mr. Tootr’s Recollections told by Himself, 
chronicled by Jos—EpH HArTron, and published by Messrs. Hurst AnD 
BuLAckKETT, illustrated by a Japanese artist, though Messrs. BRYAN AND 
MareeErson have done their work very well. Itisa very amusing 
book without an unkind or ungenerous word in it about anyone in 
or connected with the theatrical profession, and this is saying a good 
deal for Mr. Toonn’s forbearance, seeing how easily and successfully 
he might have retaliated on those who of late years, under the flimsy 
pretence of criticism, have rarely missed an opportunity of venting 
their petty personal spite on the comedian whose well deserved 

opularity, and his numerous acts of generosity, must necessarily 

ave made for him many enemies. Mr. Harton in Boswelling 
JOHNNIE TOOLE has cleverly contrived to give the necessary, ‘‘ go” 
to most of the stories, which otherwise, owing to Mr. Toorr’s in- 
imitable and original manner of oral narration would certainly have 
lost considerably when told in print. 

There is one story about H. J. Byron which Mr. Tooter records as 
occurring a week or so before his death. The story is this: Byron’s 
eoachman wrote to him to say that a mare in his stable in London 
was ill, and he wanted to know if he should give her a ball. To 
which Byron replied, ‘‘ Yes—only don’t ask too many people.” 
Now I, mot qui parle, myself heard Byron gay this, as he said it to 
me one morning at Ramsgate, where he wasstaying three or four years 
before his death. He was holding the coachman’s letter in his hand as 
I entered the room, and was roaring with laughter. ‘‘My coachman 
writes,’ he said, chuckling, and pulling at his moustache, ‘‘to say 
that a mare of mine is ill;and asks me if he may give her a ball, as 
he wouldn’t do it without permission. I was just saying to my wife 


VOI, XCV,. 


that I think I shall write and say, ‘Yes—give her a ball, only don’t 
ask too many people’ ’’—and then he laughed till he almost cried over 
it, so immensely was he tickled with the absurdity of the idea. There 
was a comparative stranger to him present, who did not see the joke 
immediately, and this made Byron and myself laugh all the more. 
I’ve no doubt that so good a thing he repeated; but the fact of the 
coachman’s letter having arrived that morning, is pretty clear proot 
that I was among the three first—the others were his wife and the 
unimpressionable stranger—who heard him say it. 

In No. 4, Vol. I. of Zhe Salon I find the name of the French actor, 
Git Perez spelt ‘‘Girpris.” Was this his real name, or is it a mis- 

rint or an error in speiling, like ‘‘ chawtle in his joy,” instead of 

‘chortle in his joy,” which occurs in the same number? There 
should be no mistake about ‘‘ chortle,’ which belongs to the classic 
English ef the Victorian Era. 

Christmas Books are well ahead of the time when they are due. I 
suppose all much the same as usual, but I shall make a dip in the 
lucky bag, and select. To anyone in want of indoor exercise, on a 
wet day, I strongly recommend the perusal of Mr. WALTER BESANT’S 
The Inner House (ARROWSMITH’S Christmas Annual), as affording 
plenty of opportunity for skipping. It may please Mr. Brsant’s 
admirers, but it struck me as an uninteresting namby-pamby romance. 

The best Christmas Book I’ve seen as yet, that is to say, really a 
book for Christmas time and the children, is The Marvellous History 
of Jack the Giant- Killer, by RicHarpd DoyiE. It is a book for boys 
by a boy, for it was drawn by him in 1842, when he was in jackets 
and turn-down collars. It was before he signed his initials to his 
drawings, with or without the eccentric dicky-bird; but no signa- 
ture is necessary to inform us who the’artist was that ‘‘inventidit 
druit, et didit,’”” when we see these quaint figures of dwarfs and 
giants, and funny little creatures climbing up or hanging on to the 
border of every page. To have kept the letter-press in fac-simile 
manuscript is the publisher’s mistake, as some folks will find it diffi- 
cult to decipher: but this is of less consequence, as each picture tells 
its own story, and is delightfully grotesque. 

I gave JosrpH Harron’s Captured by Cannibals to a big boy to 
read. He polished it off—I am not aware that Mr. Harron’s style 
requires this treatment—and returned it with thanks, informing me 
that he thought it would suit younger boys than himself admirably. 
I read the volatile Mr. G.’s article on ErizaBeTuH and the Establish- 
ment in the Nineteenth Century. Mr. G. must have his own private 
History of England and defies State Calendars. He should write an 
Elizabethan drama for Avcustus DrurioLanus, who might put him 
right in some of his historical facts. 

Reporters differ. Looking through My Autobiography and Re- 
minascences, by W. P. Fritx, R.A., with Notes (my own), I find that 
the modern HogartH gives an account of the banquet held in honour 
of MacrzEapy, on the occasion of that eminent tragedian’s retirement 
from the Stage. Says he (after declaring that CHartEes Dickens 
made an admirable speech), ‘‘and THACKERAY also spoke well and very 
humorously,” to which I have added (in pencil in the margin), ‘‘ This 
is news, indeed!!’? Now, it happens, that Mr. Jonn CoLEMAN was: 
also present at this remarkable dinner, and according to him (he has 
it down in his book upon Actors he has Known, just published), the 
author of Vanity Fair made a mess of his speechification. To quote 
Mr. CoLEMAN’s own words, ‘‘ THACKERAY, who had to propose the 
health of ‘ the Ladies,’ would, I thought, have broken down every 
moment, not from the cause assigned by some ‘d—d good-natured 
friend,’ but from sheer nervousness.’’ He moreover notes that BuLWER 
Lytton (who was in the chair), ‘‘ seemed to him,” to regard his rival 
novelist’s ‘‘ discomfiture with an amused and languid disdain which 
overlaid a somewhat deeper-rooted feeling.’”? Again, the two his- 
torians adopt a distinctly different tone in referring to the speech of 
See KEMBLE.. I give their impressions of the oration side by 
side :— 

Charles Kemble’s speech, according 
to Mr. Frith. 


I was close to CHARLES KEMBLE, | 
who spoke right well. * * * When | 
the old man rose, feeble and bent, 
but with the old stately bearing, 
and in the sounding and digni- 
fied, though somewhat shrill voice 
peculiar to the KemBtzs, responded 
most happily to the toast, the row 
was deafening. 

Really, when the two autobiographers have nothing better to do, 
they might read one another’s ‘* Recollections.” Iam sure that one 
or the other of them will find something that he must have forgotten! 

A propos of the stage, Mr. W. Davenport ApAms (the well-known 
dramatic critic) has published a very readable little yolume of essays, 
called Byeways in Bookland. It is pleasant to take a stroll through 
the leaves Mr. Apams has collected for us in these byeways. ® The 
leaves, although a study in ‘‘ black and white,” are full of charming 
colour. THE Baron Dr Boox-Worms & Co. 


enemies ps 


Charles Kemble’s speech, according 
to Mr, Coleman. 


CHARLES KEMBLE, whom I saw 
for the first and last time on that 
occasion, made a somewhat irre- 
levant speech, in the midst of 
which he ‘‘dried up,” and sat 
down. 
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Mr, Bull (to Miss America). ‘‘ Trust Him Not. HE 1s FooLine THEE !” 
A DOUBTFUL pany ’s whispering thee, 


| Trust him not, He is a fiend without remorse. 
a lS ute ee tn | He is fooling thee ! abate - Beware ! 
e can both false and friendly be, ; 1d fain 3 -, rust him not 
Beers = Beware! | His hands eg ea gaan imbrue ; He is fooling thee ! 
rust him no / yatta 
He is fooling thee! | And what he Whispers 1s Boy true. He’ll give those votes, and promise fair, 
| Beware! Beware! Take care! 
He has false eyes, their gleam means crime. | Trust him not, ' A demon gift is but a snare. 
_ Take care! | He is fooling thee ! Beware! Beware ! 
He’s playing tempter all the time ; He has a lot of votes, of course : Trust him not, 
Beware! Beware! | Take care! He is fooling thee! 
and the philosopher would either of them care to be credited with a 
Mr. Poncu —Th hes SAW ILL SET. stupid observation. But it is unlikely that any ghost walks in 
Me ctsrs sddacos Age of a recent review of Dr. Marston’s work | Cheyne Walk. 


Seg Aadduces the celebrated definition of ‘‘ Genius” as ‘an infi- Why, Uf. Punch, you, yourself, the greatest Genius living, must 
on guest i Heceas nie and ascribes it to Lord BEACONSFIELD. | of course, well ioe so far from being a capacity for fakeoh any 
sea haine terantod ‘ es Ss. The house of the late Seer of pains at all, Genius is an endowment which enables anybody to do 
invoking him—and eee -tappers, who are said to have been | without effort marvels and prodigies which nobody else could achieve 
could easily set then to settle Hone too—at séances, the Mediums | whatever pains they could possibly take. Only think of HanpEn 
saying, if necromancers are not -ir respective claims to the above|and Mozart performing and composing music almost before they 
impostors, and if both the statesman | were out of their frocks and trousers! Of Popx, who “‘lisped in 
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numbers, for the numbers came.”’ Of BrppEr, and other 
calculating boys who similarly, when mere babies, could 
solve the most intricate arithmetical problems by. a 
merely instinctive faculty. Don’t you think, Sir, Genius 
had much better be defined a capacity of doing wonders, 
without taking any pains at all? 

Wouldn’t you, say that you, in your own person, find 
an infinite capaaiey of taking pains a great auxiliary to 
Genius indeed, and quite essential to success in its highest 
flights, but somethin 
watchmaker from a 
from you? 

As to Lord BEACONSFIELD’s authorship of the account 
of Genius imputed to Cartyzz, don’t you think that it 
might just_as well have been set down to Mr. Guap- 
STONE; and that, if it had been, that right honourable 
gentleman would be as much annoyed as you would be in 
case you were charged with having originated it yourself ? 
Do help to withdraw from circulation a current misdescrip- 
tion of Genius altogether at variance with 

Common SENSE. 


as totally distinct from it as a 
ENNYSON, or a BROWNING, or even 


THE HOSPITAL FOR SICK CHILDREN. 


‘* Mrs. KEELEY in a new piece!” sounds startling 
as a bit of theatrical intelligence—nevertheless, it was a 
fact last Friday. This lively and accomplished young 
lady of eighty-three played toa crowded and enthusiastic 
house for the benefit. of the Hospital for Sick Children 
in Great Ormond Street. Happy Charity to have such an 
advocate!—happy AsHBY-STERRY to have his lines so 
delightfully given! Nota point was lost, not a chance 
given away; the clever and experienced actress showed 
she had not forgotten a particle of her art—she:had the 
same wondrous power over her audience that she possessed 
years ago. sp) ) 

At the conclusion of her address she said, with won- 
drous earnestness, in speaking of the children :— 


‘* T crave for them your sympathy untold, 
Your love, your help, your pity—and your gold! 
The last I’m bound to have, for, you must know, 
I played Jack Sheppard many years ago! 
I’ve not forgot his impudence, i dash— 
His rare persuasive power when seeking cash! 
Stand and deliver—sovereigns, fifties, fives— 
We want your money, for we want their lives! ”’ 


It is to be hoped that the eloquence and persuasive 
power of Mrs. KEELry will have the effect of ‘‘ sovereigns, 
fifties, and fives,’’ being speedily delivered to the treasury 
of this excellent Institution, which is only waiting for 
money in order that its new wing may be built, and its 
sphere of usefulness substantially enlarged. 


A CASE OF SOUND MEDICINE. 


‘From the time when medical knowledge was first embodied in rules of 
practice, and probably from a much earlier period, Music has held a recognised 
place in the treatment of disease. . . . Lauded in connection, for example, 
with gout.””—Lancet. 

Scene—A Sick Chamber. Invalid discovered groaning on a sofa. 
Enter Doctor, briskly. 

Doctor. Well, and how are we to-day ? 

Invalid. Oh, very—very ill! Worse, Doctor—worse! 

Doctor. Dear me! Surely you could not have taken the medicine 
I ordered. 

Invalid. Oh, yes, indeed I did. 

Doctor. Sure you did not swallow the embrocation and use the 
sleeping draught for a lotion ? 

Invalid. Oh, no, Doctor ; I was very careful indeed! (Sadly). But 
they all have done me no good. I think I am worsethanever! Oh! 


[ Groans. 

Doctor. Dear me, that’s bad ! Let mesee your tongue; and then 
you can tell me your symptoms. 

Invalid (after showing his tongue). Well, Doctor, you see I have a 
pain here, and a pain there. [ Describes in detail his ailments. 

Doctor. You surpriseme! But I fancy I can put you straight. 
Just sing ‘‘ She Wore a Wreath of Roses.” 

Invalid. J am sureI can’t! I haven’t sung for years. 

Doctor. The greater the reason you should commence. Now, then, 
“* She Wore a Wreath of Roses.’ Come make an effort (sings)— 
‘“ She wore a wreath ——”. Now, then, go on. 
(Sings feebly.) 


Invalid. 1 am sure I can’t. ; 


‘* She wore——’ 


~ { Gives the rest of the song with unconventional variations. | 


Doctor. Come, now, don’t you feel better already ? 
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‘“My DEAR SuSAN! 
EVERY DAY!” 

‘‘OH, COME NOW—YOU SAY THAT TO FLATTER ME!” 

‘* WHAT? YOU DON’T MEAN TO SAY YOU ADMIRE HER!” 
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FELINE AMENITIES. 


I DECLARE YOU ’RE GETTING MORE LIKE MARGARET 


Invalid. Well, I don’t know; still—— 

Doctor. Of course you are! And now for a dance. I fancy 
‘* The Highland Schottische”’ is about your figure. Come. (Sings and 
dances.) ‘* Rumtum titiddy-ee, tiddy-ee, tiddy-eee ; Rumtum tiddy- 
ee, Ri de foll de dolly de?” Surely you can janes to that ? 

Invalid. I will try it. Let me see. ‘‘Rumtum-titiddy-ee.” 


[Stings and dances feebly. 
Doctor. That’s right! 


(Takes his hands, and dances about ener- 
getically.) Never mind the twinges at first. They will go off by- 
and-by. (After a few minutes of singing and dancing.) There 
now! How do you feel ? 

Invalid (sinking on a couch.) I am much, much better. 

Doctor (heartily). I knew you would be! 

Invalid. And now, Doctor, that Iam cured, do you mind telling 
me what was the matter with me? 

Doctor, Certainly. Ihave treated you for a slight attack of gout! 
As you are not yet quite yourself, I will send you a Saraband to 
be dane before bed-time, and the music for a Polka-Mazourka, 
that you must run through two or three times before you have your 
breakfast to-morrow morning. And now good-bye, as I have to gu 
and cure some children suffering from measles with a good whole- 
some dose of ‘‘ Sir Roger de Coverley.” Exit. 


A Nor Partiatty Crackep.—It was recently suggested in the 
Times that cocoa-fibre would be useful as material for lining our 
warships. This theory, though not solving the old problem about 
| the ees of milk in the cocoa-nut, does account for the kair 
_ outside, 


More oF A UNIONIST THAN EverR.—Mr,. CHAMBERLAIN. Bes‘ 
| wishes to ‘‘ Josepa’s Sweetheart,” 
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ROBERT ON LORD MARE’S DAY. 


Tie revells was all over on the hallowd Ninth. The three most 
himportantest persuns of the hole himportant City; wiz., the parst 


‘d Me ord Mare, and the future Lord Mare 
Lord Mare, the present Lord Mare, a Te atc 3 


HOE DEAR! 


READ GLADSTONE’S adyice about ft yeaa jam, cherries, 
apples, and all the rest of it, with great interest. hy do the poor 
congregate in big towns, instead of doing this sort of fee in the 
country? Soimprovident! Believe there’s a fortune to be made 


cS ° ° ‘ i “y11) 
. iyi ve Ad awh E2)} sleepin in their pero growing fruit and vegetables for London market, and mean 
Oy aR Cy yy Ue downy beds of ye ice li 
ALS Ns %y 35.3 ("5, SSM 4“  lucksery; theappy Have bought a small farm, Nice light soil. Owner (who seems 
a a =. as) leo RDNA Gests was all fled; | Vety anxious to get away), describes it as a ‘‘pebbly loam.” More 


“Qh c= 


aa aN the: oarefal ‘Conia Boers than loam, apparently. ‘‘Scratch your loam, and you find 


4. pebbles.” Owner shows me orchard, paddock, cart-shed, &c., and 
Bret). se? be Bete induces me to take over his live and dead stock at valuation. 
\ WEN. up all the cubbord Settle atfarm. Twenty miles out of town. Nearest rail two and 
{i M\ yey fulls of broken |® half miles; cartage to railway costs more than I expected. Have 
yj Pay ~ittalacs Anoluai Dee Gardener, too; pay Azm more (I fancy) than either of us ex- 
te hole uartz of reel | pected. Buy some books on fruit-farming, and feel rather proud of 
AZZ Turtel Soop, and | 22Y, position. Shall talk (to friends who don’t know much about me), | 
aS seweral hole ams|0f ‘‘my place in the country.” Hope they won’t come down and 
and fouls, as was find me hoeing mangel-wurzels, 
all to be give to|,..dather disappointed with perusal of the books. Find apples don’t 


the Poor nex mornin, and the tired and sleepy Waiters had taken like a “‘pebbly loam.” | Also only a few kinds of apples have any | 
vate that none of the fine old Wine shood be wasted, and then sort sale nowadays. Call in a horticultural expert, andask him to 
their umbel omes; and the ony sound to be herd was the silent tread inspect my orchard. Sigs 
of the ever wakeful Watchman, who was, for some hours to come, Expert comes. Condemns orchard root and branch. Says, only 
the great City Surweyor. But why does he cum to a sudden paws | thing to be done is to grub up these ’ere’ trees, and plant noo ones. 
in his silent rownd? why, after a close examination of it with his Well, then, what advantage do I get out of the old trees? ‘‘ None 
ae dark lantern, does he xclaim, ‘‘ Why, Roserr, my toolip, whatever, he replies; ‘‘might just as well have bought a bit of 
SS oth are vou docin there??? meadow.” Depressed. I think of riddle—‘‘ What’s the good of 
I was a sleepin the sleep of the onest but tired-out Waiter, under Acres when you can’t get a Bob out of them?” Riddle depresses 
a Sofy in the Committee’s priwet refreshment room, havin laid me still further. : : 
down jest for about 40 winks; and havin, in the dark, rapt a table- Give up apples. Plant no end of cherries and gooseberries. Gar- 
cloth around my manly figger, to keep out the cold, I must suttenly dener says, important for fruit to go off directly it’s ripe.” Mine 
have cut rayther a strange apairance to my frend the Watchman goes off before it’s ripe. Goes off altogether; boys steal it. Also | 
wen I stood up to my full hight before his estonished eyes! plant cabbages and mushrooms. Gardener says, ‘‘a fine opening for 
It was all the frutes of hover work. It is, I bleeves, about the mushrooms.” Spend a month or two buying spawn, making beds, 
werry fust time in all my long life as I have hever been gilty of sitch &e. What a lot of attention mushrooms do want! Call this small 
a hact of dense stoopidity, and I shall take preshus good care as it’s culture,’ indeed! Find that the opening for mushrooms has closed 
the last. But my xcuse must be that it was all dun from a good when I come to sell them. Buyers offer a price which just about |. 
cause and with a nobel hobjeck. I had herd sitch alarmin roomers | SOV®S cost of carriage to town. I ask why? They explain that 
of what was to be done, and what was not to be done, as respecks the public fancy has changed; mushrooms not in vogue—tomatoes 
Sacred Sho, that I was deturmind to see for myself with my hone | 27°; 
eyes, and hear for myself with my hone hears, and be reddy to ersist|,, [ty tomatoes. Try ’em out of doors, and get ’em nipped by frost, 
the pore Life Gards and the pore Huzzas if they shoud be atacked| 1?Y again under glass, Putting up glass very expensive. Gardener 
by the angry mob who was of coarse naterally disappinted at being suggests grapes. After buying one or two choice varieties, find 
deprived of their speshal darlings, the Men in Armer from the reei| Gardener doesn’t understand planting them! Buy book on Grape- 
Tower of Lundon, and Rossing Hoov’s Merry Men from Hepping culture. While book coming, put grape-plants in cellar. Cellar 
Forest, and Burnthem Beeches. doesn’t suit them, it seems. Finally, when book arrives, plants have 
But I need not have bin alarmed. Why, the brave fellers played | % be thrown away. Result of first year’s fruit-growing—loss of 
par on their drums and trumpits and orns and rumbones, all thru | £200. Not making fortune yet. 
e x outin Mob, jest the same as if they ’d a bin in High Park. Can small farms be made to answer ?” somebody wants to know. 
a st Go gazin at ’em with all the admirashun as I coud muster Yes, if you don’t mind the answer being “ No!” 
consid erin how werry cruelly I was a being shoved about by the This year try asparagus, in corner pees field. Very successful. 
en ignorant Mob, 1 begun for to wunder how on hearth Think of making a “corner.” in asparagus in London vegetable 
the y ewer manages to do all they’ve got to do when they gos into market. Gardener falls in with idea, and we keep crop back for a 
Battel. | ©, gene man as has 2 drums to play on, in case 1 spose time. Consequence is, when we offer it, nobody wants to buy! Have 
as one houc ra ee, woud always have his too drumsticks with witch to eat most of it myself. Get perfectly sick of asparagus in a week. 
bp fen hissel rom the hinsolwent fo, as Othello wery propperly Sick of Gardener, too. Dismiss him. He tells me, just as he’s 
em, bu ow about the gent with the orn? Supposing as he’s | 898; that ‘‘them pertaters has the disease awful bad, and there 
Brel to up far s and at em!” jest think what he’s got for to| 2im't a cherry on the trees because of caterpillars.”” Winds up by 
ee = ° play his orn, to guide his galliant: steed, and to fite | S2Ying; there ’s a bill coming in for ‘‘ them sparrergrass beds.” 
the Fo, q wit ony 2hands! It’s quite bad enuff for me wen There isindeed. Sucha bill! Seems that nothing will grow on 
Disses, an a Looreen of hot bilin Soup, and a cupple of wine- the ‘‘ pebbly loam,” but that first one has to ‘‘make” the soil, and 
asses, and a carving nife in my mowth, but I reelly thinks as his| afterwards grow things. Always thought farms had good soil to 
pe fet What a a good. of the Pasha, if the ground has 
ver again 
Losses increasing. As last desperate res j 
small jam-factory. Have one or rb fields idan Finds 
man who says he understands all about jam-making. ‘ Get equal 
quantities of jam and sugar, and boil ’em up together,” he says ; It 
sounds very simple. Sugar bill enormous. When jam aaa it 
really does look. and taste very nice indeed. Send = to London 
Letter in a few days from agent to say he can’t sell my jam at an 
price. Too pure. Public like it with more “ flavour” in it. An 
this comes of making real home-made jam. What a fool the publi 
must be! Sell my farm at fearful sacrifice, and live in a ‘ flat ise 
rather a iouleable reaidenbes vee Tory. Understand now at ie poor 
congregate in large towns. ) i 2 i 
like me, and iF as much out a it , eee ite 


I got back to Gildh 
that, en nobn en ates” and worn, and rumpled to that xtent 
me for a he Tat 
Betta beta but a good wash and brush up, and a cl 
werry best Saver a iui eae ee brown Sherry—the 
Umanity—set me to rites, at eny at Rohe PA ag aa ot See 
aS OBERT. 


ete me 


SuMMER IN WINTER.—Don’t forget Mrs. Jrune this wi 
; ; 8 winter. 
makes her usual benevolent appeal on behalf of the starvin Shilaren: 
soup pennd, ee ae eaters. ‘provides an ample dinner for 
undred an irty-seven i % 
Sovereign remedy for starvation pear Mie, nee.” 
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THE CRAMMER’S LAMENT. 
(Song sor the Times.) 


THERE’S a stir in the air; there are straws on the wind 
That with dismal forebodings are filling my mind! 
\ mi ’Tis whisper’d the public, that 
so long has slumber’d, 
Is waking at last, and that my 
days are number’d. 
} Oh! say not ’tis true, for if fierce 
competition, 
The secrets of which I have 
measured so neatly, 
Is flung by the Powers that be to 
perdition, pee completely, 
Dismember’d, undone, and ex- 
Oh! I ask you, despairing, what 
future there ’ll be 
For a poor shunted, unemployed 
Crammer like me ? 
_ For if they decide, in the service of truth, 
To rescue the mind of intelligent youth 
From a system that all its intelligence clearing 
Clean right out of the way, ekes it out with veneering, 
A showy acquaintance with facts but inducing, 
And all solid knowledge away glibly casting, 
Instead, in its place, its mere semblance producing, 
And that for a fortnight, at most, only lasting! 
Oh! Lask, if this happen, what future there ’ll be 
For a poor shunted, unemployed Crammer like me ? 


——s 
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One Result of Cramming. 


THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


October 30.—I should very much like to know who has wilfully 
torn the last five or six weeks out of my diary. It is perfectly 
monstrous! Mine is a large scribbling diary with plenty of space 
for the record of my everyday events, and in keeping up that record 
I take (with much pride) a great deal of pains. I asked Carrie if 
she knew anything about it? She replied it was my own fault for 
leaving the diary about with a charwoman cleaning, and the sweeps 
in the house. I said that was not an answer to my question. This 
retort of mine, which I thought extremely smart, would have been 
more effective had I not jogged my elbow against a vase on a table 
temporarily placed in the passage, knocked it over and smashed it. 
CARRIE was dreadfully upset at this disaster, for it was one of a pair 
of vases which cannot be matched, given to us on our wedding-day 
by Mrs. BurtseErt, an old friend of CARRIE’s cousins, the PoMMER- 
Tons, late of Dalston. I called to Saran and asked her about the 
diary. She said she had not been in the sitting-room at all; after 
the sweep had left, Mrs. BrrrEe (the charwoman) had cleaned the 
room and lighted the fire herself. Finding a burnt piece of paper 
in the grate, I examined it, and found it was a piece of my diary. 
So it was evident someone had torn my diary to light the fire. I 
requested Mrs, BrrrExt to be sent to me to-morrow. 

October 31.—Received a letter from our principal, Mr. PErxupp, 
saying that he thinks he knows of a place at last for our dear boy 
Lupin. ‘This, in a measure, consoles me for the loss of a portion of 
my diary, for 1 am bound to confess the last few weeks have been 
devoted to the record of disappointing answers received from people 
to whom I had applied for APD OUEENS, for Lupin. Mrs. BrrRe cy 
called, and in reply to me said, ‘‘She never see no book, much less 
take such a liberty as touch it.” I said I was determined to find out 
who did it, whereupon she said she would do her best to help me, but 
she remembered the sweep lighting the fire with a bit of the Hcho. 
I requested the sweep to be sent to me to-morrow. I wish CARRIE 
had not given Lupin a latch-key. Wenever seem to see anything 
of him. I sat up till past one for him, and then retired tired. 

November 1.—My entry yesterday about ‘‘ retired tired,’ which I 
did not notice at the time, is rather funny. If I were not so worried 
just now, I might have had a little joke aboutit. The sweep called, but 
had the audacity to come up to the hall-door, and lean his dirty bag of 
soot on the door-step. He, however, was so polite, I could not rebuke 
him. He said Saran lighted the fire. Unfortunately Saran heard 
this, for she was dusting the bannisters, and she ran down, and flew 
into a temper with the sweep, causing a row on the front door-steps, 
which I would not have had happen for anything. I ordered her 
about her business, and told the sweep I was sorry to have troubled 
him—and so I was, for the door-steps were covered with soot, in 
consequence of his visit. I would willingly give ten shillings to find 
out who tore my diary. : 

November 2.—I spent the evening quietly with Carrie, of whose 
company I never tire. We had a most pleasant chat about the 


letters on ‘‘Is Marriage a Failure?”’ It has been no failure in our 
ease, In talking over our own happy experiences, we never noticed 
that it was past midnight, We were startled by hearing the door 


slam violently. Luprn had come in. He'made no attempt to turn 
down the gas in the passage, or even to look into the room where we 
were, but went straight up to bed, making a terrible noise. I asked 
him to come down for a moment, and he begged to be excused, as he 
was ‘dead beat,”’ an observation that was scarcely consistent with 
the fact that, for a quarter of an hour afterwards, he was positively 
dancing in his room, and shouting out, ‘‘See me dance the Polka!” 
or some such nonsense. : 
November 3.—Good news at last. Mr. Perkupp has got an 
appointment for Lupin, and he is to go and see about it on Monday. | 
Oh, how my mind is relieved! I went to Luprn’s room to take the 
good news to him, but he was in bed, very seedy, so I resolved to | 
keep it over till the evening. He said he had last night been elected 
a member of an Amateur Dramatic Club, called the ‘‘ Holloway 
Comedians ;”’ and, though it was a pleasant evening, he had sat in 
a draught, and got neuralgia in the met A He declined to have any | 
breakfast, so I left him. In the evening I had up a special bottle 
of ne and, Lupry being in, for a wonder, we filled our glasses 
and I said,—‘‘ Luprn, my boy, I have some good and unexpected 
news for you. Mr. PERKUPP has * rocured you an appointment.” 
Lupin said, ‘‘ Good biz!” and we drained our glasses. Luprn then 
said, ‘‘ Fill up the glasses again, for I have some good and unex- 
pected news for you.” I had some slight misgivings, and so 
evidently had Carts, for she said, ‘‘I hope we shall think it good 
s idenle LUPIN said, ‘‘Oh, it’s all right. JZ’m engaged to be 
married. . 


THE VADE-MECUM OF A CHIEF MAGISTRATE. 


Question. When is reference first made to you by the Press ? 

Answer. In the early autumn of the year, when paragraphs appear 
in the City papers briefly alluding to my antecedents, and noting my 
probable election. 

Q. Have you then an opportunity of further advertising yourself ? 

A, Certainly. If I am energetic, I can let it be known that I object 
to something or other favoured by my predecessor. 

Q. Can you do more than this in the same direction ? 

A, Well, there is no reason why I should not, in advance of the 
time fixed for my appearance in my official residence, notify the 
funds I purpose Paden there. 

Q. Is this not encroaching on the prerogative of your predecessor ? 

A, Not seriously; as when I do this he, from an official point o 
view, will be moribund. 

Q. Then I presume you consider yourself well advertised by the 
banquet itself ? 

A. I consider it practically my entrance into public life; for in the | 
papers next day my speeches, which hitherto have received little 
attention, will be reported at a length only second to that reserved for 
the utterances of the Prime Minister. 

Q. Before attaining your exalted rank are your opinions considered 
of any value? 

A. No, of very little value, and probably on my retirement the 
store set upon them will sink to the original standard. 

; Q. Ne you not during your tenure of power obtain many advan- 
ages 

A, Certainly. Lz officio I am a member of the Privy Couneil, and 
in certain emergencies, this may confer upon me the performance 
of duties of the highest dignity. I have the precedence of an Earl 
outside the City, and when I dine in state can call upon the Sheriffs 
(or as in the future it will be—the Sheriff), to attend upon me. 

Q. Have you not omitted something which adds to your pomp ? 

A, I presume you refer to my custom of marching about in the 
company of two persons, carrying respectively, a gigantic sword and 
a huge mace, 

Q. Do not these persons, with their comic weapons, introduce what 
may be termed, the ‘‘ pantomimic element” into your progresses ? 

A. Possibly, but their existence is sanctioned by long usage. 

Q. You have too, have you not, a wardrobe full of official costumes ? 

A. Certainly. Some of the robes are extremely gorgeous, both in 
colouring and material. 

Q. And generally, during your term of office, do you not receive 
very marked attention ? ; 

A. Ido. My letters to the papers are printed in the leader page 
in leaded type, my movements are reported with regularity an 
accuracy, and my presence in even the highest quarters is regarded 
with satisfaction rather than astonishment. 

Q. And this deference is paid to you for a year ? 

A. Or rather, for eleven months, as my doings during the last 
twenty or thirty days of my tenure of power are considered of less 
moment than the proceedings of my successor during the same period. 

Q. And at the end of your year of office what will happen to ygu? 

A, If Iam lucky I shall retire with a Knighthood into the dense 
obscurity of City private life. 

Q. Will you, after your retirement ever re-attract public attention ? 

A, To judge from precedents, I do not think I ever shall. 
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Little Darling. ‘‘ THAT was A WuirE Sucar-ALMOoND I GAVE 00, Mr. SquEAMs. DOoEs 00 LIKE IT?” 


Crusty Old Bachelor (who is trying hard to swallow the dainty in question). ‘‘ VERY MUCH INDEED, THANK YOU 


Little Darling, ‘‘It was Pink—owncE!” 


THE GERMAN FOX AND THE BRITISH LION. 
(A Fable after the fashion of La Fontaine.) 


A cerTAIN Lion, whose re-echoing roar 

Had long been heard on Afric’s eastern shore, 

Had hard thereby a den convenient, spacious. 

Leo was vigilant, not too pugnacious, 

__ Yet always ready, 

With strength exceptional and ardour steady, 

To help maintain, even on that wild border, 

His leonine ideas of Law and Order. 

The King of Beasts, like other royal bodies 
Who’re not quite fainéant noddies, 

Loved not the anarchical and the chaotic. 

In fact his foes declared him too despotic, 

Too apt to bring down bis prodigious paw, 
And call that Law. 

At any rate our Lion autocratical 

Was down tremendously on the piratical. 
Now in that torrid region 


Dwelt “ehh lesser beasts—their name was 
u eglon— knaver 
Whose sole idea of kingship ae Bh 


Built up on Slavery. 
Leo with tooth and claw was 
Upon these robber-bands. He strove to stop 
The grisly game to which the ghouls were 

And long had striven given 
Almost alone indeed and single-handed ; 


For, though the other br t : i 
‘ thes TE utes he ’d fain have 


Agginst these common curses of their kind 
He somehow seldom found them in the mind 
Greed, fear, and faction Avi 
With brutes as men, , 
action, 
eee 


prompt to drop 


are toes to common 


ee renee reeres 


There came into that region, rather later, 
A certain Fox. No beast had shrewdness 
' greater ; [ning, 
And, adding lupine strength to vulpine cun- 
He rather fancied he was in the running 
For the reversion 
Of Leo’s sovereignty ; indeed some said, 
To share the Lion’s skin ere he was dead, 
Was an idea running in his head ; 
Perhaps ’twas an aspersion ; 
But anyhow Reynard, with all his tricks, 
Found himself shortly in a sort of fix. 
He hardly prospered as he deemed he ought to, 
And sedulously sought to. 
He was not trusted somehow, which seemed 


‘funny. 

When deeds of fen follow words of honey, 

Faith fails. That queerest seems of para- 
To Foxes. doxes— 

So rusé Reynard thought that he would try on 

A sort of Confidence Trick with the old Lion. 

He rigged himself in proper pilgrim guise, 

With palmer-hat that flopped o’er his sly eyes, 

With staff, and scrip, and scallop all complete, 

And a long gaberdine that reached his feet, 

Properly girdled; one in fact might term it 

The costume for a new Peter the Hermit. 

Togged in this manner, 
He bore in hand a big emblazoned banner, 
Whereon was written in much broidered 
bravery, 

; ‘‘Down, down with Slavery!!!” 

Thus robed, our Reynard Leo thus addressed: 

‘“ Leo, my friend, I’m really quite distressed 

At the black deeds that shame this region 

torrid ; 
They’re truly horrid ! 


<= aera. 


eee 


As for one cruel and kidnapping band, 
They ought to be put down with a strong 
hand. 
You who’re so noble, generous, and strong, 
Must feel, I’m sure, that it is really wrong 
To give free licence to this bad black trade. 
Shall we not join, then, in a New Crusade? 
You always were a bit of a knight-errant, 
I’ve quite a fit of missionary zeal ; 
United, I am sure that you will feel 
Our influence on this sin will be deterrent. 
And—though that is, of course, the merest 
trifle— 
Help any doubts of our good faith to stifle 
(I’ve found such doubts a little in my way). 
Come, Leo, what d’ye say?” 


Leo said little, but he looked a deal, 

For, hanging at the back of Mr. Fox, 

Girt to his body by a chain of steel, 
He spied a certain box, 

Savouring to Leo, who could spot a trader, 

More of the bagman than of the Crusader. 

** Reynard,” he mused, ‘‘ whence is this new- 

born passion 
For the knight-errantry not much your 
fashion ? 

Can it, oh! can it be a mere pretence 

To gain prestige—and trade—at my expense ? 
True, it might task all rascal, 

Our banded strength to crush the desert 

The battener on blood, whom I, ’tis true, 

Have hunted long, with little aid from you. 
If—if indeed 

You meant it in good faith, his eurséd breed 

We’d quickly banish from this tropie shore. 
But—zs there nothing more 
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THE GERMAN FOX AND THE BRITISH LION. 


Fox. “ACH! YOU ZAT ZO NOPLE ARE—ZO SCHDRONG—ZO MACNANIMISCH !—LET US IN ZIS ZO HOLY 


GRUSADE TOGEZZER CHOIN! 
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‘Ware ’HARE!” SHOUTED Mr. ToprLk, TRYING TO CRACK HIS WHIP,—AND THIS WAS THE RESULT, 


fo A 


And is it like to happen in the end 
That my good name will make yours brightly 
Or you spoil mine ?”’ [shine, 


All this was muttered in the Lion’s mane. 

“* Ah!” cried the Fox, ‘‘I see ’tis very plain 
That you, so noble, so magnanimous, 

So truly one of us, 

Help in our new Crusade cannot refuse !” 
(Aside he chuckled, ‘‘ Ah, my little ruse 

Has fairly fetched him then, the blind old 
Leo said—‘* Humph!” [sumph ! ”’) 


Moral. 
When Fox with Lion hunts, one would be 


sorry 
To say who gains—until they’ve shared the 
quarry ! 


STOPPING THE STRAND. 
(A Church Catechism.) 


Question. Is the church (of St. Mary-le- 
Strand) worth preserving ? 

Answer. The Rector naturally replies, 
“*Yes;’’ so do the verger, the pew-opener, 
the clerk, the bell-ringers, and the lay- 
helperess who brushes the dust from the floor 
on to the prayer-books, and from the prayer- 
books back again on to the floor, once a week. 
Q. How much money is required in order 
to'prevent the whole place tumbling on to the 
heads of wayfarers along the Strand? 

A, Three thousand pounds. 

Q. What is the feeling of Londoners as to 
the request for this sum lately published by 
the Rector in the newspapers. 

A, They wish he may get it. _ : 

Q. What is the chief complaint against 
the edifice ? 


Behind—like that black box—my foxy friend? | | 


A, That, besides being ugly and unsafe, 
it is an intolerable obstruction. That, just 
where the Strand ought to widen into a really 
noble thoroughfare, it is cramped up into the 
dimensions of a narrow lane by this building, 
leaving barely space for two vehicles abreast, 
the foot pavement being reduced in like ratio. 

Q. What is the remedy suggested for this 
ecclesiastical obstructionist ? 

A, The Cloture—shutting it up, and then 
pulling it down. 

Q. Is not the church one of striking archi- 
tectural beauty, so as to warrant its preser- 
vation on that score? 

A. Notatall. On the contrary, it is a bad 
specimen of debased ‘‘ Queen Anne.” 

Q. Would not its demolition deprive a large 
and important congregation of a place of 
worship ? 

A. It would distribute a congregation 
averaging about twenty or thirty among the 
multitude of other half-empty churches 
existing in the immediate neighbourhood. 

Q. Would not the widening of the Strand 
sweep away some old and venerable speci- 
mens of London Street architecture ? 

A, Yes, it would mean the removal of ,the 
venerable thoroughfare known as Holywell 
Street, with its high-class shops and noble 
literary associations. 

Q. What then is wanted ? 

A, That the new London County Council 
should take the matter up, and knock the 
church down, with what speed it may. 


On ‘* Att Fours.’’—British Protectorate in 
Borneo,—‘‘ Hugh Low (Union) Jack, and the 
game.” Other Protectorates generally suggest 
another game,—Cribbage. But of course 


this doesn’t apply to us. 


FRUITS FROM THE TREE OF 
KNOWLEDGE. 


Boakp Schools are not all paid for out of rates ; 

Nor gratis, quite, crammed Board School chil- 
dren’s pates, 

Parents have still the cost in part to bear— 

Not much, yet more than most of them can 
spare ; 


Their tributary pence required to send 
For children forced instruction to attend: 
ace with rates and fees for mental 
ee 
Those youngsters get, however, taught to 
read. 


That knowledge they are mostly apt to use ; 
Fictitious literature in general-choose : 

Tales of adventure, villany, and crime, 
Horrors and vices, which their minds begrime. 


’Twas hoped that education would ayail 

To elevate them in the social scale. 

What profit may accrue from learning, see ; 
The Penny Dreadful for the Penny Fee! 


From SrraTFoRD-on-A von.— Was Banquo 
a sculptor? Shakspearian commentators are 
unable to answer this question with absolute 
pebree but they are quite sure that he had 
a Ghost. 


AcapEMIcAL.—‘‘ Messrs. C, V. STanForp. 
and A. C. Mackrnzin, to be made Doctors 
of Music, honoris causa,” at Cambridge. The 
libretto of the solemn ceremony will of course 
be ** Cantabile.” 


_HistoricaL Norr,—In medieval times the 
rich Abbots of a sporting turn used to keep 


hounds. Over the kennels was inscribed Paz. 


oe 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


A Hl Ht I to have disappeared on the horizon. The General, who 
i has apparently noted this incident with regret, seems 
uneasy, and is inquiring about cellar accommodation in 
the suburbs. Altogether the outlook is gloomy. 
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EXCLUSION. 


Policeman (at the Law Courts). ‘‘Srrict ORDERS TO-DAY, M’mM. No ONE TO 
BE ADMITTED UNLESS THEY ’RE IN WIG AN’—THAT IS—BEG PARDON, M’m— 
BARRISTERS, M’M—oNLY BARRISTERS !” 


HAND AND FOOT AT HANDOUB; 
Or, What the Latest Intelligence is coming to. 


Suakim, Nov. 12.—The enemy again continued last night their shelling 
operations against the Water Forts, making excellent practice, and succeedin 
in sending six shots in succession through the top of the General’s tent, the fina 
one being specially well-aimed, and going clean through his moderator, which it 
effectually extinguished. On lights being fetched, and an examination made of 
the ammunition used, much enthusiastic satisfaction was expressed by all the 
officers present on its being ascertained as a fact that it had been supplied by a 
well-known British firm. Its destructive capabilities having just been Si 
sively demonstrated, a high and flattering opinion was expressed on all hands 
at the circumstance. 
puis morning the long-expected reinforcements, consisting of five mounted 
in antry, one gun, and two artillerymen, having arrived from Egypt, the General 
: ed to make a reconnoitring movement in the direction of Handoub, for 

€ purpose, if possible, of ascertaining the strength of the enemy. This they 
were pa long in disclosing, for they instantly threw out a thoroughly disciplined 
= ye -equipped force of cavalry, about five hundred strong, which, sweeping 
: - a arge down on the little contingent, capturing the gun, and sabring its 
he “oie ee CHS re ee ie General to take to flight, and pursued 

rtifications, Ww i " 7 
a red hail of boleas , which he barely reached in safety, followed by a 

is understood that after this experience he will pr 
; £ ; obably endeavour to 
ae arr ese aks Cairo Lovey necessity of Thee faking vigorous 
ep oeutes, and despatching turther rei i j 
ee, which Se describes as ‘* Hesunen pe 
1s evening there is a rumour of telecraphi icati 
TO Aner 1 graphic communication from head- 
oe alllpsramas ledging the receipt of the General’s application and promising 
oo ie yeh 2 da oem mounted infantry, another gun, and two more 
requiremen ae cours : 2 month or so,” which they think will ‘‘ meet the 
s the mail is leaving. ¢] orViE . 

strong gant in 2 Hype She Dewishes, who have just mounted twelve Arm 
Forts, appear to be massing in HAO ames a Reine cies and the Water 
if meditating a determined night-attack Her WV niceties the ee 
is our only defensive resource in 2 ideal oe Majesty ’s cruiser, Bouncer, which 
‘ 3 any emergency, seems, unfortunately, somehow 


THE ALMIGHTY HALF-DOLLAR. 


A Sona BY A SUFFERER. 
“ Facit indignatio versum,” 
Florins are a nuisance—curse ’em! 
ConrouNDED coin, whose prevalence confounds 
Finance domestic more than any other, 
Why thus beset me on my daily rounds 
With constant bother ! 


The Mint was mad the day it fashioned you, 
And sowed you broadcast on enslaved society. 
What man knows not the mischiefs that you brew 
In vile variety ? 


You were not wanted; you are awkward, odd, 
A coin which trade’s arrangements do not follow ; 
And yet, beshrew you! you, like Aaron’s rod, 
All others swallow. 


A shilling is the price for heaps of things, 
A sixpence purchases at least as many ; 
And every moment from the pocket brings, 

The useful penny. 


Even the odd Half-crown may have its use, : 
But why bring you, you poor superfluous bore in? 
What mortal ever wants, save to abuse, 
The fruitless Florin ? 


And yet you crowd my pocket, fill my purse, 
To the exclusion of brave ‘‘ bobs’’ and ‘‘ tanners.” 
I lose my cash through you, and—what is more 
Perhaps—my manners ! 


sel that a cab I call, the distance, say, 

s half a mile, the fare—of course, a shilling. 

The tariff-rate, arranged, the which to pay 
I’m not unwilling. 


My hand in all my pockets wild may range, 
But not one sixpence or one shilling collars. 
(For if you change a sovereign now, your change 
Is all *‘ Half-dollars”’). 


Cabby has none—cabbies are far too ‘‘ wide ””— 
So, after lots of pee f and much ‘‘ bobbery,” 
I pay two shillings for a half-mile ride! 
I call it robbery ! 
Two shillings or four sixpences fulfil 
The Florin’s every duty, and ther own too. 
Why then the Florin, which of purse and till 
A plague has grown to? 


Silver I scarce can get, save in its form ; 
I’ve seven in my pocket at this moment! 
Can such a curse—excuse my language warm !— 
Need further comment ? 


Why flood the circulation with these coins, 
Which rile the testy, and which rob the thrifty, 
And only serve the servant who purloins— 
The Cabman shifty ? 


I’m sure they rob me of ten pounds a year, 
(I gravely doubt if ’tis not nearer twenty), 
Which I might save were ‘‘bobs”’ less scarce, and dear 
Old ‘‘ tanners”’ plenty. 


I’ve suffered long: at last my plaint’s in print. 
My plan—most men, I’m certain, will agree to it— 
Is, call the Florinin! I hope the Mint 
Will kindly see to it! 


Morro FoR Lorp Mayor Torprepo’s BanNnER.—‘' Pas 


Grand’ Shows.”’ 


Morro For EX-LORD Mayor Sir Potyport’s BANNER. 


—‘* The Period of D.K.,”’ and ‘‘ After me The Torpedo.” 


PHENOMENAL Sunticut at Nieut.—Of course our 


‘‘London particular” atmosphere prevents us, at this 
time of year, from seeing a real English sun, so we adapt 
from the French, and the playgoer has only to visit the 
Royalty in Dean Street, Soho, in order to enjoy Clara 
Soledl, which, as the title implies, is a piece of a very 
light character. 


ee 
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EXTRACTED “FROM 


Tuesday.—Pretty fair attendance in both Houses, considering. 

. O. M. and most of his merry men down at Birmingham, making 
speeches by the furlong. House of Commons plays second fiddle. 
Still, we’ve a few left at Westminster. The Curse of Camborne 
back again in full blast. Pops up suddenly at question time. 
Quietly floored by SprakEr, but up again. 

‘*They think they did a good thing in suspendin 
sayshe. ‘‘ Got rid of me fora week or two. But 
now. You’ll see.” 

JessE Coxtines here too, and with Birmingham ablaze! 

“*How’s this?” I ask. ‘*‘ You in London when Birmingham’s 
keeping political holiday ?”’ 

‘“*Ts it?’? he asked, with look of innocent surprise. ‘‘ Now you 
mention it, I did hear something about it; under the auspices of what 
is left of Liberal Association, wasn’t it? And GLADSTONE was to be 
there. Yes, yes, 1remember. They asked me to meet him in the | 
Mayor’s parlour; but I declined. Sorry to do it. Pained to hurt | 
feelings of estimable person. But it wouldn’tdo. If I had accepted 
invitation, GLADSTONE would have been sure to have imposed upon 


me in July,” 
"11 make it up| 
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concession. Too much would have been made of it: and I plumply 
but regretfully said ‘No.’ Did you hear whether the proposed 


239 


et 
~ 


=~ 


y 5 
WG) & 
=)) <~- 
CEE 


— =— on 
> 


GRANDOLPH here, enthroned in corner 


gathering was abandoned ?” 
seat. 

‘Sorry to hear you’ve been ill, and are going to throw up the 
sponge,’ I say; for, though he’s a trifle cantankerous, and apt to 
turn upon his friends unless they will consent to be his adulators, 
I like GRANDOLPH. 

‘‘You dear, eredulous Tony!’ he cried. ‘*‘ Have you, too, been 
taken in by that blague? I’m pretty well, thank you. All the 
better for a rest; all the readier for work when opportunity comes. 
Perhaps it would please some people if it were true that I had broken 
down, and pire not trouble them-any more. But, with every 
natural disposition to oblige, can’t please everybody. So I’m pretty 
ve thank you. Keep my eyes open, and my hand ready to 
strike. 

A quiet night, with Harcourt softly purring to himself on Front 
Opposition Bench, and OLrp Moratity thinking how pleasantly the 
mice may play when the cat’s away. (Vide Copy-book.) 

Grand Cross looks down from Peers’ Gallery on the familiar sceng 
and thinks of days that are no more. Another Cross (not yet grand) 
appears on the scene, walking up to take the Oath. Itis W. H., 

ember for West Derby. 
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‘Do you think, Tosy,” said Grand Cross, ES he'll ever make: the 
same position in the House that his father a r Fi 

“T hope not ; indeed, | hope not,” I say, ferventty. 

Grand Cross stared. 
Think afterwards wasn’t 
quite the thing to say; 
might have put it i 
another way. But a little 
hurried, and was thinking 
of something else. 

Business done.—Supply. 


Thursday. — Reminded 
of our loss by little incident 
that took place at opening 
of sitting.  SrORMOUTH 
Dartrne took seat for, St. 
Andrew’s University. 
Lorp -ApvocaTE used to 
represent St. Andrew’s. 
Certainly, hard for anyone 
to take a seat when he’s 
in it. But, alas! he’s 
out, vanished with the 
snows of yesteryear. Made 
something in the City ot 
Edinburgh, with a fat 
salary and a noble title. 

Room for Scotch Mem- 
bers to breathe now. Early 
effect seen in debate on 
alleged malversation of 
Crown Lands and Waters 
in Scotland. Someone been 
selling the fishing rights on 
and braes into deer-forests. 


‘¢ Grand Cross stared.” 


an Invernesshire loch, and turning banks 
Not a new thing; didn’t happen during 
the recess; why wasn’t it Eroughe up before? Simply because the 


burly Lorp-ADvocaTE was at hand, and Scots-wha-hae shrewdly 
thought they’d suffered enough in times past without wantonly 
incurring fresh danger. The Macponatp’s place scarcely filled up 
when FRASER MACKINTOSH, in his animated and picturesque style, 
elamours about fishing rights and talks treason about deer-forests. 

Orp Moratiry turns uneasily on the bench, and looks wistfully 
towards the corner-post against which the departed Lorp-ADVOCATE’S 
back was wont to rest with temporary impunity. Sorry for O. M. 
Tell him a little secret. Amongst messengers on duty at Lobby- 
door, is one who bears singularly close resemblance to the departed 
chief. About the same height, perhaps a trifle less burly, but with 
the same capability of extended shirt-front, the same pose of head, 
the same striking profile, and the same expanse of beardless coun- 
tenance. : 

“Tf, old friend,” I say to First Lord, ‘‘ you could double his wages, 
ge him in the cultivation of infinite scorn of Scotch Members, 

ress him in a suit of the Chieftain’s clothes, and prop him up with 
his back against the post at the end of Treasury Bench, you’d hear 
no more of FRASER MACKINTOSH.”’ 

‘*Thank you, Tony,” said O. M., pressing my paw. ‘‘That’s a 
very valuable suggestion. I’ll see if something can’t be done in the 
matter before Scotch Votes come on next week. ‘To be Forearmed 
is to be Forewarned,’ as we used to write in fair round hand.” 

In the meanwhile Ropertson goes a step higher, and fills a section 
of the Lorp-Apvocate’s place, whilst StormourH Dartine comes 
in as Solicitor-General for Scotland. 

CHARLIE used to be my Dartrne,” said OLp Moratiry, turning 

round to gaze at the venerable figure of the Member for Deptford ; 

nowit’s StormoutH. Lifeis full of change. Here to-day, we’re 
gone to-morrow.” 

Business done.—Committee of Supply. 


Friday.—House more than ever empty to-ni 
( y to-night. Great counter- 
ee at Guildhall. Her Majesty’s Ministers dining with Lorp 
“Some of them,” Gorsr sa is ss 1 
A ys, snappishly, ‘‘and some, if you 
decorate of All of us asked . all accepted. Then screw is vile 
aH te! er Cabinet rank to make them stop here to help to keep 
loom and depression all over House. Qui i 
r se, uite a different scene at 
es where the Aldermen go wild over ARTHUR Baking: ae 
i erwomen openly murmur, ‘t What a nice-looking young 


man!” i 
nat Fy eee sonorously eloquent. The Lorp Mayor looked 


memorable year in the 
Business done, 
agreed to. 


eas beginning for what promises to’be 
ity. 

— Junior Ministers kept in. Education Vote 
pee ae ee 


ADVICE TO A Goop SERVANT.—Always keep your place. 


cS NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributi 
in no case be returned, not even when acco 
there will be no exception, 
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“WHAT IT MAY COME TO,” 
Now that Royal Residences are put up to Let. 


Scene—Interror of the Government Auction. and Listate Office. 
Plans of Castles, §c., on the walls. Official discovered asleep 
over an early edition of an evening paper. J 

Successful Australian (sharply). Now then, you Sir—wake up ! 
Official (coming to his senses). 1 beg pardon—what can I do for 
ou, Sir? ; 

7 Suc. Aus. Well, I want to find some little property in London to 

settle down in during my stay in the Mother Country—a leasehold for 

twenty or thirty years, you know. é 5 } 
Oficial. We do not usually let anything under ninety-nine years, 
gi 


ir. 
Suc. Aus. Oh, I dare say we shall not quarrel about a month or 


two. But what have you got? How about Windsor Castle ? : 
Oficial. Not in the market, Sir. It is in the occupation of the 
family. 


Suc. Aus. (in a disappointed tone). Never mind ; I am not particu- 
larly sweet upon it. ‘Too far off. Anything Hampton way ? 

Official (referring to ledger). The Court, Sir, ‘has been recently 
taken by Sir Witt1AmM Harcourt, who has got rid of his holding in 
the New Forest (which some say was not a good bargain) to a Native 
Prince just arrived from India. . 

Suc. Aus. (after a moment’s reflection). Well, wasn’t there a 
rather nice building in red-brick, Kensington way? | 

Official (smiling). I presume, Sir, you refer to Kensington Palace. 
I am sorry to say, Sir, I cannot do anything for you there. The 
Palace is let out in flats, and tenanted at present by Mr. Henry 
Lasoucuerr, Mr. BrapiAvcH, Sir CHARLES WARREN, Professor 
BaLpwin, Canon Farrar, Mr. Davirt, Mr. ARTHUR Roperts, and 
Sir RicHarD WEBSTER, the Attorney-General. 

Suc. Aus. (in a tone of annoyance). Dear me, there seems to be 
nothing you can let me have. 

Official. (hesitatingly). Well, there is one property, certainly, 
in the market, but we can only let it to a very careful tenant. 

: Sin Aus. I willbe careful enough if it only suits me. What 
is i 

Official. Buckingham Palace, Sir. It has been recently in the 
occupation of —— (Murmurs a well-known name.) 

Suc. Aus. (impressed). Indeed! But why did he leave? Nothing 
wrong with the drainage, or anything of that sort ? : 

Official (promptly). Oh dear no, Sir. The fact is he would cut 
see Sis the trees in the back garden, and we were reluctantly 
obliged to—— 

Suc. Aus. I see! Well, put it down to me—I will take it. 

[ Scene closes, upon the preparation of a lease for 999 years. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Domestic Prrs.—If the Lawn-Tennis Net, spread, as you 
describe, over the top of your Area, is not considered by your 
neighbours a sufficient restraint for your two full-grown Bengal 
Tigers, why not keep them in the coal-cellar? You could then feed 
them conveniently with the tinned salmon you mention, through the 
aperture in the pavement in front of your premises. There being a 
Board School opposite, you cannot, of course, very well give them an 
airing in the day-time, but between two and three o’clock, A.M., in 
the small hours of the morning, when the streets are more or less 
deserted, you could, with the aid of nine or ten policemen, armed 
with red-hot pincers and_crowbars, easily manage it. Anyhow you 
could do no harm in trying the experiment. With regard to the 
Kangaroo, having succeeded in getting it there, by all means keep it 
in the linen cupboard. If it show signs of growing obstreperous, 
give it chloral with its dog-biscuit. 


Carps. — There is an infallible method of securing all.the four 
honours in your own hand at whist; but, by playing with pre- 
prepared packs, providing yourself with ‘‘advantage”’ cuffs and 
‘‘expansion”’ sleeves, and dealing with a New York ‘‘ luck mani- 
pulator,” you may be tolerably sure of holding good cards. . It would 
be as well, however, to be cautious in having recourse to these arti- 
ficial aids, as your frequent detection in their use at any well-known 
West End Club might possibly lead to some slight unpleasantness 
with the Committee. 


Country Hovusr.—If your servants are all giving you warning, 
because, as. you say, the mansion you are renting for the summer 
months is ‘* haunted,’”’ why not take the bull by the horns, and lay 
the Ghost yourself. You have only got to conceal yourself in the 
Picture Gallery, where the Knight in Armour comes along groaning 
every night as the clock strikes twelve, and waiting his appearance. 
hit him full in the chest with the warming-pan—and the thing is 
done. Try this. The celebrated Crusader of Bitson Abbey was met 
three nights running in this fashion, and -he vanished eventually 
with an unearthly oath, and has never been heard of since. 
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“‘The University. of Giessen has made BISMARCK 
a Doctor of Divinity.”’— Times, Nov. 18. 


MR. BULL AND MYNHEER. 


**On the 17th November Dutchmen are prepar- 
ing to celebrate the seventy-fifth anniversary of 
the liberation of the Netherlands from French 
domination, and the re-establishment of national 
independence.”’— Times. 

“Tt is just two centuries to-day (November 5) 
since modern English political history began with 
the landing of Witi1aM of Orange at Brixham 
Harbour, Torbay.”—Wrs. Lynn Linton, in ‘St. 
James’s Gazette.” 

Mr. Bull. Your health, Mynheer, in a 
genuine Dutchman’s draught! You know, 
perhaps, what the rousing chorus of the 
popular glee says :— 

“Tt ’s oh! that 4 Dutchman’s draught should be 

As deep as the rolling Zuyder Zee!’ 

Mynheer. Verily, Mr. Butt, Van Dunx’s 
powers of potation were less typical than 
some shouters of that roystering chorus seem 
to suppose :— 

‘“¢ Mynheer VAN Dunk, 
Though he never got drunk, 
Sipped brandy-and-water gaily 
And be quenched his thirst 
With two quarts of the first 
To a pint of the latter daily.”’ 
’Tisn’t a legion of bibulous Van Dunks, my 
friend, who would have snatched Holland 
from the ocean sand-flats, or fought Paintp 
of Spain. But for once, and, in response to 
your hearty challenge, 1’ll not shirk even 
what you call a Dutchman’s draught. 


oe 


| international and Volapiik-ish, Mynheer. 


This | 
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Mr, Bull, Well, Mynheer, we have been | (Sizgs.) I’ll tell you a tale without any flam, 


linked in many ways in history. We have 
fought yard-arm to yard-arm, with no great 
discredit to either. Ifwe have given you a 
licking, occasionally, in return you have 
given usaking. That trims the balance, I 
reckon,—not to name VAN Tromp and his 
broom! But the toast I now propose is, 
‘Liberty, and our Lasting Friendship! ”’ 
In connection wherewith ascept my hearty 
congratulations on your glorious anniversary. 

Mynheer. Thanks, my friend! In return 
accept mine upon yours. Seventy-five years or 
two centuries, they both represent the same 
thing, the thing we have both fought for and 
laboured for, the very breath of the nostrils 
of both Hollanderand Anglo-Saxon—Liberty! 

They drink deeply. 

Mr. Bull. By the way, Mynheer, there is 
likely to be yet another link between us. If 
I may trust the Cambridge Review, you are 
adopting, under whatever difficulties, our 
national game. J understand there are more 
than a hundred cricket-clubs in Holland! 
Thope we shall see you and your Batavian 
batsmen and bowlers at Lords and the Oval 
yet. You ought to be handy at ‘‘ the wil- 
low,’? Mynheer. 

Mynheer. Why, yes, willows we have in 
plenty, but in circumscribed, sandy, dyke- 

ivided Holland, good cricket-grounds are 
scarce, and good wickets not so easy to get 
as in your own grassy Isle. But difficulties 
notwithstanding, my boys have been going 
it at the Malibaan, and many ‘‘een zeer 
leelijken bal’’—what you call a ‘‘ shooter” 
—has flown from a Dutch fist during the 
last few seasons. 

Mr. Bull. Hooray! If we once fight on 
the cricket-field we shall hardly want to fight 
elsewhere, Mynheer—even in Africa, I hope. 
** In matters of Commerce, the fault of the Dutch, 

Is giving too little and asking too much.” 

You know the old metrical sneer. Suppose 
we alter it to :— 
“ In matters of bowling the fault of the Dutch, 

Is changing too little, ‘long-hopping’ too much.”’ 
That takes all the sting out of it, Mynheer. 
And you’ll soon alter all that, with a few 
wrinkles from our GRACES, LOHMANNS, and 
Srrets. Already, I’m told you are rattling 
wicket-keepers, and no muffs at a catch. 

Mynheer. You do me proud, Mr. Butt. 
And if I also may venture upon doggerel in a 
enenAge which is not mine own, I would 
add :— 

And when we’re a little bit more of * dry bobs,” 
We shall not be such ‘ passive victims of lobs.” 
as your Daily News says we are at present. 
Perhaps with mole-hills in the out field, and 
a public right-of-way between the wickets, 
even your own champion would find his scores 

dwindling, and his average suffering. 

Mr. Bull. Probably. But pretty soon I ex- 
pect we shall hear of a ‘‘ Batavian GRACE,” 
in a sense quite other than that of DisraEni’s 
celebrated back-hander to poor BERESFORD 
Horr. 

Mynheer. I hope so, I’m sure. But, of 
course, in— 

“¢ A*land that rides at anchor and is moored, 

In which they do not live, but go aboard,’’ 
as another of your satirical rhymesters has it, 
our willow-wielders are at a disadvantage. 
Still th’s sounds business-like, Mr. Butt :— 

‘°F. Lelyveld en Suermondt top scorers 
waren. Nu volg de een batting performance, 
zooals maar zelden hier in Holland gezien 
wordt. Terwijl Nolet heel kalm blockt, sloeg 
v. Haeften er lustig op los.” 

Mr. Bull. Business-like ? It sounds es 

y 
Jove, I seem to see my way to a rattling song 


schnapps is no bad stingo, as mellow as old| for a Cricket Supper,—‘t The Hit to Leg,” to 


Trish, and as toothsome as “ right Nantz.” 


VOL, XCY. 


|the tune of ‘*‘ The Cork Leg,’”’ you know. 


st a ee 
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Of a Slogger named Mynheer Von Ciam. 

Who every morning said, ‘‘ I am 

The hardest hitter in Rotterdam.’’ 
Ri-tooral-looral, &c. 


One day he’d been having a turn at the keg, 
And he stood at the wickets as stiff as a peg. 
He feared he should hardly ‘ break his egg,’’ 
But he fluked a most wonderful hit to leg. 


The fine hit gave Mynheer delight, 

He had timed it well, and he caught it right. 
It soared and soared to an awful height, 

And in less than a moment was out of sight. 


The batsmen ran a regular race, 

Till each was perspiring and purple of face ; 
Still that ball went on at a pelting pace, 
And the fieldsmen still kept up the chase. 


They added a hundred and one to the score, 

Then they stopped, perspiring at every pore; 

They had won the match, midst a general roar, 

But they never got sight of that ball any more! 

nee tale I’ve told, both plain and free, 

Of the hardest slogger that could be, 

He never was out at all, d’ye see 

From that wonderful hit to L. E. G., 

Ri-tooral-looral-looral-looral, 
Ri-to-looral lay ! 

Mynheer. Ha! ha!ha! Another bumper, 
Mr. Buti! Here’s a health to Britons, Bata- 
vians, and Batsmen!!! [Left drinking. 
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WELLINGTON 


At Hypr Park Corner, Nov. 16. 


THAT EVENING PIPE. 


[The Recreative Evening School Association has 
asked for the use of the halls in the new Board 
Schools, and begs the School Board to permit the 
evening pipe to the working-men, in the hope of 
attracting them from the Public-house. Mr. WILKs 
and the Rev. C. Brooks, of the Board, opposed this, 
on the ground that smoking was most injurious. | 

THAT evening pipe, that evening pipe ! 

C. BRooKE aoe WILKS, with wisdom ripe, 

Would put it out, would stop its puff. 

How can such Sages talk such stuff ? 

Wiseacre WILKs and Reverend Brooke 

The working-man ‘‘ had cut a snook”’ 

At James himself if, Royal quack, he 

Had tried to rob them of their ’bacey ; 

And think you then they will be fast 

To heed your baby Counterblast ? 

Take Punch’s tip, my reverend blokes, 

Let the poor man enjoy his smokes ; 

Don’t from his programme strive to wipe 

The pleasure of that evening pipe; 

’Tis one of the few things that charm, 

And do him no especial harm ; 

At all philanthropy he ’]l sniff, 

That starts by cutting off his whiff. i 

If you’ve so strange a nose indeed, 

As cannot stand the fragrant weed, 

Don’t into poor men’s pleasures poke it! 

There!—put that in your pipes, and smoke it! 
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THE OLD GUIDE. 
(A New Reading.) 
‘TRY NOT TO PASS”—THE OLD MAN sAID— 
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You ’LL FIND THE END IS—MUCH THE SAME.” 
THE YOUNG MAN CRIED, ‘‘ YOUR GAME,— 


? 


““T KNOW, 
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POINT THE ROAD INSTEAD, 


‘ ALTERNATIVE !’” 


A SPECIAL CHRISTMAS APPEAL. 


Farner Damten, the heroic priest who is voluntarily undergoing 
slow martyrdom by leprosy in the Island of Molokai, appealed some 
months ago for a thousand pounds to gratify ‘‘the only wish that 
still remained in his mind,” which was ‘to provide a suitable church 
for his lepers.” Only half of this sum has been forthcoming, five | 
hyndred pounds are still wanted, and the brave Father DAMIEN, 
dying by inches of a dread disease, is disappointed.” Js this right ? | 
Those who think it is not, can help to alter it, and to make up the 
sum by December IY “* ao that it may be sent out as a Christmas | 
present to Father Damrey.” Christmas is at hand ; if there is any | 
worthier way in which the great Season of Gifts could be celebrated, | 

———— 


'Mr. CHAPMAN will acknewledge all subscriptions immediately. 


Mr. Punch would like to hear of it. 
(Fentlemen :— 
‘“‘ Christmas comes but once a year, 
And when it comes it brings good cheer.” 


Now then, Ladies and 


Let it bring cheer, before it is too late, to Father Damen, the 
heroic martyr of Molokai, from Father Christmas. 

The Hon. Treasurer is the Rey. H. B. CHapmMan, 177, Camden 
Grove North, Peckham, to whom all letters should be aewreeec 

e 
would be much obliged if subscribers would write ‘‘ Dammen Fund” 
on the envelope of their letters. 

Let Mr. Punch once more have reason to be proud of his readers! 
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RUBY. 
(New Version.) A Sona or A Synpicare. 
(Sung by Captain P-tt-n.) 

I sporren the chance of a ‘‘ boom” last year, 

But now I perceive that we’re all done brown ; 
Our Syndicate ’s out in the cold, I fear, 

And the India Office has let us down.: 
*T was a Burmah Spec, that seemed bound to succeed, 

For the Chief Commissioner did not decline, 
Lord Durrerin smiled, and they all agreed 

That we were to boss the big Ruby Mine. 
’Tis a memory sad, and our hopes fast fleet, 

For lost seems the chance of that fat five years ; 
The Concession is cancelled ; what use to treat, 

If Gorsr steps in, and our bargain ‘‘ queers” ? 


Once more to the market it open lies, 

That grand Concession. You must agree 
That there is cause for immense surprise, 

And the passionate pleadings that break from me, 
Oh, Ruby Mine, darling, that opening grand 

We greeted with joy may be never our own, 
Perchance, it may pass to another hand, 

Though the SrrEErER Syndicate loudly groan. 
The Concession I settled seems mere dead leaves ; 

May Parliament list to our earnest prayer ! 
Oh, Gorsty, whose conduct our bosom grieves, 

We pine for the hour of our meeting there ! 


MUSIC OF THE FUTURE. 


Tuer NoveEtto Series of Oratorios will commence early in 
Dec., under the conductorship of Dr. A. C. Mackrnzrr. As 
the name NovE.to implies, there are plenty of Novelloties 
in the programme. We hear that someone has re-written 
**Jubal’s Lyre,” and that Dr.. Mackenzie has re-set 
it. Not having as yet received the score from Our Own 
Special Musical Critic, we can only give the public a speci- 
men of the librettist’s adaptation. Here is a verse :— 
“OQ had I Jupav’s Lyre, And teach him (by desire) 

I’d punch his wicked head, To tell the truth instead.”’ 

The musical setting to this is, we are informed, well 
worthy of the inspiration to which we owe these magnifi- 
cent words. Dr. MAackrenzre—not Sir Moret, but the 


HHH 


Woy 


COMPORTMENT. 


First Tailor. ‘‘Do you Bow To your CUSTOMERS WHEN YOU MEET THEM IN 


3 a AeA ” 
still more Musical Doctor—is, of course, the composer, and | THE STREETS ? 


the Morell of the lines lies in the application of them. 


ROBERT ON THE TURTEL FAMINE! 


Praps one of the werry wust sines of the low wulgarity and hutter 
habsense of respek for other peeple’s feelings, as marks the present 
s low levelling times, is to be seen in the miss- 
placed and crewel jokes with which the sad 
intelligense has been reseaved of the probbabel 
‘‘famine of Turtel’? with which the werry 
hiest horders of the dining-out world is now 
threttened ! 

That the pore hungry can-oil, as the 
French werry propperly calls the mere mob, 
who of coarse never has tasted, and is never 
likely to taste, the most xquizzet dellycasy 
of the werry pment of menus, shood rejoice 
at the hawtul prospek of a hutter failure of 
this werry grandest of crops, is but nateral 
and ony conformabel to their gelous natur. 
But that hedhitters of respectabel noose- 
papers, who are themselvs sumtimes alloud 
to partake of this expensiv lucksury, shood 
jine in the ribbold jeer, is, I confess a stag- 
gerer, and has, I also confesses, touched me deeply. 

Can any one of these ginerally respectabel Gents have ellowed his- 
self to reflekt, carmly and seryously, upon the degree of sumthink 
werry near aproaching to hagony with which the great Firm of 
Brine AND RIMER must have seed aproaching the possybillity of a 
Lord Mare’s Banqwet on the sacred 9th without no Turtel Soup! I 
am appy to say as the dredful secret of the possibel cumming Famine 
was not rewealed to me until the nex day, or I werry much dowt 
weather I cood have gorn thro my heayy dooties with my customery 
sucksess. 

There’s jest one little suckemstance, of so nobel and ginerous a 
charackter, that I feels it my dooty to reweal it for the hadmirashun 
of posteryty. In spite of the tremenjus wallue of Turtel Soop at 
that time, and its posserbly fabbylus wally when the dredded famine 
has reeched our shoars, no differens, I am hinformed, was made in 


Second Ditto. ‘‘ WELL, AS A RULE I Do, BuT I ALWAYS cUT My MisFiTs! ” 


the cusstomary derangements, but the hole of the left Soop on the 
Friday’s Bankwet was given to the Pore, as ushal, on the follering 
morning ! 

Whether it woodn’t have been more keanly apreeshiated had it 
have been distribooted among the noble Army of Waiters, as made 
the Bankwet so great a sucksess, it is not for me to say, and I 
dismisses the ongeneruss thort with a si. 

I hundestand as seweral of the great Liwery Cumpanys have 
patriotically resolwed to adjurn sum of theyr mostskrumpshus Bank- 
wets for the presint, in hopes the Famine may blow ever, and 
however much me and my class may lament our terrybel losses, I am 
obliged to confess as they are rite, for how could they posserbly hask 
a Royal Prince, or ewen a Royal Dook, to theyr Alls of Ospitalerty 
without the customery lushus lucksery to which they has so long bin 
acustomed, 

Why the West Ingy Plainters, who cultiwates Turtels the same as 
our Farmers cultiwates Bullocks, shood suddenly be so werry short 
of ’em, of coarse I am quite hunabel to say, but it suttenly does look 
rather suspishus that it shood have append at jist the werry busy 
time when the demand for ’em is so werry owerpowering. 

The base ellusions to Conger Eels and Wales, I treat with the 
utter contemp they deserve. Sumbody says in the play sumwhere, 
that sumthink or other is ‘‘ werry like a Wale,” but he would be a 
bold man indead as wood say as a Wale was “‘ werry like a Turtel!”’ 

No thank ye, that woodn’t do for a hexpert with the werry 
slitest xperience, and suttenly not for ROBERT. 


Wuat Writ Trey Do to Toem P—Mourpnuy and BRaANNAGAN have 
obtained the QuEEN’s pardon—for what? For having been in penal 
servitude for nine years? Surely the QuEEN’s pardon in such a case 
should mean something more than ‘‘I beg your pardon, and I grant you 
grace,” and should be accompanied by a provision for life, subscribed 
by witnesses, judge, and jury. We hope it has already taken this 
form, and that those who are now convinced of the great wrong done 
to these two men may have ‘‘ The courage of thetr conviction,” and 
speak up boldly in behalf of Murpmy and BrannaGan. . 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


a mall v 3.41, 
A prEuicutruLtty told romance 1s The, Cae et i ie 
SnortrHouse. An additional charm 1s, tha 


. : 0g of the heroes is an 
No ents ree hand like to hear what 


{r ving would have to say about 
“a pth of this character to nature. 
Mr. SHortTHoUSE’s Stage 1s an ideal 
one; but then the story 1s as fanci- 
fully conceived and nearly as weird as 
that of Le Juif Polonais. The triumph 
of good over evil is strikingly worked 
out, The scene is laid in France, and 
\— the characters are all French. This 
J being so, why introduce little bits of 
French? For example, why suddenly 
style the Superioress of a Convent, 


Bow-wowing him out. 


whom he has hitherto spoken of as The Abbess, as La Mere Abbesse ? 


hy make an old servant ask the two Gentlemen, ‘‘ Would /es 
Waiours partake of déjeiiner before returning to the City?” Are 
les Messieurs and ‘‘ déjetiner” untranslatable? By what authority 
does Mr. SHORTHOUSE use a circonflexe in déjeuner ? One of the most 
subtly conceived and cleverly drawn characters in the book is the little 
chattering Vicomte. But no more, or as Mr. SHORTHOUSE would say, 
not aword de plus. Those gu? like les romans, I fortement recommend 
@ lire this Livre. C’est published par Les Messieurs MACMILLAN. 

I’ve carried a Walker’s pocket-book wherever I’ve walked during 
this year, and am quite sorry to part with it. Still I must in favour 
of another Walker—No. 7—a size larger, but slimmer and more 
pocketable. Walker’s No. 4, I recommend for ladies who have 
pockets. The varieties might suit Wagnerites who could speak of 
the Walker pocket-books as ‘‘the Walkerve.” 

What a magnificent Christmas present would be the Harry 
Furniss’s collection of his Artistic Jokes, splendidly bound in one 
volume, containing photographs of every picture in his Bond Street 
show, which made such a hit last year, and drew crowds to see his 
rare burlesque treatment of the works of the Royal Academicians. 
This book, of which he is compiler, printer, and publisher, and part 
author with ‘‘E. J. M.,’”’ would be, indeed, a rare gift, as the issue 
is limited to about a hundred and fifty copies, and it is becoming rarer 
every day. ‘‘Get it,” says THE Baron DE Boox-Worms, 


VOCES POPULI. 
AT EDINBURGH CASTLE. 


ScENE—LEntrance to the Castle. A small Party of Sightseers have 
just retained the services of an Official Guide. 

Guide (in a mellyfluous tone and without any stops whatever, fixing 
his eyés on vacancy, having apparently committed his discourse to 
memory). Before commencing our round of the Castle Lady and 
Gentlemen I will ask your attention to a few remarks upon the 
trench below the drawbridge where we now stand most parties are 
apt to run away with the erronous impression of its being the 
ancient moat which a moment’s reflection will show us how absurd 
this is being more than one ’undred feet above the base of the solid 
rock before us is the exercise ground formerly the scene of countless 
burnings ’angings and other revolting spectacles common to that 
barbarious age now appily for ever past from us! 

First Sightseer (desirous to gratify the Guide, and display his 
Military knowledge). You could hold this place against any odds 
eh? Practically impregnable, I suppose ? 

Guide (blandly). Well, Sir, as a fortress, it is quite obslete 
being commanded by Arthur’s Seat. 

A Stoopid” 8. Who did you say commands the Castle ? 

[Discovers that he ts cut off Srom Guide by a body of soldiers 
marching down to drill. “By time he comes up with him 
again, Guide ts already explaining something else, and 

rare anes pees to drop. 

wide. Above the same-eye Gothic arch under which we are n 

may to DP oe will ee has Scots arms carved above with ant 
wmpugn lace ith j i 

Te Stoop cu P ee no one provokes me with impunity. 

uide (continuing). In the chamber above the last and innermost 

gate making seven in all and lighted by a single grating it formed 


th 
ae ae of confinement for the luckless ArGYLL 


have never seen the Westminster fresco 
See a ey wasit! [They regard the grating it precy neat 
- Singular thing to do—sending an artist to paint him 

head. off, curious days, those, Sir, curious 

[ Moralises on the past. 


above is modern havine . 
. aving been re-erected in 
atest baronial style = ecte 


Guide. The portion 
recent times in the ] 


on your left as you go| Room the Birthplace St. Margaret’s Chapel Mons Meg and the 
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forward Lady and Gentlemen you will observe a flight of steps 
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formerly at once the route for persons of royal and noble blood and 
the ani means of access from the condemned cells to the place of 
execution a striking contrast thus we see afforded between the 
two sides misery and splendour the ’ighest and the lowest. (Halts 
in an impressive manner, Sightseers prepare, in imp attitudes, to 
receive information.) You follow the direction of my. staff to the 
furthest corner of the ramparts where the turret projects 1t was 
there that a rather romantic—— : 

An Old Lady (arriving hurriedly), Are you the Guide? Can you 
explain the Castle ? ; : ‘ 

Guide. Yes, Ma’am, that is what I am here to do—(placidly)—it 
was there that a rather romantic but strictly—— _. ; 

The Old Lady. Wait a minute. I want my friend to hear this, 
I’ll fetch her. [Starts in search of friend, who ts drifting aimlessly 
about amongst the cannon, and comes under protest. F 

Guide (proceeding)—a rather romantic but strictly according to 
our historical records a curious coincident took place the manner in 
which the Castle was taken by surprise by RANDOLPH with only Shirty 
picked men ascending the well-nigh precipitous rock the checkwate 
or as we now call it the patrol was at that moment being relieved 
and the sentinel in mere wantonness or pure folly seizing one of the 
stones with which in those days for purposes of defence the rampart 
was then encumbered and shouting ‘‘ Away!” I see ye well urled it 
over the rampart upon the ’elmets of the crouching escalade ! 

The S. S. The crouching which? ; 

Guide (repeating with relish). The crouching escalade fortunately 
without injury to any of the scaling-party which waiting till the 
checkwatch had gone by clutching the ivy in their garntletted ’ands 
they reached the summit overpowering the sentinel and taking the 
Castle by surprise the feat being counted as one of the most daring 
stratagems known to ’istry ! 

The S. S. (admiringly). And were you there? : 

Guide. No, Sir; it took place in thirteen ’undred and twelve, Sir— 
(¢mpassively)—before I was born, Sir. (Continuing as before.) In 
yonder buiiding now the Armry the ruthless CricuTon entertained 
the Dovuerasks at a banquet the cover being removed revealed the 
black bull’s ’ed symptom of violent and immediate death struck 
with ’orror at the sight they begged for their lives being brutally 
refused and slain on the spot the iron tank on your right as you 
ascend is comparatively modern and constructed to ’old water 
in the event of a siege to provide against the garrison being reduced 
by thirst the water is forced up into the tank each, day by gravita- 
tion from the Pentland ’Ills. I may here mention that the piece of 
ordnance we are now passing is the famous Mons Meg. Ladies and 
Gentlemen it is unnecessary for me to explain the cannon the 
inscriptions on the carriage being its ’istry. 

The S. S. Is that the gun they fire every day by electricity ? 

Guide. It was last fired in 1682, Sir, being burst by the discharge 
and consequently now obslete, even for peaceful purposes. [ The 
party pass into the quadrangle and face the Royal Apartments. 

Guide. The wing on your right was set apart for the Court and 
Royal Suite in front stands the ancient Banqueting ’All here AreYLL 
feasted and connived with CRoMWELL at the death of Caartzs the 
Frrst that doorway leads you to Queen Mary’s Room the birth- 
place of James THE SrxrH afterwards James THE First of Scotland. 
Ladies and Gentlemen—(mysteriously)—I am now going to explain 
something which you will find in none of the authorised guide-books 
or *istorical records will you all remain kindly where you now are 
for a few minutes, and keep your eye fixed on me? [ Walks slowly to 
a doorway, and touches a stone above tt with his stick, sightseers look 
on, apparently in expectation of some startling conjuring trick. 

Guide (returning with subdued importance). A curious discover 
never yet cleared up was made some years ago in the exact spot whic 
you saw me touch with my stick some workmen making alterations 
came upon a coffin of oak which being opened proved to contain the 
skeleton of an infant of great auntiquity — 

The S. S. How old did you say the infant was? 

Guide. Its exact age is unknown, but it was of a great auntiquity 
and enveloped in a covering wrought with two initials, one of them 
an I being distinctly visible being reported to Major-Generak 
THAcKERY then in command of the Royal Engineers he gave orders 
for the skeleton to be replaced and the aperture sealed up which 
accordingly was done though what or ’oo the infant was it is a 


mystery—(solemnly)—probly will ever remain a mystery but that 


is where the infant was found and where it now is. 

Lhe S. S. Did you say that James tHE Frrsr was born in there ? 

Guide. Yes, Sir, we have ’istorical record of that being so. 

The S. 8. Very weil—(triumphantly)—your mystery ’s accounted 
for at once! [Looks round to discover effect, and perceives that his 
theory does not seem to be generally understood, and realises Sor 
the Jirst time that he does not understand tt himself. 

Guide (declining to pursue the subject). Here Ladies and Gentlemen 
my duties terminate you will now inspect at your leisure for there 
1s no occasions to hurry taking your own time about it the Crown 
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view from the Castle ramparts the official charge I may here 
remind you is sixpence each person, Thank you, Sir, I am much 
obliged to you. [Scene closes on Sightseers, trooping up staircase 
in varying states of contented vagueness as to what they are going to 
see when they get up. 


THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


Sunday, November 4,—Caxrxin and 1 troubled about that mere boy | | 


Lupin getting engaged to be married without consulting us or any- 
| thing. After dinner he told us all about it. He said the lady’s name 
was Daisy Murrar, and she was the nicest, 
prettiest, and most accomplished girl he ever 

¢\ met. He loved her the moment he saw her 
hi, and if he had to wait fifty years he would 
-—~ wait, and he knew she would wait for him. 
Lurty further said, with much warmth, 
that the world was a different world to him 


ir 
be 


om, 
OA 


cs mV 
( 4) @ 
wily 


| now,—it was a world worth living in. He 
ite lived with an object now, and that was to 
ws. 4 make Darsy MurLar—Datsy Poorer, and he 
“Anta did® would guarantee she would not disgrace the 
ng time avigat of the i pean here Pas 

: out crying, an rew her arms round his 
ee ry, » by neck, and in doing so, upset the glass of 


ort he held in his hands all over his new 
light trousers. Isaid I had no doubt we should like Miss Murrar 
when we saw her, but Carrix said she loved her already. I thought 
this rather premature, but held my tongue. Daisy Murrar was the 
sole topic of conversation for the remainder of the day. I asked 
Lupty who her people were, and he replied, ‘‘ Oh, you know Mortar, 
WuiuaMms anp Warts.” I did not know, but refrained from 
asking further questions, at present, for fear of irritating Lup. 
November 5.—Lurtn went with me to the office, and had a long 
conversation with Mr. Perkupp, our principal, the result of which 
was that hie accepted a re, in the firm of Jon CLEANANDS AND 
Co., Stock and Sharebrokers. Lupry told me, Made int it was an 
advertising firm, and he did not think much of it. I replied, 
‘** Beggars should not be choosers ;”” and I will do Lupin the justice 
to say, he looked rather ashamed of himself. In the evening we 
went round to the Cummines’, to have a few fireworks. It began to 
rain, and I thought it rather dull. One of my squibs would not go 
off, and Gowrne said, ‘‘ Hit it on your boot, boy; it will go off then.” 
I gave it a few knocks on the end of my boot, and it went off with 
one loud explosion, and burnt my fingers rather badly. I gave the 
rest of my squibs to the little Cumminas’ py: to let off. Another un- 
fortunate thing happened, which brought a heap of abuse on my head. 
Cummines fastened a large wheel set-piece on a stake in the 
ground. by way of a grand finale. He made a great fuss about it ; 
said it cost seven shillings. There was a little difficulty in getting 
it alight. At last it went off, but, after a couple of slow revolutions, 
it stopped. I had my stick with me, so I gave it a tap to send it 
end, and, unfortunately, it fell off the stake on to the grass. 
Anybody would have thought I had set the house on fire from the 
way in which they stormed at me. I will never join in any more 
firework parties. It is a ridiculous waste of time and money. 
November 6.—Lupin asked Carrie to call on Mrs. Mutiar, but 
CARRIE said she thought Mrs. Muriar ought to call on her first. I 
agreed with Carri, and this led to an argument. However, the 
matter was settled by CaRRIE saying she could not find any visiting- 
cards, and we must get some more printed, and when they were 
finished would be quite time enough to discuss the etiquette of calling. 
November 7.—I ordered some of our cards at BLAck’s, the Stationers. 
I ordered twenty-five of each, which will last us fora good long time. 
In the evening, Lupin brought in Harry Mor ar, Miss Murrar’s 
brother. He was rather a gawky youth, and Lupin said he was the 
most popular and best amateur in the Club, referring to the 
** Holloway Comedians.” Lupry whispered to us that if we could 
only ‘‘ draw out’ Harry a bit, he would make us roar with laughter. 
At supper, youns Murttar did several amusing things. He took up 
a knife, and with the flat part of it, played a tune on his cheek in a 
wonderful manner. He also gave an imitation of an old man with 
no teeth, smoking a big cigar. The way he kept dropping the cigar 
sent CARRIE into fits. In the course of conversation, DAIsy’s name 
cropped up, and young MourTrar said he would bring his sister round 
to us one evening—his parents being rather old-fashioned, and not 
going out much. CARRIE said we would get up a little special party. 
As young Muttar showed no inclination to go, and it was approaching 
eleven o’clock, as a hint I reminded Lurrn that he had to be up early 
to-morrow. Instead of taking the hint, Muriar began a series of 
comic imitations. He went on for an hour without cessation, Poor 
Carrie could scarcely keep her eyes open. At last she made an 
excuse, and said ‘‘ Good-night.” Mutiar then left, and I heard him 
and Lupin whispering in the hall something about the ‘‘ Holloway 
Comedians,’ and to my disgust, although it was past midnight, 


GUIDES, PHILOSOPHERS, AND FRIENDS-IN-NEED. 


Tn ladies and gentlemen interested in floating the ‘‘ Lady Guide 
Association,” appear not only to have discovered a new social want, 
but to be, moreover, confident that they 
’ have hit on an excellent method of meeting it. 
‘The following extract, however, from a little 
pamphlet they have recently published fur- 
nishes the best explanation of the objects 
they have in view, which are :— 

Ist, —To supply efficient Guides, who shall be 
|, ladies by birth and education, for the services of 
|| strangers, foreigners, and visitors of their own sex, 

| to the Metropolis and its Environs. 

||| . “2nd.—To provide remunerative employment for 
intelligent gentlewomen, who from the present 
overcrowded labour markets, are now debarred 
from earning a livelihood. 

‘ 3rd.—To assist all new comers, by giving in- 
formation upon every subject connected with their 
visit, aiding them in every way, in a manner which 
shall relieve them of all trouble, spare them imposi- 
tion, and ensure their comfort. 

**4th.—To advise Visitors as to the several ways 
of seeing and enjoying this Country, at given prices, 
and to save the time and money of such visitors.”” 

And to the above, by way of a sort of happy 
_ after-thought, they subjoin the following 
\=— foot-note :— 

““N.B.—The Guides will be prepared to attend 
mixed parties of ladies and gentlemen, families and 
children, and those other than gentlemen travelling 
en gargon.” 

It appears from the foregoing brief schedule 
of some of her proposed requirements that the finished *‘ Lady Guide” 
will have to be a very formidably accomplished person, possessing all 
the highest moral, social, and intellectual attributes, imbued with a 
spirit of the profoundest philosophy, and combining all this with the 
advantages of the most perfect walking encyclopedia. It is not sur- 
prising, therefore, to find the Association hinting at the necessity o 
candidates wishing to offer their services as ‘‘ Lady Guides,” having 
to pass some slight ‘‘ preliminary examination.” Unfortunately, they 
do not furnish a specimen test-paper, but that deficiency has been met 
by the publication of the following list of questions :— 


1. A four-wheeled cab, containing five inside passengers, two 
children on the box, and seyen trunks on the root, is taken from 
Liverpool Street Station to the extreme end of Hammersmith, and 
the Lady who has secured your services as guide, after having made 
thé cabman carry the seven trunks up to third storey offers him, as 
his fare, two-and-ninepence, which he indignantly refuses. On his 
subsequently claiming thirteen and sixpence, and taking off his coat 
and offering to fight the gentleman of the party for that amount on 
the steps of the house in the presence of a sympathising crowd, what 
speedy measures, if any, should you adopt to effect a compromise ? 

2. You are commissioned by a Lady, who is desirous of giving an 
afternoon house-warming at her new Mansion in North Bayswater, 
to provide some suitable entertainment for her friends. How would you 
set_about this ? Would you, if you wished to secure the services either 
of Mr. Connery GRAIN or Mr. GEorGE GROssMITH, call on one or both 
of those gentlemen, and ask them to give you a little specimen of 
their respective répertoires as a preliminary to engagement? Do you 
think they would oblige you by doing this? Or do you think they 
would resent it, and that the matter would fall through? Sup- 
posing it were to, would you be prepared to take a cab, and hunt upall 
the Music Halls in turn, in the hope of securing some suitable talent ? 

3. You are engaged to conduct an intelligent, scientific, and 
ee party of sixteen people over Windsor Castle, the Mary- 
le-bone Workhouse, the Thames Tunnel, Hanwell Lunatic Asylum, 
the National Gallery, the British Museum, and the London Docks. 
Do you think that your thorough knowledge of English history, 
your acquaintance with the working of the Poor Laws, your grasp of 
the progress of European Art, and your general familiarity with all 
the great political, commercial, engineering, economic, and other pro- 
blems of the hour are such as to warrant you in facing the coming 
ordeal with a jaunty confidence ? 

4, You are required by an economical Duke to po a cheap 
wedding for his only daughter, and he has stipulated that the break- 
fast shall not, at the outside, cost more than ninepence a head. 
With a four-and-sixpenny bridal cake, and a sound champagne that 
must not exceed fifteen shillings a dozen, how do you propose to make 
the thing go off with éclat ? 


The Guide who “‘ knows 
her way about.” 


“HERE WE (pon’r) Go Up, Up, Up!”—Last Saturday night%the 
Curtain of the Shaftesbury Theatre would not go up at any price. 


Lupry put on his hat and coat, and went out with his new companion. | Wasn’t there a lever du rideawin the bill? If so, why wasn’tit used ? 
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Aunt Betsy. ‘‘ 1 REALLY WONDER AT YOUR HAVING SO MANY FRENCH BOOKS IN 


GROWING UP!” 


Ewa (who has overheard), ‘‘ FRENCH Books, INDEED ! 


THE CHILD OF THE PERIOD. 


THE IDEA! 


IF WE COULD HELP IT—NOT EVEN IF PAPA WERE TO FORBID US TO!” 


EXTREMES MERT. 
(An Ancient Story with a Modern Moral.) 


THERE was (of course it must haye been long 
since— 
The present would regard with lofty pity 
Men who such civic folly could evince) — 
But, whensoe’er it was, there was a City ; 
A populous City, of colossal size, 
Over some hundreds of square miles ex- 
tending, 
Its palaces the marvel of all eyes, 
Its serpentining maze of streets unending. 
And it was wealthy, was that City wide, 
The opulence of Ophir were a trifle 
To what was stored in it on every side. 
Its banks to sack, its palaces to rifle, 
Might tempt such stoics as Lycurcus taught, 
ee mere ruffianly back-street ban- 
ditti ; 
So that if Wealth’s position e’er was fraught 
With desperate danger, it was in that City. 


And Power there had fashioned a Police 
To pe eae Wealth, and keep poor rascals 
quiet ; 
To bid the worrying w 


And check all im ulse t ; : 
Most wise, most ae 0 rapine and riot. 


Ovident ji 2 
toni in Power, of 
Where Lazarus and Dives are 
; “aga 
t needs the presence of well-ordered for 
To keep Wealth safe, and W ; Te ile 
their labours, ” Orta 
a 


ail of misery cease, 


close neigh- 


‘Force is no remedy.”’. This doctrine mad 
Was held by some of Liberty’s loud zealots, 
‘* How save by force is Order to be had . 
’Midst a mixed horde of millionnaires and 
- helots?” 
So Power very pertinently asked ; 
And Law, in Power’s hands, supplied the 


answer 
And held that to have bettered it had tasked 
The skill of an Utopian necromancer. 


There came a time—(of course, ’twas long 


ago)— 
When Power and its Police began to 
wrangle, 
Now, Music won’t maintain its magic flow 
When even the performers jar and jangle. 
If the Big Drum belabours the Trombone, 
And the Bass Viol pummels the First Fiddle, 
Good-bye to harmony! Time, tune, and tone 
Will be chaotic as a madman’s riddle. 
Well, the Police appeared to lose its head, 
And Power its heart ; a serious disaster ! 
They seemed demented by some strange new 
dread, [master. 
And doubtings as to which of them was 
A Democratic Spectre startled some 
As a new avatar of Demogorgon. 
Others opined that this was all a hum, 
That the loud mouth was merely Freedom’s 


organ, 

Not Anarchy’s red maw, or Robbery’s gorge, 
Gaping for prey, and avid after plunder; 

’T was merely an excuse for Power to forge 


Fresh chains for Freedom and keep Labour 
under. 


your LIBRARY, JAMES, WITH ALL YOUR DAUGHTERS 


WHY, WE SHOULD NEVER THINK OF READING A FRENCH Book, 


Hence chiding and cross purposes, and hence 
Much heated fuss that needed sense refri- 
gerant. 
You cannot quite depend on the Defence _ 
When the Defenders are themselves belli- 
erent. 
One C ae was sacked because he let the 
clute 
Of Anarchy come close, and did too little. 
Another one because he did too much, 
Orso some said. ‘‘ Nay, not a jot or tittle!” 
Others retorted. That he sazd a lot 
Was very certain, and, no doubt, a pity. 
Meanwhile, with wills at war and tempers 


ot, 
The prospect was not pleasant for that City. 


The bearings of this ancient legend lie 
In their contemporary application. 
If such be visible to Wisdom’s eye, 
Miedo should promptly change the situa- 
ion. 
Power may at the implication chafe; 
Police may fume at the implied comparison ; 
But 2s the Citadel entirely safe 
Whilst there is angry strife amidst the 
garrison ? 


A Distinction. 


A CoRRESPONDENT wants to know if an 
Editor of a satirical and humorous Magazine 
ought not himself to be an exceptionally bril- 
liant wit? Our reply is, ‘‘ Not necessarily ; 
but it is absolutely essential that he shoul 
have all his wits about him,—on the staff.” 
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ENDICOTT’S LEGACY. 


[The first of the Enpicorts, ancestor of the Miss Enpicorr whom Mr. 
JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN has just married at Washington, introduced into 
America the English Daisy which in Massachusetts is still called ‘‘ Endicott’s 
Legacy.’’] 

Att men of British blood are 
kin, 

However far they range. 

Both Joun and JoNATHAN must 


The flower of the Enpicorrs 
From Massachusetts new! 
Sure Flora on the match must 
Fortunate JosepH C. ([smile! 
Thus to bring back to the Old 
Isle 
Enpicorr’s Legacy ! 
’Twixt England, Old and New, 
fresh link ! 
Arrah, now, Pat, be aisy ! 
You ’ll surely join us as we drink 
‘‘ The Orchid and the Daisy ! ” 


win 
By floral interchange. 

Two centuries and a half ago 
OHN ENDICOTT, we’re told, 
First bade the British Daisy blow 

In Massachusetts old. 
Now Josepn’s luckiest of lots 
Is to bring home—(Hurroo!!!)— 


THE DRAMA—-MAJOR AND MINOR. 


Dr. Birch’s Academy for Young Gentlemen, 
My Drar Mr. Ponca, 
You know, when I 


Yi: STD 
Boy (eos UE 


grow up to be a big man, like my 
father, I want to be a great writer 
of plays—a Dramatist, don’t you call 
it ? rd have already a stage, which 
cost seven-and-sixpence, inclusive of a 
very interesting piece, called The Miller 
and his Men, which is in Five Acts, 
and is printed in about eight pages. 
Now, as a very great treat, my father 
took me, the other night—when I came 
up to Town to visit the dentist—to see 
Hands Across the Sea, at the Princess’s 
Theatre; and, from the papers, I learn 
that all the critics think it is a model 
drama. If Hands Across the Sea is a 
model Melodrama, I think The Miller 
\, > and his Men must have been one too, 
"= as Hands Across the Sea can be played 
Z just as easily in my toy Theatre. Here 
\w- is my version, and I don’t think I have 
left out anything of importance. 


HANDS ACROSS THE SEA. 
(Adapted to the Stage of the Theatre Royal Seven-and-Sixpence. ) 
ACT I.—Farm in Devonshire. 
French Villain and Young Villain come on. 


French Villain. You must marry the young girl, and get some 
money and come with me to the most beautiful woman in Paris. 
But first pay me all you owe me. 

Young Villain. I can’t. Ihavenomoney. I cannot pay. 

Young Villain’s Father (coming in). But I can for you. 
lots of money to French Villain, who bows and goes off). 
| propose to the young girl. 

Young Villain. | will. (Young Villain’s Father goes off, and 
Young Girl comes on.) You must marry me! 

Young Girl. I can’t, because I want to marry — 

Young Farmer (coming on). Me! 

Young Villan’s Father (coming on). She shan’t; she shall only 
marry my young villain of a son. Her father left me power to 
make her marry whom I like. No one can stop me! 

Young Girl's Father (coming on). Oh, yes—I can. I am her Papa! 

[ Tableau. Curtain. 


ACT II.—In Paris. Girl’s Friend and Comic Sort of Man laughing. 


Girl's Friend. Why don’t you marry me? 
Comic Sort of Man. Because I don’t understand you. 
[They go off. 

Young Girl (coming on). I don’t like Another French Villain. 

on lags French Villain (coming on through the window). I love 
you! 

Young Farmer (coming on). Youmustn’t! (Scene changes to 
another part of Paris, where play is going on.) You are a scoundrel ! 


Hits him. 
Another French Villain. Liar! 
Female Fiend from France. Get me some money ! 
French Villain and Young Villain (coming on). We will! 
changes to another part of Paris.) Die! 


Mellow Drammer, 


(Gives 
And now 


(Scene 


[ They stab Another French Villain, and go off. 
Young English Farmer (coming on). Why, here’s Another French 
Villain dead—murdered ! SF 
Everybody (coming on). You did it! You know you did! 
[ Tableau and Curtain. 
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ACT IIIl.—Condemned Cell in Paris. 


Young Farmer. I must escape. 
[Does escape and is pursued by Soldiers, §c., who point their 
guns at him. 
Young Girl (coming on). Don’t shoot him! I have got a reprieve ! 
Everybody presents arms to her. Tableau. Curtain. 


ACT IV.—At Sea. Young Girl, Girl’s Friend, Comic Sort of 
Man, and Young Villain, on board ship. 
Girl's Friend. Why don’t you marry me? 
Comic Sort of Man. Never thought of that before. 
Gurl’s Friend. Then you must be a stupid ! [They go off. 
Young Farmer (coming on). I have escaped from New Caledonia, 
and everybody thinks I am a sailor. 
seed Girl. I would kiss you, only there are so many people 
about. 
French Officer (coming on). I shall take you prisoner. 
Young Farmer. What for? Jam an English sailor. 
Young Villain. No, you aren’t. You are a murderer ! 
French Officer (to his men), Seize him! 
English Captain (to everybody). Hearts of oak! Rule, Britannia ! 
Three cheers for the red, white, and blue! 
French Officer (to his men). Seize him, I say! 
English Captain (to everybody). 1am naughty-worded if you shall! 
[ Tableau. Curtain. 
ACT V.—In Australia. Everybody present except the Young 
Villain’s Father, Another French Villain, and a Female Fiend 
from France. 


French Villain. The Young Villain murdered Another French — 
Villain! [did see him do it! 

Everybody but the Young Villain. Seize him ! 
[ Young Villain 2s sezzed. 
Young Farmer. Joy! and what shall we do next ? 
Young Girl. Why, marry, to be sure, and so will my Friend, 


and the Comic Sort of Man. 

Young Farmer (to her). We will! (Zo everybody.) Faint heart 
never won fair lady! Itis never too late to mend. ‘‘A stitch in 
time saves nine!’’ And thus we live for ever with ‘‘ Hands Across 

[ Tableau. Curtain. The End. 


the Sea!” 
There! I think that will do? Come and see it played. 
Your affectionate young Friend, my dear Mr. Punch, 


CHARLIE, surnamed (at School) THE PIECcE-MAKER. 


OUR IN-DEPENDENCIES. 


Telegram froin Prime Minister of South-West Cariboo to 
Secretary of State for the Colonies. 
HEAR you’ve appointed Sir MicHarn TrrmarsH as Governor. 
Don’t send him out. Won’t do at any price. Try another. 


From Colonial Secretary to Prime Minister of South-West Cariboo. 


Anything to oblige. Just told Sir MrcwaEt he would not do. He 
seemed surprised, andasked why. Would you mind kindly saying 
why. Don’t doubt your judgment, but it would look better to give 
areason. Reply prepaid. 

From Cariboo Prime Minister to Colonial Secretary. 

We don’t want him. Isn’t that enough? I may, however, inform 
you confidentially, that somebody out here once saw a man like 
Sir M. riding on outside of a City Omnibus, reading a halfpenny 
newspaper. Mind and let us know whom you think of for his 
substitute. 


From Colonial Secretary to Cariboo Premier. 
Don’t think of anybody. Leave you to suggest. 
From Cariboo Premier to Colonial Secretary. 


Glad you’ve adopted so sensible a course. Will wire names of 
acceptable persons for you to choose from in day or two. 


Colonial Secretary to Cariboo Premier. 


Received your names. Lorp 8. says he would be delighted, but 
thinks it would be difficult to find tenant for Hatfield House during 
his absence. Have sounded Mr. G. also, who is much flattered, but 
thinks he’s hardly good enough for the post. Home Srcrerary here 
will probably be quitting the position soon ; what do you say to him ? 
Or, perhaps, Srr W. Harcourt might think of place, and we could 
spare him. 

Cariboo Prime Minister to Secretary of State for the Colonies. 

Your last most insulting. We consider ourselves a cut above 
Home Secretaries, past or present. Surprised that 8. and G. don’t 
care to come. Have decided to fill up vacancy ourselves, and widl 
let you know result in a month or two by letter. Meanwhile, try 
and remember that we are a Self-Governing Colony. 
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A SLAVE OF FASHION. 


i Lady (who has just paid a Month’s subscription to the Circulating Library). 
WHAT KIND OF BooKS ARE READ THIS SEASON ?” 


THE VISIBLE PRINCE.—(A Story of Magic and Mystery.) 


“How I should like to do all this?” I murmured to myself, Ihad been 
reading an account of the journey of an Illustrious Personage, and the passage 
had deeply impressed me. 

If you mean what you say,” replied someone by my side, ‘‘I think I can 
manage it for you. All you have to do is to wear this, and express a wish to 
follow H.R.H. But I warn you that, until you return it to me, you will be able 
to follow no one else, and will remain a fixture until a new wish moves you 
on,” and I found myself receiving an old opera-hat in the Coffee-room of my 
Club bg a, ees I had not seen before. 

0 you mean to say that if I put this on it will carry me anywhere?” 
pee in a tone of astonishment. The strange member nodded. ee 
yes pie the old opera-hat on my head, and wishing myself near the Illustrious 
poe nage Hn gnestion, suddenly found myself in Bulgaria. Immediately I 
ee fs Par " a group that would have given an excellent subject to the Travel- 
mee rtis 4 the Graphic or the Illustrated London News. There was the 
re se co ba ie sure enough; and, so far as I could see, he was taking a 
Thee a ee Be a bird.. He fired successfully, and then looked at his watch. 
ae ap as ook hands with some one in attendance, and was gone. I had 
fist is y uoved my hat on finding myself in his presence, and at once found 
sas bia aks ‘i was helpless—could move neither hand nor foot. The com- 
Maer Pes Personage retired, and I was left alone—in splendid 

wads ae alone. I puton my hat, and uttered a wish. In a moment 
aaa ine. pepecting a cavalry regiment. The Colonel of the regiment 
had ‘etroud fe i saee on their smart appearance. Wearing my hat (for 
Roadie ; bedi a at my chapeau rendered me invisible), I approached 
eee on pare ey the Commanding Officer who was so complimentary 
Bee tue tine thie a than the heir to an Illustrious Throne. I heard him ask 
Gilearne the “ade sted ioe to his figure, and had no pocket), and, 
rossing my hat a a a of 1s mena hurried adieu, and hastily departed. 
j my brow, I uttered a wish, and immediately was in 


ussia. I recognised the vo; 
| oice of the Illustri iddi 
the Czar farewell. In another second he so ae oan ae 
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Again, I found myself alone ; sans 
resume my rapid travelling. It woul I 
recount the story of my wanderings. Suffice it to say 
that I visited in turn Athens, Berlin, Homburg, Monte 
Carlo, and Copenhagen. Although I had the advantage 
of my travelling opera-hat which conveyed me instantly 
from place to place without effort, I felt that I was wear- 
ing myself out, while the Illustrious Personage in whose 
wake L was forced to follow, seemed to me never to expe- 
rience fatigue. He was always courteous, always cheer- 
ful, but always looking at his watch. 

‘* Now,” I murmured to myself, when I found myself 
in Paris, ‘‘ I shall have a short pause before I recommence 
my wanderings.” I was mistaken. Before I knew where 
I was, I found myself in Yorkshire, Wales, Glasgow, and 
the Isle of Wight. I felt that my magic opera-hat was 
less than a blessing—that it was nearer a curse ! 

‘‘What shall I do?’ I said, ate as I found my- 
self alone at the bottom of a coal-mine, which I, in Tllus- 
trious company, had recently been inspecting. ‘* What 
shall do?” ‘The echo offering no satisfactory reply, I 
once more wished my wish, and, Ai presto / was back in 
London in my own Club. ‘‘ Have you had enough of it?” 

I turned round sharply, and found my fellow member 
of the morning seated beside me. 4 

‘Thank you,” I replied, returning the gibus, ‘but 
pleasant as travelling may be, I honestly believe there 
is only one man in the world who is equal to the strain 
that you put upon me.” And I glanced at the Illustrious 
Personage, who, I noticed, had just taken out his watch 
and was looking at it. 


THE MRS. HARRIS OF THE TREASURY. 


‘‘¢ Bring me my boots,’ said the Baron.” ‘“* Bring me 
the Last of the Barons,” quoth Mr. Punch. And he 
was brought. ‘‘ What saidst thou, my Lord, the other 
day, about the Public Prosecutor ?”? asked Mr. P. _ 

“Sir,” replied the Last of the Barons, ‘' Je vous dirat 
—I mean, I will tell you. I said, in making certain 
observations on the case, I had been hearing ’?—— 

‘*Which you were thoroughly justified, Sir Last One, 
in making,” interrupted Jfr. Punch, approvingly. 
‘* But proceed.” ; 

The Last of the Barons blushed, and bowed, and then 
resumed—‘‘I regretted that in this country there 
should be no Public Prosecutor.” 

‘* What!” exclaimed Mr. P. 

“To quote the learned precedent of a certain Prig,” 
said the Last One, ‘‘‘I don’t believe there ain’t no sich: 
person.’ Mr. Punch clapped his hands. A thousand 
of his own pages appeared on the instant. 

‘Bring me Whataker’s Almanack,” he commanded. 
Atonce it was handed to him. ‘‘ Now, let us see,’’ mut- 
tered Mr. Punch, turning over the leaves—‘‘ Govern- 
ment Oftices—Treasury—Solicitor’s _Department—here 
we are—read.’”’? And the Last of the Barons read out— 

“Solicitor and Public Prosecutor, Sir Aucustus K. STEPHEN- 
son, K.C.B., £3000.”’ 

‘¢ Well!” said Mr. Punch, ‘‘ explain!” 

‘“‘T can’t,” replied the Last of the Barons, sinking 
down in a chair, and pressing his hand to his brow, ‘I 
can’t. There ought to be a Public Prosecutor—there 2s 
a Public Prosecutor—somewhere.” 

‘‘ And yet you regretted that, in this country, there 
should be no Public Prosecutor. How’s that?” asked 
Mr. Punch. 

‘* He is an impalpable official . . . no—I don’t under- 
stand,’? murmured the Last of the Barons. 

‘* Nor does any one else,” returned Mr. Punch. “‘ As 
you have hinted, the Public Prosecutor is a Mrs. Harris. 
Only the £3000 per annum is real enough. Thank you 
Last One, for again calling our attention to the fact. Gla 
to see the Last so well and so vigorous.” : 

‘Why not say Wig-orous?” whispered the Last of 
the Barons, as glancing timidly towards Mr. P., he made 
hastily for the door. 

‘*Good morning,” said Mr. P. gravely, and the Last 
One returned to the Count of Queen’s Bench. 


perforce, had to 
be wearisome to 


. 


‘Not THERE, NOT THERE, MY Cui~D!”—On Friday 
night the intelligence that H.R.H. had preferred hearing 
Nadgy to being present at the opening ceremony of the 
Lyric Club, caused a Nadgytation from which the Com- 
mittee are still suffering. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. (EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY. M_P.) 
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House of Commons, Monday Night, November 12.—House looked 
like old times at Question Hour. Benches full; great expectation ; 
volleys of Questions. Particular inquiries about Wheel and Van 
Tax. GoscHEN judiciously absent. 

‘No, Toy,” he said, nervously brushing his hat the wrong way. 
“Tf you don’t mind, | ‘11 just stop here in my own room till Ques- 
tions are over. I know some one will ask whether it’s true I have 
abandoned the Wheel and Van Tax. I can’t, at present, bring 
myself to speak on the subject. I’m very much attached to the 
measure, as they say parents often are to the least thriving of their 
offspring. I haye cherished it for months against assaults from all 
sides, and I cannot face the thought of abandoning it. Life would 
not be worth living without my Wheel and Van Tax. There’s 
something soothing in the very name.” 
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‘‘Come, come,” I said, not liking to see man of mirth like JokEM 
thus broken down. ‘‘ You’ve done your best; you can’t help 
results. Besides, if you like the sound of name, saa they won’t let 
you have the Wheel and Van Tax, why not try a Weal and’Am 
Tax ? Anything to turn an honest penny!” 

‘‘Topy,” he said, springing up, and shaking me warmly by the 

66 , P 4 Ay ’ 4 be \: 
paw, ‘‘ You’ve saved me. A W eal and ’Am Tax is surely unobjec- 
tionable ; repeated briskly, sounds much like the other ; daresay, in 
time, I’ll be able to transfer my affections, Excuse me, I must go 
and get up a few statistics, and see how it will work out. ‘ Weal 
and ’Am Tax ;’ good!” 

Told Henry JAMES about this. But so full of his own project, 
hadn’t word of sympathy for GoscHEN. 

“Going to have such larks with Wepsrer,” he said; ‘* Dick 
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i i i ’s been AT 
getting a little uppish since he’s Are: 
adi ounsel for Zimes in Probate Court. 
paatine But you stop till Vote comes on for Salary of Law Officers 
of Crown, and - pe pappens ! 
ited accordingly. SYDNE 18 ! 
Peibeenceata ddl eh 8 salary, Henry J ee fot UD 5 
cut ATTORNEY-GENERAL dead. | To great delight ob 
Opposition, argued with irresistible force asa 
ATTroRNEY-GENERAL taking private practice. rove 
to démonstration, that, supposing by chance ATTORN ae 
GENERAL were engaged in great case that demande 
his presence in Probate or other Court from day to 
day, it would be impossible for him to discharge his 
duties to nation. ATTOR- 
NEY-GENERAL could hardly 
believe his eyes and ears. 
Wasn’t this the learned 
gentleman who held a brief 
with him in a great case, 
who sat with him in Court 
in the morning, and indicted 
him at night in the House 
of Commons ? 

As for JosePH GILLIS, his 
delight threatened to deepen 
into uproar. His shrill 
‘‘ Hear! hear!’? resounded 
through crowdedandamused 
House. His eyes gleamed 
with delight as they watched 
the ATTORNEY - GENERAL. 
Smile on his face extended ; 
beyond all precedent. : 

‘Must be down early to the Court in the morning,” he said, ‘‘ and 
see what Wessrer says to JAMES when they take their seats 
together.” Business done.—Supply. 


Tuesday. GRANDOLPH and JENNINGS on the job. Sag@E of Queen 
Anne’s Gate, and others, speaking disrespectfully of Lorp CHan- 
CELLOR. House seems to have heard something before of HALSBURY’S 
great merits as family man; but, never in such disrespectful detail. 
Appears, according to witnesses testifying upon their Parlianrentary 
Oath, that Lorp CHANCELLOR sort of farms out offices of State, first 
poeenk for those of his own family, and next for his family’s 
triends. 

‘*There never was such a jobber,” says the SacE, amid cheers and 
laughter. Filled up a certain office of Official Referee declared by 

Se Secretary to Treasury and 
CHANCELLOR of the Ex- 
CHEQUER to be unnecessary. 

‘Filled it up,” cried 
GRANDOLPH, ‘‘ in the teeth 
, of the opinion of the Trea- 
J sury.” 

** Quite a dental opera- 
tion, you see,’ said Dorr, 
giving his moustache that 
final twirl which Gran- 
poLPH affects to despise, 
but secretly envies. No 
one to say a good word for 
the Lord High Jobber, his 
far-reaching family, or his 
family’s friends. 

At very moment, as it 
happened, Lord High Job- 
ber on his feet in Lords, 
perched on highest pede- 
stal of loftiest morality, 
protesting against the 
Oaths Bill. Standing aside 
from the Woolsack, his 
svelt’ figure draped in 
graceful folds of flowing 
gown, his intellectual face 
shadowed underframework 
ne of eRe Wigs he spans 
dak # : oe f very well for Markiss to stan 
Geer Bishop of Carist actually to support Bill; for Spencer, 

, *RBY, to declare in its favour. The purer nature, 


the more spotless integrity, of Lord Wi 
pazt nor lot with the Beant hep Vobben Weula Pata Mpliher 


A beautiful sight! A touching spectacle! 
this very moment, separated only by the length of the corrid d 
breadth of the lobby, rude persons were prating about the a =e 
jobbery, and denouncing his dealings with unprotected paths Pane 


i 
a 
vote 


In the Heat of Argument. 
more In sorrow than in anger, 


and all the while, at 


Go NOTICE.—Rejected Communicatio 
im no case be returned, not 
there will be no exception, 
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TORNEY-GENERAL and |‘ Such is Life!” as OLp Morariry pryteunae remarked when he 
Rather inclined to| heard the story. Business done.—Supply voted. 


along for 
Buxton, having moved to reduce | signals on railway ; 


Oaths Bill passing the Lor 


sak id Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, 
ven when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed huvelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 
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Decks cleared for action to-night. Been plodding 
ten days in Supply. Occasional explosions, like fog- 
i but nothing serious. Now trumpet sounds ; 
forces marshal in battle array. Otp Moraxiry sounde 
trumpet, though not his own. Too modest for that. 
Anxious chiefly to get business through. Always ready to 
efface himself with that object. 

‘Tell you what, Tosy,” G. O. M, said to me the other 
day, ‘‘some of you fellows laugh at Smrrn, but he gets 
through his work uncommonly well ; makes no fuss ; always 
courteous; a thorough man of business; hasn’t an enemy 
in the House unless it be 
GRANDOLPH; on the whole, 
in position of peculiar diffi- 
culty, does better than any- 
one else they could put 
there.” 

G. O. M. right as usual. 
House getting to like Orp 
Morauiry, something in the 
way it used to be attached 
to StarrorD NorrHcore. 
Laughs at him now and 
y By | i! then, but always good- 
Ro STH humouredly. Really anx- 
; ious to make things as 
smooth for him as possible. 
But line must be drawn 
somewhere. When to-night 
a — he announces introduction 
ds. of new Land Purchase Act, 
shout of defiance goes up from Opposition ranks. Grand Old Man 
steps into front, waves the Grand Old Flag; next week there’ll be a 
Grand Old Row. 

Meanwhile Home Srcrerary having a bad time. Peppered on 
all sides; adversaries in front of him, enemies to right of him. 
JOHNSTON at back of him. Marruervws in heat of argument momen- 
tarily turns back on SPEAKER, addressing Member below the Gang- 
way. JOHNSTON discovers in this indication of design to undermine 
position of QUEEN as Head of Church. Hotly protests; MarrHEws 
humbly apologises. Business done.—Supply. 


Thursday. 


\ ffs 


‘ > f A cali \ 
‘ bert | Yen = i 
AAD iw j 
NY eA ty ly 


Friday.—Met PsHaw-LeErevreE in Library just now with hat tilted 
further than ever from lofty brow. Oddly enough, that’s his way of 
indicating deeper depression. 

7 ““ What’s the matter?” I asked. 
still refuse to put you on a plank bed ?” 
_’* No,’’ he said, wearily, ‘‘ I’m used to that exer- 
cise of tyranny. It’s the Sacer of Queen Anne’s 
Gate that weighs me down. You know all about 
my scheme for adding Mortuary Chapel to West- 
minster Abbey ? Splendid idea; quite prac- 
ticable; illustrated with maps. ‘Talking 
about it to Sac, told him how there were 
two houses close by Abbey, to be bought on 
easy terms, furnishing site for chapel. Sacr 
deeply interested. Much flattered by his 
, attention; enlarged upon theme; said he 
thought it capital. Week after surprised to 
hear one of the houses been sold. ‘ Who 
bought it?’ I asked. agent. ‘Mr. Lasov- 
CHERE,’ said he. Looked up Sacer. Ex- 
pected to discover him deeply abased ; found 
him rather radiant than otherwise. ‘ Capital 
investment for me,’ says he. ‘If site is 
compulsorily taken, you must 
pay me at least fifteen per cent. 
on my outlay. Meantime I shall 
live there. Nice situation; 
improving neighbournood ; close 
: to House of Commons.’ ‘ But 
you don’t mean to spend any 
money on it?’ I mel *Cer- 
=~ tainly,’ said he, lighting another 
cigarette. ‘Shall spend a good 
deal of money on it. Make the 
place quite comfortable ; when you buy it, you must pay fifteen per 
cent. on all improvements.’ There’s a man for you!” says PsHaw- 
LEFEVRE, groaning his way out of Library. . At work all night in 
Supply. Only three Votes passed. After Midnight Hatpanns, by 
great stroke of luck gets a private Bill through Committee. Rare 
distinction in these times, which justifies air of triumph with which 

HALDANE walks homeward across lobby. Business done.—Supply. 


‘* BALFOUR 


Haldane, vincit.! 


or Pictures of any description, will 
To this rule 
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HEIGHO 
(Ode on an Empty Pipe. 


PLEASANT pipe, companionable clay ! 
Empty—like thy luckless master’s pocket, 
Fireless as Care’s candle 
burned away, 

Long ere daybreak, to 
the very socket! 
When a cove is penni- 

less and dry, 
Having whiffed the 
last of his small 
whack, he 
Can donought but pouch 
his pipe, and cry, 
Hegho’ Baccy ! 


Heigho ’Baccy! 
understand 
How the ‘‘lag” in 
lonely cell longs for 


ee ; 

How the _ storm -tost 
sailor, far from 
land, 

Yearns in night’s long 
watch to ‘‘ blow” or 
**chor”’ thee. 

Comfortable weed! Out on the churls, 

Scientific prigs, and sawbones quacky, 

Who find mischief in thy fragrant whirls, 
Heigho’ Baccy ! 
When the tinless toiler draws his belt 
With a trembling hand a trifle tighter 
To compress that vacuum each has felt 
Who with poverty has been a fighter, 
If his lips may but caress his clay, 
Though cash will not run to glass or snack, he, 
With recovered pluck can peg away. 
Heigho’ Baccy ! 
When cold Care confronts one in life’s road, 
When bereavement chills the lonely ingle, 
When sharp disappointment wields its goad, 
When a chap is seedy, stumped, sad, single, 
Then, however sage ones chide or croak, 
Spite of doctor harsh, fanatic cracky, 
There zs comfort in a quiet smoke ! 
Heigho’ Baccy ! 


*BACCY ! 
By « Hard-up Smoker.) 
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


CRICKETING VENTURE.—By all means carry out your 


ne of bringing over an Eleven of Caggerwee Cannibal: 


slanders to play a series of Matches with the leading 
County Clubs next season. Your idea of accustoming 
them to the game by letting them do their bowling, in the 
first instance, with a human head, and their batting with 
an adult thigh-bone, is excellent. Be careful, when you 
et them on to the field, that they do not eat the Wicket- 

ee gloves, and Longstops’ pads, or want to roast the 
Umpire, as they invariably do in their own national game 
of Balagoo, after the first innings. You could convey 
them safely to the Oval in any Police omnibus. Spec- 
tators, of course, would have to look out for themselves. 

Dress CrrctE.—It would have been better had you 
not, on being removed from the theatre, offered to fight 
the three Box-keepers with your left hand, and knocked 
the Acting Manager’s hat over his eyes. Still your 
assailant had no right to obstruct your view of the stage 
by sitting on his great-coat, and then throw you over 
into the pit when you complained. Try a cross-summons. 

CueEss.— You cannot move your Queen like a Knight, 
unless you get a safe opportunity, when your opponent 
is not looking. If you are getting the worst of a game 
when playing for a shilling, certainly knock the board 
over. This is frequently done in International contests 
and counts as a draw. : i pe 

Sportine.—You will be certainly right in entering your 
Four-wheeler cab-horse for the next Derby. Never mind 
the condition of his knees, but stick to your determina- 
tion to ride the horse yourself, and_you may yet pull off 
the race with him. ‘There is a slight entrance fee; but 
you ean get any further particulars from any one of the 
Stewards of the Jockey Club. 


Vo!, XCY, 
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EriQquetrE.—It is not exactly a breach of good manners at a fashionable dinner 
party to ask five times for soup, but it would be more comme il faut to be con- 
tented with three helpings. A blue satin tie and a buff waistcoat are not 
generally accepted as correct evening dress in the best society, but carried off 
with a little effrontery, they might pass muster. By all means try them at the 
Race Ball to which you refer, for if the worst comes to the worst, you can 
but be kicked out by the Stewards. Certainly, after the circumstances you 
mention, buttonhole the Duke, and if he resent the familiarity, slap him sharply 
on the back, and say, ‘‘I told you so, old fellow!” If this does not quiet 
him, repeat it. 


"ARRY ON COMPETITIVE EXAMINATION. 


DEAR CHARLIE,—I’m down on my luck, fairly chucked, and no error this go. 
I was in for a slap ap new crib, and I thought I should come out top row ; 
And would you believe it, old pal, though I did do a bit of a cram, 


| I was bunnicked slap out of the ’unt all along of a bloomin’ Exam! 


Me, CHARLIE ! and bested at last by a lantern-jaw’d son of a gun, 
ginger-’aired juggins in gig-lamps, who romped in before me like fun. 
Mugged a lot about Parley Voo, histry, and grammar, and Latin, and stuff, 

But no more in the know as a man, than a monkey—the tow-’eaded muff ! 


And this is wot Cramming thas brought us to, CHarLie! Him give me the 
Becos he can spell a bit better, and me sech a scorcher? Wotmuck!  ([chuck, 
Hedgercation ’s a fraud, my dear boy, as they shovel it into us now, 

And I’m glad as some toffs as ’ave twigged it are raisin’ a bit of a row. 


Them there Nineteenth Century nobs knows their book, my dear boy, and no kid. 
Wish they ’d asked me to tip ’em my notions ; I wouldn’t ha’ charged arf a quid, 
I’m that fair on the bile, mate, about it. Competitive System? No doubt! 

They may give it fine names like be blowed, but J call it a blooming Knock-Out. 


It plays into the ’ands of the mugs and the mivvies, the saps and the sneaks, _ 

That ’s wot on dashed ‘‘System”’ does, CHARLIE. A goose may be stuffed in 
six weeks 

Fit to cackle slap through an Exam, but it’s all blessed fiddlededee 

To suppose that competitive cram ever turns out sech sparklers as Me. 


We are on the wrong lay, that’s a moral; the duffers are ’aving the pull. 

Jest look at the Germans, dear boy, how they ’re stealing a march on JoHN Butt. 
Your sandy-topped Sausage in specs is a copping our cribs and our tin, 

Whilst becos we carn’t creak in six languages—bust ‘em !—we ’ve not a look in. 


It’s like this, old pal. Hedgercation is all very well in its way, 

But it isn’t the lingo as does it. A party may ’ave lots of say, 

And yet when it comes to true smartness he simply mayn’t be in the ’unt, 
And it is jest these ’ere pattering prigs as is giving us snide ’uns the shunt. 


Book-learning, dear boy, is like ochre, you don’t want to spread it too fur ; 

If we’d all hedgercation and oof there would soon be a pooty fine stir. 

Teach all the poor kids ’ow to patter hitalian, and play upon flutes, 

And who’d sweep our chimbleys and sewers, or polish our winders and boots ? 


It,’s much too dashed levelling, CHARLIE. The few as has bullion or brains 

Is meant for topsawyers as certain as mountains is higher than plains. 

Yus; Life is a’andicap, CHARLIE; it would be a blessed fine catch, 

If yer trained all the duffers free gratis, and made all the pots start from scratch! 


No privilege, CHARLIE, no patronage? Yah! that’s all radical rot ; 

It’s ’ad a long innings and wot’s the result? Things is going to pot. 

The swells ’as to sweat, and that spiles ’em, the commoners cram and go queer, 
Whilst ’Arry’s cut out by a mug with a head like a dashed pot o’ beer. 


Pooty nice state of things and no error! ‘‘Life’s jest a long scramble,” sez 
HARRISON, 

‘‘Of pot-hunting.” Yus, and he’s right, and ’as’it on a O. K. comparison. 

Blarmed noosance, yer know, if a feller can’t nobble a crib and a screw 

Without being crammed with more kibosh than Crive or Lord WELLINGTON knew. 


WALTER WREN takes the tother side. Jest.so! He lives up that street, dontcher 

He’s the crammiest crammer of all; wish he’d taken a turn, mate, at me; [see, | 
He’d ha’ shoved me through somehow, you bet; he’s a long-headed, ’ard ’itting 
But a gent as is really a gent doesn’t want to be kep on the shove. [cove, 


Sez Wren, ‘‘ Would you bring old jobbery ?”? Watrer, dear boy, that may do 
For a slasher in QUILTER’S new monthly, the flaming ‘‘ Flamingo Review.” 
Nepo—wot’s it ?—soundsnobby, nodoubt, butremember that there Board o’ Works! 
Human Nature is still Human Nature, and all on us cottons to perks. 


We wants it made easy for right ’uns, and nice for the nobs—and wot ’arm ? 
There ain’t enough nests to go round, let the few keep ’em Orr and warm. 
That may not holhirhpolita morals, or wirtue on stilts, but Ill trouble you 
To say if it isn’t the way of the world, my dear W. W.? 


To be worried ’arf out of our senses—us dashers—by dollops of cram ; 

And then spiked like a juggins at last by an eye-bunger called an Exam ; 

Great Scott, it’s a jiggered fine joke. I’m with Freeman; Exams are 
And if we don’t bosh up that bizness Old England will go to the devil. [adi evil, 
Appointment by patronage! Ah! that’s yer sort, mate, I freeze onto that. 
Wot patron of sense would pluck me ’cos I ’adn’t got grammar quite pat ? 

I’m fly, know each game on the board ; yet becos facts and dates I carn’t carry, 
That tow-’eaded mug cops the crib, and 1’m chucked ! 

Yours disgustedly, 


= . 


7ARRY, 


ee ee Ce eT 
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CRITICAL MOMENT. 


HIrcH IN THE MACHINERY OF THE GOSCHEN PATENT ‘“‘WEEL AND WAN” Toy. LEADER OF HousE APPEALS TO HERCULES 
FOR ASSISTANCE TO MAKE THE FIGURE WORK. 


“SO ENGLISH.” 


WHEN that scare took place in Whitechapel last week, the s 
hee BOE upposed 
ae was pursued by Policemen and five Detectives. ie raga 
a, them; Here they come, all at once, jumped up from dinner 
perkaps ; down with the knives and forks, and on with their hats. and 
off they rush all together, these five Detectives. How mysterious ! 


How subtle! And the fugitive escaped i iff 
; Hc wU, aft i 
culty!! What nonsense about an ae ety aesuee: to votre 


tionasa‘‘spy system.” Doesn’t the Englishman enjoy the Detective 
in an exciting novel, and applaud Hawkshaw in the disguise of a 
navvy in the Zvcket of Leave Man? Why, of course. The Execu- 
tive and the Detective Departments should be as distinct as the left 
hand from the right, ready to assist each other, and under the direc- 
tion of one responsible Head. As Chief of the Detective Department, 
we should select Mr. Winxik CoLiins, assisted by Miss Brappon 
and L. B. Farseon. This would be the nucleus of an intelligent 
staff, to begin with. 
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““THE OTHER 


WAY ABOUT.” 


Trate Passenger (as Train is moving off). ‘‘ WHY THE —— DIDN’T YoU PUT MY LUGGAGE IN AS I TOLD You—yYou oLD——” 


Porter, ‘‘E—n, MAN! YER BAGGAGE ES NA SIC A FULE AS YERSEL, 


YE’RE I’ THE WRANG TRAIN!” 


HOW TO WRITE A CHRISTMAS STORY. 
(By One who has Done It.) 


THE room was full of shadows! Visions of his past life rose 
before him! He saw his boyhood, which, as he glanced at the MS. 
on his desk, gave such an excellent scope for illustration. Could he 
not picture to himself the arrival of the old-fashioned mail-coach in 
the iedinds ; and had not this been actually done by one of the 
artistic staff attached to the periodical for which he was working ? 
Was not the proof actually before him? Did he not see the cheery 
coachman, and the red-coated guard? And beside this picture was 
there not lying a weird representation of some dark arches? 

‘* What does it mean?’’? he murmured for the third time as he 
placed the drawing well under the lamp that was standing on his 
writing-table—‘‘ what does it mean ?”’ 

He was a desperate man, and he felt that something must be done 
with it. It could not be wasted! No, it could not be wasted! It 
had come to him from across the sea—from an artist who had sought 
relief from pressing  sapkerres 2 embarrassment in the soft air of 
Spain. But it had to be introduced—it had to be written in. 

** Ah!” he exclaimed at length, ‘‘I haveit. This is a drawing 
of the Adelphi Arches. Mary must dream that therein she meets 
the slimy villain of my simple tale, Dr. Uttercadson, he of the 
too portly presence and the flowing moustache. The Adelphi Arches 
will be just the spot to meet him face to face and denounce him.” 
And the plodding author continued his weary toil, sending away slip 
after slip of paper upwards, And now and again would he glance 
at a Ee of engravings and smile sadly as one by one he knocked 
them off. 

“*Come!”’ he said, speaking to himself—it was a favourite habit, 
‘‘T am doing famously. I have worked in ‘the Wreck off Boulogne 
Harbour,’ and ‘the Grand Stand at Sandown.’ For a moment a 
duel to the death between two gentlemen in the costume of 
CHARLES THE Seconpd perplexed me—I confess it—perplexed me! 
But I have minted the difficulty by bringing it in under the 
title of ‘the verdict is hotly discussed after the Bal Masqué,’ and 
writing up to it! But I must not pause! What have we here? 


Child playing with a White Vulture and the Emperor of GERMANY 
opening in state the Reichstag. Well, I must introduce both subjects 
into my weird tale—and what is this?—two men descending in a 
balloon at midnight in a forest? Hem! What shall I do? Ah, I 
have it! I can write up to that block, so that it may bear the appro- 
priate label, ‘The Lunacy Commissioners visit the grounds of 
Colney Hatch by Moonlight unexpectedly.’ Still, I must confess 
that the subjects of the pictures handed out to me, although varied, 
are certainly confusing. I wish my task were done!” 

And again he returned to his pen, ink, and paper. The room grew 
darker and darker, and nought was heard save the constant seston 
of the pen and the occasional footsteps of the lad who carried away 
the sheets of paper. It grew darker and darker, and gloomier and 
gloomier. Suddenly there was the sound of a deep grave voice. 

‘* Pause! Write no more!” 

The Author looked up angrily, and then nearly swooned with 
terror ; his hair stood on end, and his white lips trembled. There 
was a figure in white standing before him! A figure, a gruesome 
figure, with bare arms and dishevelled locks. 

But the Author was a man of business, and, although every nerve 
in his body was quivering with emotion, he confronted the spectre, 
and oe ath out, ‘‘* Write no more’! Why not?” 

Then came the answer. It sounded like the knell of doom! The 
Author knew it was all over, and that his occupation was gone—if 
not for ever, for a long, long year! 

‘¢ Why must you write no more?” said the spectral figure, expla- 
natorily ; ‘‘ because we are full up; and because the rest of the space 
in the number will be required for advertisements ! ” 

And trying to read over what he had already written, the Author 
fell into a deep, deep slumber ! 


Tuy ’RE beginning to ‘‘ manage these things better in France.” 
Edict of Prefect of Police banishing sandwichmen and advertising 
vans from principal Boulevards, has just been issued. Fancy eos- 
tumes for sandwichmen prohibited! We should like to see Mural 
Decorative Art taxed heavily, and to put up murderous picture- 
posters made an indictable offence. 
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THis 18 AN ENGLISH DETECTIVE. YOU MAY KNOW HIM ANYWHERE 
BY HIS REGULATION Boots. 


THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


November 8.—My endeavours to discover who tore the sheets out 
of my Diary still fruitless. Lupin has Dartsy Muttar on the brain, 
so we see little of him, except that he 
invariably turns up at meal times. 
CumMMINGS dropped in. 

November 9.—Luprn seems to like his 
new berth—that’sa comfort. Daisy Mur- 
LAR the sole topic of conversation during 
|] tea. CARRIE almost as full of it as Lupin. 
Lupin informs me, to my disgust, that he 
has been persuaded to take part in the 
forthcoming performance of the ‘‘ Hollo- 

ans. 


Nobody Nose. 


I was not in the least degree interested in th ; 
disapproved of amateur ee PC BADE ge Bae ot 


ovember Peet home to find the house in a most 
ARRIE 
standing outside her bed-room, while SAran was excited and cr ing. 


» perhaps you will all 
f ascertained that’ the cause of the row ey mee eee rene 
: > cause of the ro 
accused Mrs. Brrretr of tearing the pages ‘Sabor ny Dis aoa 
ome ‘ | Ings which she had 
house last week. Mrs, Brrretr had slapped yerey pen 
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he had taken nothing out of the place, as there was “never no 
lonviaea to take.” I prdexbd Saran back to her work, and requested 
Mrs. BrrRELL to go home. When I entered the parlour LuPIN was 
kicking his legs in the air, and roaring with laughter. 
November 11 (Sunday).—Coming home from church CARRIE and 
I met Lupry, Datsy Murzar, and her brother. Daisy was intro- 
duced to us, and we walked home together, Carrie walking on with 
Miss Murtar. We asked them in for a few minutes, and I had a 
ood look at my future daughter-in-law. My heart quite sank, 
he is a big young woman, and I should think at least eight years 
older than Lupin. I did not even think her good-looking. CARRIE 
asked her if she could come in on Wednesday next with her brother to 
meet a few friends. She replied that she would only be too pleased. 
November 12.—Carrik sent out invitations to Gowine, the 
Cummines’, to Mr. and Mrs. James (of Sutton), and Mr. STILLBROOK, 
I wrote a note to Mr. Francurna, of Peckham. CaRRix said we 
may as well make it a nice affair, and why not ask our principal, 
Mr. Perxuprp. I said, I feared we were not quite grand enough for 
him. Carrie said there was ‘‘no offence in asking him.” I said, 
‘‘Certainly not,” and I wrote him a letter. Carrie confessed she 
was a little disappointed with Daisy Murtar’s appearance, but 
thought she seemed a nice girl. ; 
November 13.—Everybody so far has accepted for our quite grand 
little party for to-morrow. Mr. Perxurp, in a nice letter, which I 
shall keep, wrote that he was dining in Kensington, but if he could 
get away, he would come up to Holloway for an hour. CARRIE was 
busy all day, making little cakes and open jam puffs and jellies. 
She said she felt quite nervous about her responsibilities to-morrow 
evening. We decided to have some light things on the table, such 
as sandwiches, cold chicken and ham, and some sweets, and on the 
sideboard a nice piece of cold beef, for the more hungry ones to peg 
into if they liked. Gowrne called to know if he was to put on 
‘* swallow-tails” to-morrow. Carrie said he had better dress, 
especially as Mr. FRANCHING was coming, and there was a possibility 
of Mr. Perxur? also putting inan appearance. Gowine said, ‘‘ Oh, 
I only wanted to know ; for I have not worn my dress-coat for some 
time, and I must send it to have the creases pressed out.’ After 
Gowrne left Lupin came in, and in his anxiety to please Daisy 
MutTLaR, carped at and criticised the arrangements, and, in fact, 
disapproved of everything, including our having asked our old friend, 
Cummings, who, he said, would look in evening-dress like a green- 
erocer engaged to wait, and who must not be surprised if Darsy took 
him for one. I fairly lost’my temper, and I said, ‘‘ Lupin, allow me 
to tell you Miss Dartsy MuT3ar is not the Queen of England. I gave 
you credit for more wisdom than to allow yourself to be inveigled 
into an engagement with a woman considerably older than yourself. 
I advise you to think of earning your living before entangling your- 
self with a wife whom you wile ave to support, and, in all proba- 
bility, her brother also, who appeared to be nothing buta loafer.” 
Instead of receiving this advice in a sensible manner, Luprin jumped 
up and said, ‘‘ If you insult the lady Iam engaged to, you insult 
me. I will leave the house and never darken your doors again.’ 
He went out of the house, slamming the hall-door. But it was all 
oe eg came back to supper, and we played Bézeque till nearly 
2 o'clock, 


THE TREASURY MRS. HARRIS AGAIN, 


Is there, or is there not, a Public Prosecutor? Last week we 
recorded how the Last of the Barons regretted the non-existence of 
such an official in this country, and Mr. Punch brought forward the 
evidence of Whitaker and the Salary List to establish the fact of 
the P. P.’s existence. This week, in the Central Criminal, we find 
Mr. PURCELL saying, that the case in which he was enga ed was one 
that the Public Prosecutor ought to have taken up. hereupon 
Mr. PoLanpd requested Mr. Purcett (what a lot of P.’s in this!) ‘‘ not 
to attack an absent oflicial;”’? and Mr. Justice Hawkins observed 
(this was Justice to Potanp) that in his opinion ‘‘ the Public Pro- 
secutor was quite right.” d 

Now, what have we got? Furst, that beyond possibility of doubt, 
the Public Prosecutor exists. Secondly, that he is ‘‘an absent 
official.” Thirdly, that he was, at the time of speaking, ‘‘ quite 
right.” The last piece of evidence is important, and the Last of 
the Barons will now only have to regret that this official was 
“absent,” but will rejoice that on occasion he should be ‘“‘ quite 
right.” He is probably never absent on or about quarter-day, as 
Whitaker gives the salary of Solicitor and Public Prosecutor, 1.€., 
two single gentlemen rolled into one, in the person of Sir AvausTuUS 
K. StepHenson, K.C.B., at £3000 per annum—and yery kind of 
Whitaker to give it. Only—what’s done with it? 


En@LisH CooKERY.—We’re always hoisting the British flag, and 
we’ve done it again lately on Cook’s Islands in the South Pacific. 
Great rejoicings at Coox’s Tourist’s Offices all over the world. 
Islands py added to the list of the Cookeries on which the sun 
never sets. 
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THE ‘‘ RIGHT TO KNOW.” 
Iv is an axiom with the Press—no argument it needs to show— 
That, ‘‘ Other people’s busi-ness the Public has a right to know.” 
Each blemish in a Hero’s life—of yesterday or long ago— 
His real relations with his wife, the Public has a right to know. 


New works which all the world surprise are ‘‘ stolen straight from 
So-and-so,” } : 

That ‘‘ all who please it plagiarise,” the Public has a right to know. 

Celebrities are interviewed, and all that, under torture slow, 

From their reluctant lips is screwed, the Public has a right to know. 

On deeds of ghastliness or gore a lurid light the Press must throw ; 

Details (as has been said before) the Public has a right to know. 


To publish ‘‘ clues” may serve to prime the criminal that’s lying low ; 
But—eyery step in tracking crime the Public has a right to know. 


State secrets to disseminate may harm a friend and help a foe ; 
The Cabinet may feel irate—the Public has a right to know. 


When scandals come before the Court that force a hardened cheek to 
giow, 
The whole unsavoury report the Public has a right to know. 4 


And still the journalistic dredge seeks new impurities below, 
Of which (ah, precious privilege!) the Public has the right to know. 


Yet Punch at times is fain to doubt if it were folly to forego, 
Or hard to learn to do without, some news we have the right to know ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


* Mr. F. C. Puirips has scored again with his Lrttle Mrs. Murray, 
though he has not obtained the full marks entitling him to a special 
prize. The reader 
whotakes up Little 

it | Mrs. Murray will 
wag) ss be loth to part 
i \) with her, ashe will 


_ | be poe Ca a 
Oye to learn what on 
i il earth this erratic 
emg Person is going to 
“\V {4° do next. <As a 
Sey \\ matter of fact, she 
aw } goes to a variety of 
™ laces, but does no- 
thing—absolutely 
nothing, and nothing is done to her. She’s not bad, she’s not good— 
she’s ordinary ; and | suppose in this fact lies the real interest. Itis, 
as it were, another version of Nobody’s Diary, only that in this case 
the Nobody is a young widow who, wishing without visible means of 
subsistence, to make herself independent, takes to the stage, then to 
lady-companionship, then to Millinery, then to some sort of East- 
End Anglican Sisterhood, and then to the Matronship of a Private 
Lunatic Asylum; and, last scene of all, to marriage. There is no 
lot as there was (and a strong one, too) in Asin a Looking Glass. 
he sketches seem to be from real life, and I should like to know the 
originals of the Manager of the Jollity Theatre, and of the Reverend 
Simon Heady, Superior of Saint Cunegonda’s Sisterhood. The little 
woman is an excellent companion for an hour or so,—sprightly, 
interesting, and amusing. 

I am choosing some Christmas Books and Cards, as, what the 
lawyers call, ‘‘ these presents,’ and am puzzled between the charm- 
ing ‘‘ Photographic Opals,” the original and tasteful designs of 
Messrs. HItDESHEIMER and FAULKNER, and the artistic reproduc- 
tions of well-known pictures, and the delightful booklets of that 

ublisher who rejoices in the truly Italian artistic Christian name of 

APHAEL, coupled with the truly English surname of Tuck. Tuck 
in again at Christmas-time. 

To help me in running through these Christmas Books I’m com- 

elled to engage a ‘‘Co.”’—the Christmas reading firm is BARon 
De Boox- Worms & Co.—and as far as ‘‘ Co.”’ has gone I am informed 
that Miss RosA MuLHoLianD has written Granetta, a girl’s story for 
a girl—quite an pe story. That Mr. Henry, who has written 
plenty, is up to his best form in Captain Bayley’s Heir— 
(young BAYLEY,*we’re not interested in the old ’un)—which is all 
about California, and published by Buackre,- Then ‘‘ Co.” says 
that RovurtepGr’s Pied Piper, illustrated by KaTE GREENAWAY, 
is exceptionally pretty. ‘Now welcome Karr!’ —which is not 
quoted from Taming of the Shrew. Mr. Hoae, the publisher, 
makes a hit with a collection of old fairy tales called Children’s 
Evergreens. Nice dish at Christmas, ask for Hogg and Evergreens. 
Books marked WARNE are brand new, yet are ‘‘ Ses out!”? My 
“Co,” recommends WARNE’S Rosebud Annual for the little ones. 

Here’s one by Cuartes F’, RipkAt, illustrated by Harry ParKss. 


well together, except in one instance, where they quarrelled over 
** Mrs. Mashemall,” whom the author has described as ‘‘a smart 
spicy little body (blonde hair),” and the artist has depicted asa 

ecidedly,big body with very dark hair. Our Farm, told by Pat- 
TENDEN, and drawn by WAIN, rather:funny, but not the work of a 
Warn of original humour. ‘Good ge pn anyhow. Flora’s 
Feast, published by*CasseLtt & Co., Limited, is a quaint Burne- 
Jonesian kind of book by WALTER CRANE, It comes out with the 
Christmas Books, and is about as Christmassy as the Sunflowerest 
eesthete could possibly desire. If I could select one picture above 
another, which would take the public, it would be the poppy-heads 
which are likely to be poppylar. ‘‘Co.’’ is exhausted. 

I’ve just seen the Christmas number of the Penny Illustrated, 
price fourpence, which means that this is equal to four ordinary 
numbers. The cover is the pink of perfection. The central picture 
in colours, of a child in bed, asking a kitten to come cea ke the 
mistletoe, might have been termed Scratch Company. The child, 
whose teeth are not as white as could be wished, ought to have 
been in a ‘‘ Cat’s-cradle.”? The chief story, ‘‘ Diamonds’ led,” by 
J. Larry, Junior, shows that he was quite right to lead diamonds as 
Mr. W. Mackay has followed suit with a melodrama on a similar 
plot in verse. Diamonds Led, is a three-volume novel essenced into 
tive pages; and there is also a very funny notion for a new kind of 
advertisement in the story about The Australian Parrot. Several 
other good things in it; but that it is among the first to appear and 
comes out early, its motto might be, ‘* Better Latey than never.”’ 

** Co.” comes up again smiling. For a first-class piece of harmless 
nonsense commend me to A Publisher's Playground, a small (not 
too small) volume of poems produced by Kuean, Pavut, Frencu 
& Co., and presumably written by one of the Firm. If my pre- 
sumption is correct, the Author’s partners must be persons blessed 
with a sense of humour, which makes them ready at all times 
to sacrifice business considerations for the sake of a practical joke. 

Mr. AnpREW Lane contributes to the Christmas store specimens 
of the ‘‘ Grass of Parnassus.’ Being a collection of poems already 
published, it is not intended to be grass fresh cut, but for the matter 
of that, the bundle has all the sweetness of New Mown Hay, orifa 
scent is on my lips and under my very nose let me name, appro- 
priately, ‘‘ Y Lang Y Lang.” 

The old songs published by CastELL BrorHers are to be found 
in the daintiest little books. Each miniature yolume can be had 
‘* for a mere song.”’ 

Marcus Warp & Co.’s Little Boy Blue, and other old nursery 
rhymes, will be to the taste of the children young and old. Oranges 
and Lemons, and Wee Willie Winkle, are charmingly illustrated. 
Exit ** Co.” 

By the Sea is a short collection of Poems, commencing with 
LonGFELLow’s The Secret of the Sea, the title of which would be a 
capital advertisement for an anti-mal-de- ‘ 
mer remedy. Illustrations not startling. wh 

we 


But Marcus Warp & Co. can afford to Sx f ‘ey 
have a few not. quite up to the mark when * haa’ sing ah 


giving us such a dainty work as Young 
Maids and Old China, though old maids 
and old china go better together, as, from 
my experience, young maids play the very ' 
doose with the old china in attempting to \\\ P/K 
wash up. ‘* Yes, your wash-up, it blewout © 4 
of my hand, and broke all to nothing.” vil cee 
That’s how it happens with young maids, . 2d 1, \ Nae iN 
says the Baron. ome LY 


S26 


DSRS 
’ve just seen Marcus Warp’s Christmas “><a 3 SSS 
Cheque Book. It’s capital! I only wish 
it were just that capital that would dismiss satisfactorily all my 
other Christmas Books. Those of the Butcher, the Baker, and the 
Candlestick Maker, &c. No matter. We may be happy yet. Christ- 
mas comes but once a year. If it came twice I should be broke 
entirely, says your own Reviewer, Tur Baron DE Boox-WoRMs. 


With a Mayer Maying. 
You ought to go and see ‘* My Pretty JANE”’ is there. 
Le Monde ou lon 8’ ennwie, November, you ’ll declare, 
Played at the Royaltee Is banished by this fair 
Some night or Matinée, And most refreshing May. 


SANDER v. THE DucHESS OF MONTORCHID (new style).—What “Mr. 
Manton” said of the cross-examining Counsel, ‘‘He did ask such 
orchid questions.”” And when Her Grace heard herself so ungrace- 
fully alluded to as ‘‘ the old girl”? in her Head Gardener’s letter, 
Mr. Manton is reported to have exclaimed, ‘‘Head Gardener, 
indeed! I’d like to give him some top-dressing ! ”’ e 


METEOROLOGICAL REPORT FROM THE SpEcrAL Commission Court 


Nothing very startling: and author and artist seem to have got on| BY Mr. E, Harrineron.—‘* Wednesday, November 21. Fine.” 
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THE NEW SOCIETY CRAZE. 


The New Governess (through her pretty nose), ‘‘ WAALL—I COME RIGHT SLICK AWAY FROM Ne’YorkK City, AN’ I AIN’T HAD MUCH 


TIME FOR FOOLIN’ AROUND IN EUROPE—YOU BET ! 


DO ADMIRABLY!” 


CRAMMING VERSUS “CLEMMING”! 
A Plain Word in Season to the New School Board. 


Goop Gentlemen,—wise men, or wiseacres, pundits, philanthropists, 
Zealots of all of the Churches, fanatics of all of the Sc ools,— [tfools, 
Mr, Punch has a word for the ears of each one of your muster, a word 
Men may strive to ignore or hush down, but which sounds, and will 
have to be heard! [work ; 
Mr, Punch is at one with your general aim, feels a pride in your 
For instructing our People’s a duty which none but a noodle Mier 
SnIrk, sin, 
And the young human creature untaught is a shame anda promise of 
And the race of our strenuous day it is not the incult who will win. 
Teach, teach !—tis the task of the Age, the imperative call of the 
Which whoso ignores is a vassal to folly, a pander to crime. _ (time, 
Manly wisdom cries fie on the bigots, the bigots of dogma or doubt, 
Who babble and fight at the portal whilst ignorance lingers without, 
Kept back from the threshold thrice blest of the Temple where none 
should dispute, [brute. 
a Ape le of Knowledge humane, which upraises the man from the 
. € Creeds and the No-creeds contend, and negation and nescience cry 
a m4 angry a chorus of hate as the dogmatists’ furious fry, 
r the credulous bigots of Ephesus. Silence the wranglers all round, 


The Pea. who fume at the penny, the zealots who squander the 


And look to it likewise in time 


That the hungry, ubi ruin, oh ye busy Bigwigs of the Board, 


so Jobber, whose eye is on everyone’s 

Dip not grasping fingers too deep j ae 
: pals ep in the purse that ye hold but in 
T See Laidly Worm of Corruption trails lately ‘ae London’s foul 
In a manner the idlest must mark, JI tame 

lust mark. It were well to take gi 

By the f: ber Risen ty warning in 
y ae ate of another big Board which has sunk in the Laidly One’s 


So I cAN’T FIX UP YOUR GALS IN THE EU-ROPEAN LANGUAGES, NO-HOW 
Belgravian Mamma (who knows there’s a Duke or two still left in the Matrimonial Market). ‘‘ OH, THAT ’S OF NO CONSEQUENCE. 
MY DAUGHTERS TO ACQUIRE THE AMERICAN ACCENT IN ALL ITS PURITY—AND THE IDIOMS, AND ALL THAT, 


1? 


I WANT 
Now I’M suRE YOU WILL 


But grant you all safe in your seats, hushed all partisan splutter and 
spleen, ‘ [clean : 
With your sapient heads pretty cool, and your strenuous hands fairl 
Whatthen? There’sa question confronts you that will not be shelve 
or set by, [honestly try. 
Which will tax your good will and best skill, e’en supposing you 


A pedagogue,—not of your sort, he preceded all Boards by some 
years,— 
Said ‘‘ Nature’sarum’un!” Perhaps you’re inclined to say ditto 
to Squeers ; 
But Nature will not be evicted, as you, with old Honacs, will find, 
And Nature has given the urchin a bodyas wellasamind! ([sap./ 
You won’t fill the latter, be sure, whilst the former is empty. Verb. 
Stuff a half-starving ‘‘ nipper” with isms and ologies? Poor little 
chap! [by force 
Empty stomachs mean heads non-receptive, and cramming the latter 
Means cruelty! Yes, and humanity bids you to halt on that course, 
With an emphasis none can mistake. No, ¢é simply won’t do, that is 
flat. {not stand that. 
Public conscience is callous sometimes ; but it’s stirred, and it will 
The vision of Brty and Betsy, bedraggled, and shoeless, and worn, 
Without bite or sup in their stomachs, dragged in on a cold winter’s 
morn [precious ‘‘ three R.’s,”’ 
From the streets, and all chance of ‘‘a job,” to grind hours at those 
Rises black on humanity’s sight, and it jars, my dear Bigwigs; it jars. 
If ’tis Cramming v. ‘‘Clemming,” my masters, then Cramming will 
go to the wall, 
But Punch does not put it to-day as a hopeless dilemma at all. 
Only two things have got to be reconciled,—how is a questionfor you,— 
Instruction and common humanity. Teaching by Torture won't do! 


Mrs. Ram, speaking 
that he was born an 
a Frenchman, 


of Maréchal MacManon, informed her Niece 
‘Trishman, but was subsequently neutralised as 
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CRAMMING VERSUS 


Boarp-Scuoot Master. ‘NOW THEN, BOYS, WE MUST 


ADVANCED 
’UNGER FUST?” 


GAIN!” 
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HAVE 


THE CRAVINS OF 


EVE 
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TO 


SOMETHIN’ 


SIR, --MAYN’T WE 


“ PLEASE, 


ScHOLAR. 
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“ADDING INSULT TO INJURY.” 


Irate Old Gentleman in Garden (to Stranger, who suddenly drops from the other side of the boundary hedge). ‘‘ WHAT THE DOOSE D’YOU 


MEAN, Sir, BY COMING HERE IN THAT ABRUPT AND UNCEREMONIOUS MANNER? 


Bosh! STUFF 0’ NONSENSE!” &c., &C. 


LESSONS IN JUSTICE. 


(IN TWO TONGUES.) 


The French Method, reported in a Paris Paper. 
Thirteenth Day. 


THE Prisoner was admitted. He was self-possessed, grand, 
mysterious. He glanced round fhim with an air of disdain, and 
jeeringly bowed to the President 
who regarded him with hatred. 
Then the President put ques- 
tions to him. 

The President. You are a 
thief, a scoundrel, an assassin! 
Ne Ay? You know you committed the 
_ “Df\\\\ atx, crime of which you are accused. 

— y You are a yillain! 


Close of the 


= The Prisoner. And you — 
"|| polite. General assent. 

The President (with indigna- 
tion). I will not have you say 
“so! I tell you that I know you 
* entered the room with the pistol. 


4 I know that you fired at the 
deceased. You know you did! Tell me, did you not kill the 
deceased ? 


The Prisoner, Why should I tell you? Is not your head of wood, 
M’sieu le Président ? [ General laughter. 

The President (with anger). You shall pay dearly for this! You 
have insulted me—you have insulted the son of my mother—and 
insulting her son, you have also insulted my mother! 


[A deep murmur. 
4 The Prisoner (shuddering). Oh, no! I deny it! I am not so 
ase ! 


The President. But I tell you youare! I tell you that there is 
no more wicked man in the world than yourself! You are a pol- 
troon ! [ Murmurs. 


The Prisoner. And you call the father of my innocent child a 
poltroon? It is an outrage! 


‘A MISTAKE,’ ‘VERY SORRY,’ ‘HOUNDS RUNNING!’ 


The President. Your appeal to your innocent babe will avail you 
nothing. Your innocent babe would be better without such a father! 
(General shuddering.) Yes, I mean what I say—you are a craven! 

The Prisoner. This is too much! I am no craven! I love my 
country as a mother loves her son. [ General assent. 

M. le Président. You insult France when you call yourself her 
son! You insult the Republic. [Loud murmurs. 

The Prisoner. It is not for you to judge! I know you, M’sieur 
le Président. Forty years ago you were in the service off the King! 

M. le Président (with a cry). You shall be gagged if you utter 
such calumnies! You are a knave, a vagabond, a cut-throat! And 
now it is for the Jury to decide. Have you anything to say in your 
defence ? 

The Prisoner (to the Jury). I have nothing to say, save that I 
brand this man as atraitor! As for meI ask for liberty in the name 
of my infant—in the name of my child! I confess I am no saint, 
and if I Aave murdered, why in the name of my innocent babe I beg 
of you to stretch out your hands to me and save me from the scaffold. 
I wish to return to the world to watch by the side of a cradle! 

The Jury, who were deeply affected, then retired, and, after two 
hours’ absence, returned a verdict of Guilty. 


The English Method, reported in a London Paper. 
First Day. 

The Prisoner, who was ably represented by Counsel, appeared to 
be deeply sensible of his position. He kept his eyes on the Jury 
during the brief summing up. : 

His Lordship said that he trusted the Jury would give the benefit 
of any doubt they might feel in the Prisoner’s favour. In so serious a 
case they must not convict unless they were convinced of his guilt. 
The facts had been carefully laid before them, and he would not say 
a word to bias them either one way or the other. He entreated them 
to remember that the life of a fellow creature was at stake, and to let 
that recollection make them desirous to record only what was proper 


End of the 


and just. The Jury then retired, and, after five minutes’ absence, 
returned a verdict of Guilty. . 


‘THe Great Unpar.”’—Mr, E, Harrineton’s Fine—at present, 


[ General assent. | November 23. 


“A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE IS A DANGEROUS THING.” 


‘AND WHAT ’S THE LITTLE DARLING’s NAME?” 
‘“*WELL—YOU SEE HE’S 


FOREIGN INTELLIGENCE. 


As Ir 1s.—The Emperor of Germany yesterday distributed certifi- 

cates of honour to the students in the Berlin Theological Seminary, 
appearing in the full uniform of a Pomeranian Grenadier. His Majesty 
Fate the pleasure it would have given him if he had» been 
addressing soldiers instead of mere civilian nincompoops (télpels), 
and rattled his sabre several times in a threatening manner. This 
is considered decidedly ominous in well-informed circles. 
_ From Vienna it is announced that the Russian Government has, 
in the last few days, écheloned half a million of men along the Gali- 
eian frontier. The official St. Petersburg Gazette explains the 
occurrence by saying that, ‘‘ at this convenient season of the year, 
the troops are always moved about for change of air and scenery.” 
This explanation has caused a serious fall in securities on the 
Viennese and Berlin Bourses. 

The latest ‘Frontier Incident”? is reported from Belfort. It 
— that a French peasant proprietor, while pruning a hedge, 

pped into a ditch, which forms the dividing line at that point 
between Germany and France. He was at once shot through the 
body and sealped by a regiment of Uhlans concealed in the neigh- 
bourhood. On the same day a German balloonist made an ascent 
from Strasburg, and came down in his parachute on French territory. 
He has been heavily manacled, and sent to Paris for shipment to 


New Caledonia. Franco-German relations haye become in conse- 
quence somewhat strained. 


As Ir Micut Be.—All the European States having agreed to a 
partial disarmament, every kind of security has gone up at least 100 
cent., and national rejoicings are taking place in all the European 

¢ ami Herr Krupp is reported to be suffering from deep depression. 
tw : trom Meg fr now Pade up her quarrel with France by 
yay rer erence eeping Alsace and giving back Lorraine 
oo = Jermans are fraternising all along the frontier. The 
Rhen” — in ‘amg Paris Music Halls is now “‘Die Wacht am 
fi ~ al epee . Emperor Wittram + has given orders for the 
fis fant of ac Ls e played twice a day ‘* Unter den Linden” by 

ed mperial Guards’ Regiment. 
n accordance with the general spirit of international magnanimity 


on] f into nee, Spec Bs —_ i SUSEEY has consented to remove 
"oaks . eave Constanti : 

by, 2 Conference of the European anno to be dealt with 

ere being no further use for most of the soldiers now enrolled in 
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Ser | SWEETS TO THE SWEET. 


our EreutH CHILD—SO WE'VE HAD HIM CHRISTENED ‘OcToPUS 


[DECEMBER 1, 1888. 


| Dear MastER PUNCH, 
ae Answering to the note of the Oot 
bird, I planked down my ten toes in 
the Stalls. and was placed in the 
Strand Theatre last week as ever 
was. I found them all there, and 
was knocked by most of them. You 
bet they hit pre es, Sports- 
men who expected to have some 
for their ane must have made 
the welkin ring with their cries of 
anguish! There were some hoary- 
headed old chesnuts in the dialogue, 
and as for the music, it made me 
‘rush away in search of a loosen and 
/a soda divided! You brown to what 
‘Imean? The jokes were of ancient 
| date, and when some mummers ap- 
| neared as Johnnies of the ee 
| Club, the bet was declared 0.U.G.H. 
It was a near touch that those 
who weighed in were not buried 
‘neath the pavement outside the 
Roman! - 
Yours, who has laid an eyen thick 
*un that it won’t run, 
A Crrric on Proxx SPECTACLES. 


. P.S.—Pardon the above. I have 
~*~ | seen Atalanta, the new piece at the 
|Strand Theatre, and witness the 
result! I have not the least notion 
what I mean by the above slangy eri- 
ticism, but then I could not make out 
what on earth Mr. Hawrrey meant 
by his equally slangy burlesque! 


Sy, Cf fe 
Lee boi A 
ie 
re . 
on es 


Summary.—tIn the “ shooting-at- 
_ Times- Witness case,” therevolver and 
_ the prisoner were both discharged. 


33h 
. 


the various European Armies, it is expected that an international 
expedition of one hundred thousand men will shortly be landed in 
Africa, which will take Khartoum, smash up the Mahdists, find 
STANLEY, abolish the Slave Trade, and open up the Continent to 
civilisation and commerce. 


_ CRAM DE LA CRAM. 

Dear Mr. Ponca, 

THERE is a great deal of truth in the position taken up by the 
opponents of the Competitive Examination system. No one who has 
ever mixed up his answers and cribbed from a friendly neighbour 
who was answering Paper B, while he, the eribber, was confronted 
with the problems of Paper A, can entertain a doubt as to the 
elemental folly of settling a young man’s prospects by his statements 
about subjects on which he is but superficially informed. I have 
suffered myself, but thanks to a pleasing exterior, a diplomatic wife 
who is very well connected, a large house, and exorbitant ch: I 
am the proprietor of a crammery which is viewed, and justly, as the 
very cram de la cram of the profession. 

Facts, Sir, are stubborn things, and if there be one quality less 
desirable than another in the young, it is surely stubbornness; and 
how a constant familiarity with stubborn things can fail to produce 
deplerable results on plastic minds, I contes. chat I am quite unable 
to understand. My plan is to temper facts with fancy. Even Greek 
accidence lends itself to this humane and philosophical plan. Thus. 
Among a number of the deadliest kind of Greek and Latin adjectives 
I insert Panjandrum to be declined. The boy with imagination— 
the future journalist or financier—at once drops to it, thus:—_ 
Pas-jas-der : pasa-jasa-dra: pan-jan-drum, whereby we get Greek — 
and Latin at one fell swoop, and invest Mongolian metaphysies with | 
a halo of accidence. Again, in our last history paper, I ightened the 
horrors of the feudal system and the genealogies of our early Sovereigns 
by asking, Why was the Curfew Law like a Calendar? No less 
than seven boys supplied the right answer: ‘‘ Because it was a 
Norman Ac’.” This, Sir, speaks for itself. Yours faithfully, 

2 MarxHAM PROMOTER. 

P.S.—I enclose a Prospectus. A reduction if you take a quantity. 


ae a ~ < 
I ADVISE you, my dear, to take up Music as a study,” said 


Mrs. Ram to her Niece, ‘‘and I am told that one of the best books 
on the subject is Ranxk’s History. of the Pops.” 


a 
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House of Commons, Monday, Nov. 19.—Spectacle of GrorcE| all about it afterwards. Telegram from Tim Heaty at Dublin. 
Curzon, fresh home from Central Asia, accusing GLADSTONE of | Been engaged in Dublin Exchequer Division, before Lorp Crier 
‘*immorality,” calculated to create emotion. But it passed off very | Baron, Baron Dowsk, and Chief Justice ANDREWs. Applied for 
quietly. GLADSTONE not thereto hear indictment. Harcourt, Joun | writ of Habeas Corpus in case of JEREMIAH SHEEHAN, M.P., at 
Morey, and one or two others among the faithful, on Front Bench; | present confined in Tralee Gaol. Crime alleged against Hon. Member 
but, as Orp Morairy says, ‘‘ It’s surprising with what equanimity | was that he had shouted, ‘‘ Boo for BaLrour 
we can hear others accused of iniquity.” 


. 


: !” Court decided that 
S ace 1 ity. ; in such circumstances SHEEHAN very properly in gaol, and refused 
The flatness of this particular incident typical of night’s pro- | to release him. 


ceedings. Seemed in advance that it would be quite otherwise.| ‘‘ What do you think of it?” said G. O. M., nervously reading 
Government brought in new Land Purchase Bill. Giapsronr long | over elo for fifth time. 
ago gave notice that, if they did, he’d make it hot for ’em. To-| ‘‘ Well, 


” said Harcourt, stroking the place where his beard ought 
night came down to move crushing Amendment. Urgent Whips to grow, ‘‘ the bearing of the observation lies in the application of it. 
out; House filled; excitement growing. Just before business In the eyes of the law geographical boundaries do not exist. 


g Whae 
reached, telegram passed along J’ront Opposition Bench evidently is one man’s meat is not necessarily another man’s poison. If you 
ereated profound sensation. GLADSTONE read it; hurriedly consulted boo for BALFour, an 


Harcovrr and Cuaries Russert, Plainly a legal point. 


go to prison in Ireland, can you boo for 
Learned BAtrour at Westminster, and go scot free? The Court thinks not. 


$n 
— 
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» pardon ; ‘ STONE. 
Remove the prisoner—I mean—I beg your pat don; but you’d better | ston 


be careful.” O. M. 


incing, rather frightened G. | 00k a 
HARCOURT, SO convincing, g aio aetna bieitn 


is ¢ ag ROBERT JARDINE S ; 
pe ese Bi ae “the buttress of his own. Quite mild 


in his references to CHIEF SECRETARY ; rae 
infectious ; no booing for BALFOUR on any Bench ; 


tly a distinctly dull night. 
Pena Sone. Land Purchase Bill brought in. 


esday.—In Upper House, Lord High 
Re Sr een: Brure down lengthy epistle, 
which he reads very badly. Seems that he has 
appointed only two blood relations to fat places. 
One of them, he mentions (as if the result was 
unusual and unexpected), had proved himself 
\\ fully qualified for the office. The second, already 
NN possessed of a benefice, he had transferred to 
*) another benefice, slightly better in point of 
Y emolument, and with the advantage of more 
enial climate. 
ae) And how does the climate suit him?” asked 
CLANRICARDE, gracefully bending his benevolent 
ead. Lord High took no notice; went 
on reading; gave many interesting par- 
ticulars about administration of Chancery 
Division, Clerks in Central Offices, and 
elsewhere. Noble Lords strained their 
attention to hear when he was coming to 
the point dealing with specific charges 
levied against himself in other House. 
But had so much to say about reductions 
of redundant Clerks and other matters, 
Sir Robert. couldn’t find time to deal with these. 
Triumphantly wound up with declaration 
that though salaries amounted to pretty tidy sum, they did not come 
out of pocket of tax-payer, but out of purse of unfortunate suitors. 

Lord High sat down, astonished at his own moderation. The 
Markiss listened, but said never a word. GRANVILLE, feeling 
necessity of breaking awkward silence on Front Bench, observed that. 
as no notice of intention to deal with the subject had been given, it 
was not necessary for him to say anything. 

‘* He was awfully severe on you,” I said to GRaANDOLPH. ‘‘ Positively 
‘declined to repeat the gross language used.’ ”’ 

“‘That’s very well; but he might have answered the specific 
charge I brought against him.” 

The Commons flozging away at already dead horse of Land Pur- 
chase Bill. Members brought up to vote, wouldn’t 
remain to listen. Epwarp GREY, chip of old block, 
made capital speech at outset, and later on, at 
eve of Division, when MorLEy followed HaRtinc- 
TON, benches filled up; cheers and counter- 
cheers rung through the Chamber. But no 
reality in fight; everyone grateful when it was 
over. 

“Might arrange these matters much more 
cleverly,” said HERBERT GARDNER, dropping in 
after dinner. ‘‘ Let us have the Division first, 
and the Debate after. Great convenience to 
fellows with important engagements. 
Wouldn’t at all interfere with 
delights of those who hanker after 
speech-making.”’ 

Business Done. — GLADSTONE’S 
Amendment to Land Purchase Bill 
negatived by 330 against 246, 


“Took all| enjoy himself. 


pe oe 


Thursday. —‘‘I’m not aware,” 
said. the Sacr, ‘‘ that we have in 
the National Portrait Gallery or 
elsewhere any engraving, photo- 
graph, chromo-lithograph, or other 
SS ortrait of Baxax the son of ZIPPoR. 
tn laslekondted. ut, looking now upon the counten- 
feakin lomalbiusteeaanel ance of OLD Moratiry, I fancy we 
Sedation eh By expression on the face of the King of the 
ce be oe ened to the address of BALAAM upon a memorable 


ae Be im sore plight. Second Reading of Land 
Plieenouen fells ARNELL delivered weighty speech against it; 
ee as ed, and as he rose a of pleased content dis- 
P ae oped er “inisterial ranks. Onlyon Saturday GranpoipH had 
oe nae Aer as, of the Government. Speech then anxiously 
ee se critical, and opportunity for smiting his old 
eee 4 Wie ub ae ee ee nobly out of the fire. 
g cently ass 1 attitude o iendliness 
surely go a step further, pulverise Paternty” and denen eee 
eee ere eee 

K> NOTIVE.— Rejected Communications or C 
im no case be returned, not 

there will be no exception, 


A Bad Sixpence. 


‘*a roaring trade.” 


his arms, leaned back 


GranpotPH couldn’t resist this final temptation. 
come down determined to vote for the Bill; was probably also pre- 


Shocked at Grandolph. 
Gangway, looking unutterably solemn. 
malicious Opposition, CHAPLIN, it was understood, was to be first 
Minister under the Act. C / : : 
mischief,” as DaALRYmpLE calls him—learning this, put down Motion 


[DecumBer 1, 1888, 


OLD Mona ae just under his young friend, folded 


is head in listening attitude, prepared to 
Had certainly 


pared to support it. But looking round on 
expectant ee of Ministerialists, on the 
Opposition already on guard against his 
onaiehe and, above all, on the broad, 
placid, pleased face below him, good resolu- 
tions melted. Instead of supporting Bill, 
and confounding Opposition, he riddled the 
measure with bolts of irony, and_ scorn, 
reserving his most highly poisoned shaft 
to accompany declaration that still he would 
vote for Second Reading. 

“‘Tt’s such a little Bill,” he pleaded ; 
‘‘cannot do much harm; and so very bad, 
that no Government, not even this one, dare 
venture to introduce another anything like it.” 

‘‘Topy,”? said Orp Moratiry, in a husky 
voice, as I helped GoscHEN to lead him out 
into the fresh air, ‘‘an you love me, get 
GRANDOLPH never to support us any more.” 

‘* Never mind,” said JoxEM, ‘‘it’s GRAN- 
pDOLPH’s turn now. But ours will come. 
He’ll find his speech to-night an uncom- 
monly difficult one to answer on some future 


day.” 

This was the tragedy; roaring farce to 
follow. Just before fall of curtain, Motion 
made from Treasury Bench to withdraw Bill 
establishing Minister of Agriculture. CHAP- 
tin solemnly rose from corner seat below 
Rapturous cheers from 


GRANDOLPH—that ‘‘imp of Parliamentary 


to move rejection of Bill. This made it 
impossible to carry it this Session. OLp 
Morauity privately promised to say 
something soothing to CHapirn if he 
gave him opening. CHAPLIN now up, 
with his part in arranged conversation 
ready. O xp Moratiry waiting his cue. 
But the House would do nothing but 
laugh and ironically cheer. What 
should have been dignified scene becomes 
screaming farce. 

Business done.—Land Purchase Bill 
read Second Time. 


Friday Night. — Sexton incidentally 
mentions that Melancholy and Coercion 
Bill have just marked seven Irish Mem- 
bers_as their own. Wants to know 
whether blow may not be averted till 
after Prorogation, so that we may have 
the pleasure and advantage of their 
company in Committee. Orp Moraniry, 
always anxious to oblige, undertakes to 
see what can be done. Members, has- 
tening to Reading-room, eagerly scan 
names of the seven. Several disap- 
pointments, but at least TANNER is 
among them. 

“Yes, that’s all very well,” said 
SAUNDERSON. ‘‘ But you see how they 
bungle it in Batrour’s absence. Why 
couldn’t they wait till the beginning of 
the Session? A foolish waste of oppor- 


tunity to put TANNER in puson during the recess.’’ Business done.— 
In Committee on the Lan 


Purchase Bill. 


‘““HicHer Education indeed ! 
recommended by King Sotomon, 
says Dr. Brron, of Swisherton Academy. 


It’s, the Lower Education, as 
that is neglected nowadays,” 


THE New Maidstone Bicyclist Club is going to call itself (wey it 
comes into existence) ‘‘ The Wheel’d of Kent.” 


AN eminent Vet thinks he has discovered a treatment for horses 
that ‘‘make a noise’ when they go out of a trot. 


He ought to do 


BALERS RS 
ontributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictu ipti 

i rs, ; res of any description, will 
even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, er Wrapper. 


To this rule 
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LOST ILLUSION. 


“WHAT, Is HVERYBODY WICKED, MAMMA DEAR?”—‘‘Yxs, Bertie.” ‘ARE YOU WICKED YOUR- 


SELF, MAMMA, DEAR?”—‘‘ Not so Goop As I OUGHT TO BE!” 


MRS. KEELEY INTERVIEWED. 


THE Babies were quite determined that the good fairy, Mrs. 
KEELEY, and the lazy Laureate, Mr. Asupy-Srerry, should not 
have it all their own way, and when little 
folk become determined at the Hospital for 
Sick Children, in Great Ormond Street, their 
determination is something wonderful! The 
boys said they had no pretension to be poets, 
but, at any rate, they felt equal to writing an 
Address ; the girls declared they never expected 
to be great Actresses, but they were quite sure 
on the present occasion, they knew how to act. 
They had heard how the good fairy, Mrs. 
y , Kretry, had recited for them at the recent 

/ Festival—they had been told how eloquently 
she had pleaded for them, and how she had 
drawn tears from the eyes of her audience, and, 
what was more, golden sovereigns from their 
pockets. One or two of them had been charmed with the clear tones 
of her voice, and had listened to the marvellous alternation of humour 
and pathos in her Beer, and had been almost roe cel ae by 
the applause with which the good fairy was greeted. Several 
had seen her going round the wards, chatting Pee with 
the Nurses, and having a kindly word for each of the little 
invalids. They had all of them hoped Mrs. Krxtry would get 
the first prize at the Doll Show, for they, all of them, were quite 
sure she deserved it. She had done so much for their benefit, that 
they were anxious to do something for hers. And so they asked the 
kind Lady-Superintendent, Miss K. PuriripaA Hicks, who was 
always so bright and merry—always so busy, but never so busy as 
to be unable to bestow a kind word on her little charges, and to give 
a willing ear to their smallest troubles. And she soon arranged the 
whole thing for them. She told them the good fairy would shortly 
attain the age of eighty-four, which is a mere trifle for a fairy, and 
on her birthday they should have the opportunity of showing her 
how she occupied so large a space in their grateful little hearts. 
The day came, they set off on their pilgrimage to Brompton. Not 
all of them. Oh, dear no! Supposing one hundred and forty-tour 
had started? Why, the Police would have interfered, and the Homz 
SECRETARY would have been sore troubled, thinking there was a 
demonstration of Lilliputian Socialists. Besides many were tooill, some 
were sadly crippled, and others too young. So a Committee of Seven 
were selected, and these tiny mites, in charge of a kind Nurse, set 
forth on the appointed day, in a beautiful carriage, drawn by real 
horses, driven by alive coachman. In the middle of the carriage 
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WHO CHASED COCK WARREN? 
A Nursery Rhyme for the Times. 


W2o chased Cock WARREN ? 
‘*T,” said the Home Sparrow, 
‘‘ With my views cramped and 
narrow, 
I chased Cock WARREN!” 


And who’ll fill his place? 

‘‘ Why, I,”’ said Monro. 
‘*T’m the right man, I know, 
And I’1l fill his place.” 


HIE 
eh 

" Bai |e). And who’|l tie your hands ? 
**Oh, I!” said Routine, 
, ‘‘ That my business has been ; 
| So, I’ll tie his hands.” 


Yet, who’ll see fair play ? 

** Well, I,” said Joun BuLt; 
‘For I’m not quite a fool. 
Come, I’1l see fair play.” 
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HNN TN PouiticaL EyxEsieHt.—A contem- 
I il atc | porary observes, with reference to 


the Noble Laureate, that :— 


‘‘ Lord TENNYSON is not quite an octo- 
genarian, although he is on the verge of 
it, having been born in 1809, the year in 
which Mr. GLADSTONE first saw the 
light.” 

With regard to Home Rule, how- 
ever, the venerable ex-Premier will 
probably acknowledge that he did 
not see the light until- somewhere 
about the year 1886. 


—— 
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‘* AND—THE POLICE? ?” 


was a lovely and gigantic bouquet, which everyone tried to hold, and 
which once or twice fell down and nearly smothered two or three of 
the deputation. But O it was a fine time! The Council of Seven 
say they never will forget it as long as they live. Suddenly, as if 
by magic, the carriage stopped, and they were in the presence of the 
good fairy in her elegant fairy bower. The deputation could not find 
words to express its pleasure. So it was fortunate they had an 
address already written, which was presented along with the 
bouquet. The address was a model of terseness which it would be 
well if proyincial Mayors and others would endeavour to imitate. 
It ran thus:—‘‘To Mrs. Kretry. With every good wish on her 
Birthday—from her grateful little friends in the ‘ Hospital for Sick 
Children,’ Great Ormond Street.’? Then followed the signatures, 
touching in their childish caligraphy, and the trembling innocence 
of tiny fingers. Cheered by the sight of their good kind fairy, made 
happy with the pleasant words hick fell from her lips, delighted 
with the sight of her magnificent Persian cat, with an Arabian Nights 
tail, who purred the warmest of welcomes, the baby-interviewers 
retired. And when the lights burned low that night in Great 
Ormond Street, when there was nothing to be heard but the faint 
wail of some tiny sufferer, the almost noiseless footfall and_the 
sweet-toned whisper of some gentle watchful Nurse, one cannot help 
wondering what sunny dreams, what pleasant fancies, what a sense 
of supreme repose and restful gratitude to the good fairy haunted 
the slumbers of the Council of Seven! 


**MADGY.” 
(4 propos of quite a new and original lever du rideau, recently performed 
at Edinburgh.) 


Mapey Kenpat quite forgot her ordinary prudence 

In coming out so strong before the Edinboro’ Students ; 

And afterwards she told the world the cause of her oration ; 

’T was not, as some might think of Mapex, all her imadgynation. 
But ’twas as she in the D. 7. explained the simple case, 

‘* Some one had thrown a paper ball, and hurt the Double Bass.’ 
Whoever did this thing was wrong, for, were he boy or man, 
’Tis evident he’d made a hit before the play began. 

Whether he hit'the instrument or player in the face, 

The silence of the thrower made his conduct doubly base. 

She should not publicly have shown—it argues want of nous— 
Displeasure at there being any ‘‘ paper” in the House. 


Jew DE Mor.—L’élite de la haute société Parisienne,—L’Isra-élite. 
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(Who Never Perform Out of London.) 
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Arr—‘' Keep in de Middle ob de Road.” 


For you must be a dreffle fool, 
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SONG FOR THE £CHOOL-BOARD MINSTRELS. 
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You must go a mejium pace, 


If you want to win de race, 
And keep in de middle ob de road! 


Chorus—Den, members, keep in de middle ob de road! 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [December 8, 1888, 


et de true purpose ob School. 


ll be all right if you stick to de rule, 


uite fore 


If you q 
But you 


Keep in de middle ob de road ! 


y friend Forster would 


Wauen de School-Board was 


[say, 


, 


oung, 
le ob de road! 


dd 


in de mi 
corner-man,—that don’t pay. 


Keep in de middle of de road ! 


P 


Kee 


Don’t all try for 


A 


rere enna 
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Now, if you by chance seem short of 
cas 
Keep in de middle ob de road ! 
Don’t tax de people heavily, or soon 
you’ll go to smash. 
Keep in de middle ob de road ! 
But, if dey hear you a-singing -too 
small, 
Dey ’re sure to say you are gwine to 


b 
And do not know your business, and 
are no good at all. 
Keep in de middle ob de road! 
Chorus. 


Don’t be too fast at cramming, you ’ll 
find that is no go, 

Keep in de middle ob de road! 
But little chance you’ll stand if you 
make the pace too slow. 

Keep in de middle 0b de road ! 
London will not care for a Board 
dat’s all awry; 
Den show you are tolerant, as well as 
smart and sp 
She ’ll chuck you, 
bad Old Ring you try. 
Keep in de middle ob ie road ! 
Chorus. 


You corner-men, don’t kick ep too 
much shindy left and right, 
Keep in de middle ob de road ! 
And, Mr. (DieeLE) Jonnson, do not 
hold de reins too tight, 
Keep in de middle ob de road ! 
Or de trap may capsize, and de wheels 
be in de air. 
Don’t show sectarian temper, or tear 
agnostic hair, 
For you are not put dere ober trifles 
for to swear. 
Keep in de middle ob de road ! 


Chorus. 


Den, Minstrels, keep in de middle ob 
de road ! 
You will bless de rising race 
If you go a steady pace, 
And keep in de middle ob de road ! 


THE REAL GRIEVANCE OFFICE. 


(Before Lord Commissioner Punch.) 
An Efficient Volunteer introduced. 


Commissioner. Well, Sir, what 
ean I dofor you? 

Lifictent Volunteer (saluting). 
Assist me to get a satisfactory sub- 
stitute tor Wimbledon. 

Com. Surely you are in good hands, 
I read in the papers this week there 
is to be a meeting of representatives 
of the National Rifle Association to 
consider what is best to be done. 

Eff. Vol. Not the first by many, 
my Lord. Meetings are always being 
held with the same object in view. 

Com. Do you suggest that these 
meetings are useless ? 

Eff. Vol. Certainly, as two parties 
are pulling one against the other. 

Com. How comes it there should 
be such an unfortunate situation ? 

Eff. Vol. I suppose, my Lord, 
because one party thinks more of 
soldiering than five-o’clock tea and 
picnics, 

Com. Would you suggest that 
Wimbledon was used for either 
purpose ? 

Eff, Vol, I would. The Cottage 
was the rendezvous of the créme de 
la créme of Society—very good people 
in their way, but not likely to pro- 
duce a Queen’s Medallist. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 


I’M so sorRY MAMMA AND My SISTERS ARE OUT!” 
ONE OF THE 


Miss Margaret. ‘‘ PRAY SIT DOWN, 
Shy Curate (who has called on Parish business), ‘‘OH, PRAY DON’T MENTION IT. 
FAMILY IS QUITE ENOUGH !”’ 


_ Com. And you think consideration for these distinguished persons keeps the question of a new 

site an open one? : 

Eff. Vol. I do. The people who used to come to Wimbledon to lounge on the lawn and eat 
ices are not likely to be satisfied if the new Shooting-ground is situated beyond striking distance 
of town. No doubt some of them might come to us on the tops of coaches, but only at considerable 
inconvenience. 

Com. Then what would you suggest ? 

Eff. Vol. That the Volunteers, and the Volunteers only, should be considered, and Lady Dr 
Vere and Lord MaAntxin should be told that their place is preferable to theircompany. What we 
want is a place where business, and business only, must have a call upon our attention. 

Com. How would Aldershot do ? 

Eff. Vol. Admirably ; and here (producing a list) is a paper containing a number of equally 
excellent sites. What we want is to have the matter settled at once, without further shillyshallying. 

Com. I will see that your reasonable request meets with immediate compliance. 

[The Witness thanked his Lordship, and retired, 


A CLEAR STAGE AND NO FAVOUR. 


Last Friday Mr. BANDMANN appeared before Mr. Justice Srrriine in the Chancery Division, and 
undertook to continue his previous undertaking not to perform Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde in the 
United Kingdom. If this example is followed, of what varied enjoyments the theatre-going public 
might be deprived, as for example, — 

Mr. Invina appeared before the Last of the Barons, and undertook not to make a speech about 
the Drama in any part of the United Kingdom. : : 

Mrs. KENDAL undertook not to come before the Curtain’and address the audience in any part of 
Great Britain and Ireland. ; : 

Mr. TooxE appeared before the Lord Chief Justice, (who had never heard of the eminent Comedian, 
and asked who fa was), and undertook not to tell JosrpH Harron any more stories, and never 
again to play in Ici on Parle Fran¢ais. : j 

Mr. W. F. Hawrrey promised never to appear again as a King in a classical burlesque, 

Mr. TERRISS undertook not to perform the character of a genuine British Sailor, in Lendon or 
the Provinces, after the termination of his present engagement. j : cy Saal 
x Mr. ForspeEs Ropertson submitted to a perpetual injunction preventing him from eyer playing in 

ank verse, ; : 

Mr. CuarzEs Cotnerre undertook not to perform in Comic Opera within the United Kingdom. | 

Miss Grace HawrHorne has undertaken to cease from appearing in Matinées within the juris- 
diction of the Supreme Court. ‘ 

Mr. Witson Barrerr appeared before everybody, and took a solemn pledge not to play again 
in any part of the United Kingdom. 


e 

Otp Sryzz MopEernisep.—The Exchange Club, as a name, sounds well. Motto over the umbrella 

stand, ‘‘ Exchange—no Robbery!’’ Members will be bound to exchange salutations and compli- 

ments every day. If the grill is to be a feature, the name ‘‘ Exchange Club” is apparently only a 
new form of the old ‘‘ Chop-House.”’ 
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A LIFE-BOAT STORY.—In Three Acts. 
! and the courage of death ee 7 Larkahie ey 
r v hen a hurricane blew on the Whitby coast. |, 
vil tiara papas pee the wailing sands, and spread to the village, and 
swept through the street— 
RS 
x N There was not 


A pozen of hearts! and a dozen of hands 


There’ll be widows to-morrow and fatherless bairns, for exposed to the 


is the fishermen’s fleet! 
a a minute to dream or to think: it was ‘‘ Who’s for the 
-. Life-boat ?”? and ‘‘ Who’s for the shore ?”’ 

Just a kissing of lips of the lasses they loved—just a sigh, 
and a cheer, and a grasp of the oar— 

For the men out at sea were exposed to the storm ; but they 
were not forgotten by * pals” on the land. 

Whilst there ’s life there is hope—whilst there ’s strength 
there’s a rope—the heart of a friend and the grasp 
of a hand. : : 

Just picture the scene, O my brothers in town, with your 

etty annoyance and impotent strife ; j 

In the midst of our city it’s Worship of Self! on the 

fishermen’s coast it is Rescue!, and Life! 


eG Who’s for the Life-boat ? Strain your eyes, and deaden 
Ee your ears from the shrieking wind ; 

The Answer’s there! on the crested waves, in the hearts of 
the women they ’ve left behind ; 

See! the cobbles are riding in dire distress! Will they 
reach the fleet ? You may lay your life 

There isn’t a Yorkshire lad at the oar, who will bring dis- 
credit to mother or wife ; 

For nobody knows who’s at sea or on shore—just a wild 
supplication that nobody dies, 

When a blinding sleet sweeps the sea and the sand, and darkens the scene from the wondering eyes. 

Then a silence falls on the women who wait, and a cry rings out as they bend the knee— 

For they drag two bodies half-drowned to land,—and the rest SRR are left in the raging sea! 

0 


Lost! when the moment of rescue came, lost ! within sound of their loved and land. 
So the night closed black on the Yorkshire coast, and a wail went over the lonely sand! 


mM 


But the ae reeks, and the storm is past; and over the village, and into the street 

The sun is shedding its wintry rays, on the scene where they fought for the fishermen’s fleet ; 

And the sea is calm, and the sand is still, where they manned the boat and they went to death. 

‘heh = ?—out there in the Steamer’s wake! Here, give us your glass! Then they held their 

reath, 

And a beam of light shot out of the sky, and a cheer roared out of the Yorkshire throats 

As they saw their Life-boat making Home with the rescued crews from the fishermen’s boats! 
Never say die!” is the motto of men who fight to conquer and mean to win ; 

But it’s well worth living to earn the tears that wept them out and that cheered them in! 

So the tale is told! But there’s something more, that can never be done by praise or pen,— 

We must think of the sea when the tempests roar; and give of our gold to the Life-boat Men! 


*,* The National Life-Boat Institution is to be found in John Street, Adelphi. 
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WALL-PAPER MONEY. 


Nor a bad idea, that of taxin 
certain kinds of mural posters, whic 
was lately started in the House of 
Commons. The CHANCELLOR of the 
EXCHEQUER was advised to turn his 
attention to pictorial mural atrocities 
—not being pictures by MurRmLo— 
—and so find a possible substitute 
for the Weal and ’Am Tax (since 
deceased). The name ‘‘ Posters,” it 
was observed, naturally suggested 
the idea of a Stamp being attached 
to them. GxrorcE Joxmm didn’t see 
the exact force of the suggestion at 
first; required posting up in the 
details before approving; but ad- 
mitted there might be something 


in it. 

Here is a sort of Poster (not Postal) 
Tariff, which ought to find a place in 
nee new edition of the old Stamp 

ot :— 

For any Pictorial Advertisement 
of extra large size—a sort of four- 

oster — exhibited on any wall, 
oarding, scaffolding, or other public 

ace : F : Bp 0.28 

Additional stamp required, if the 
design and colouring fail to meet with 
the enthusiastic approbation of the 
Lorp CHAMBERLAIN, Professor Rus- 
KIN, and the President of a Royal 


Academy . See 0 0 
For every Advertisement which, 
after careful examination by a 


Committee composed of leading 
‘“ realistic? Novelists and Play- 
wrights, with the assistance of a 
picked body of nervous invalids, is 
pronounced to be ‘“‘ distinctly blood- 
eurdling.” 5 20 0 0 

N.B.—Solitary confinement in a 
cell, the walls of which are papered 
with the posters, may, in the discre- 
tion of the Magistrate or Judge, 
be substituted for a pecuniary 
penalty. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


. For size, show, type, interesting matter, and admirable illustra- 
tions, I haven’t seen a better book this booky season than Mac- 
5 f] MILLAN’S Coaching Days and Coaching 
Ways, charmingly illustrated by HERBERT 
RaiLTon and Hues THomson. The letter- 
press by OurRAM TRISTRAM is not up to the 
excellence of the pictures. Nothing racy, 
nothing Shandy-an about this TRIsTRAM. 
Pretty Christmas picture-card to send to a 
bachelor is that of the ‘‘ Prize Babies.” It 
_ can be purchased at ACKERMAN’S. But of 
‘ , all the pictures that take my fancy as appro- 
=SS3S444 priate to the coming Christmas time is 
JSANVEENXM Rapuart Tucx’s wonderful reproduction 
Mado a inde of RapHaEt’s (without the Tuck) ‘‘ The 
3 th nna,Siciina” in a frame closely copied from the one in which 
ors le orem at Dresden. An instance of the wonderful perfection 
+ ae y he chromo-lithographie process in reproducing a 
To r ee , may be seen in the large chromo-lithograph of Sir 
jer Eats Bubbles, originally brought out by the Illustrated 
indefatt hay and purchased as a decorative advertisement by the 
wa ee He Messrs, Prears—‘ sure such a PEARS was never seen! ” 
Steck efow a in the window of The Soaperies, New Oxford 
ace Ne a of Young Curomo might deceive even Sir JoHN 
2 oe ack to books again. I tried hard to fall in love 
cet out ae ae S Caroline, but couldn’t manage it. I had to 
fo the finn ee and then I went on by ‘‘leaps and bounds”? 
Me th erhaps if I were all alone on a wet day in a Scotch 
ee aie pn out-of-date Guide-book, an ancient Bradshaw 
My faithful if Ocal paper, I might find Caroline companionable. ” 
which fees 0.” utters a protest against 4 Crown of Sh 
; y8, 18 not very pleasant reading. Writt pene 
g : en by the 


daughter of Captain Marryat, it lacks the breezy wholesomenes 
of the works of the author of Midshipman Easy. ‘The scene is lai 

in the tropics .or thereabouts, and the sickly atmosphere of feeble 
vice is rather overpowering. He has also read a very clever pam- 
phlet called the Dawn of the Nineteenth Century, which conjures 
up a vision of the British Empire on the Ist of January, 1901, 
that must satisfy every one. In this glorious prospect the great 
Colonial question is solved, and Ireland, without the assistance of a 
House of Commons sitting in Dublin, is tranquil. ‘‘ Co.” insists 
upon expressing his high appreciation of the Happy Thoughts Birth- 
day Book, compiled by a young lady whose surname is very familiar 
to him. ‘‘Co.” has found the quotations most apposite to the 
anniversaries of his friends and relations. He says that the lines 
selected for ladies’ birthdays are (as they should be) invariably com- 
plimentary, so that he has had the satisfaction of soliciting the 
autographs of two Maiden Aunts (from whom he has expectations), 
without running the risk of forfeiting their fayour. He adds that 
it is quite the book for a Christmas present—a present, he 
humorously continues, which will also recall the past. 


Tue Baron DE Boox-Worms & Co. 


P.S.—Just seen latest number of Our Celebrities. Sir ARTHUR 
SULLIVAN’s portrait is, as it ought to be, A. 1, for A. 1, or ARTHUR 
THE First he is as a Composer and as a humorist in music. He is 
sandwiched between His Grace of CanTERBURY and the eminent 
surgeon-artist and littérateur, Sir Henry THompson. Very appro- 
priate the proximity of the latter to the Composer, as if Sir ARTHUR 
is ever hard up for a few notes, Sir Henry can give him one of his 
delightful ‘‘ octaves.” B. pr B.-W. 


To CoRRESPONDENTS.—‘‘ When I made that note last week about 
the Gentleman who has devised a new treatment for ‘roaring’ 
horses, I did not mean anyone in particular. 

(Signed) ‘* RoARY-UP-THE- Hits.” 


ae 
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OUR SPECIAL MUSICAL CRITIC (?), 


THE pio event of the week has, of course, been the production 
of Dr. Srretine’s much talked of Cantata, ‘‘ The Old Home Farm,” 
at the Northborough Festival. It was a happy idea on the part of 
Dr. StrEtine to secure the combined choirs of Northumberland and 
Cumberland, but con- ES ee Ne 


sidering that the gifted | Two OF ‘‘ THE WORLD’S GREATEST WOMEN.” 
Doctor has always 


Ba@nated Northuine (Not hitherto included in any List.) 


berland, it was rather re 
surprising that Cum- 
berland led. ‘The 
general arrangements 
were not altogether 
satisfactory. In _ the 
first place, the New 
Town Hall, like most 
eel buildings, has 
een erected with a 
total disregard to 
acoustic Lady iced ; the 
combined chorus was 
indistinct; the town 
band entirely drowned 
the soli; and I was not -—-—_-$$ 
supplied with a programme, nor could one be got for love or money. 
I am, therefore, somewhat hampered in giving my analysis of 
the work, especially as I am unacquainted with the poem of 
‘* The Old Home Farm;” in fact, I never heard of it. Fortu- 
nately, I was seated next to a kind old gentleman who was well 


Mrs. Gamp. 


ue in the subject, and said he had heard all the music before. The 

z ort poo or oa ee e the nf ee 
antata was very effective. Avoiding 

the conventional crash ‘‘ ¢wtt?,’”’ or the eS eee 


double piano legato strings, Dr. 

STEELING opens with the first and 

second horns thus :— ——_ 
At intervals this is repeated very effectively. We are then intro- 

duced to the leading motivo :— . 


This is repeated crescendo until a sudden burst into the dominant 
with slight variation of the theme :— = 


Prestissymo. Z 
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There was a slight reminiscence of CzeRNyY’s celebrated Op. 101, but 
the orchestral treatment was quite different. The opening chorus 
which my next-door neighbour informed me was entitled, ‘‘ Hazi 
Melancholy Chanticleer,” was simply remarkable for the occasiona 
Oboé obbligato :— 

ee Log N 


i z 2. . <—s 


But the charms of the farmyard were more vividly before us in the 
following passage :— 
Viotrn1 Primo. 


A 
WY ee 


A duet, between Elsve, the milk-girl, and Sgwre Dunrobin, in \\ 


which, as far as I could tell, he was questioning her as to where she 
was proceeding, and the amount of her fortune before offering her 
marriage, was one of the most original compositions in the work, and 
Dr. Srerrmc6 is much to be complimented. The great tour de 
force, however, was the grand chase by the farmer’s dame after 
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three smal] animals that had intruded’ themselves,,without invita- 
tion, upon the premises. The fact that the animals were totally 
deprived of vision rendered the situation more poetic, and accordingly 
more dramatic. In these soz and chorus the Doctor has surpassed 
himself. It thus opens quietly on the strings :— 


Aimbute Wir voy 


1 & 2 Vio. 


Viowa. oh 
Cunt. & Bass, | eves 
This is repeated three times, when the wood-wind follow thus :— 
Fiore. 
Oxon. —. 


CLARINETTE. 


Ne 


Bassoon. (Humoroso) 
Added to these is a third phrase :— 


-o- 


And when all were played together, with the full strength of the 
orchestra, the audience rose en masse, and, after expressing their 
opinion, sat down again. ‘The finale was also effective. There 
were to be (so I understood) festivities by moonlight. The theme, 
suggesting the rising of the moon, was quite characteristic of the 
gifted composer :— 

(The moon rises.) Grave. 


In fact, the moon rose even higher, and nothing more suggestive 
of the rise of the moon has been heard since the song of Zhe Bed- 
lamite (with counter subject on the volovong and shoe-horn) in 
Dr. Straws’s Water Cantata, first performed at the Hanwell Festi- 
val. J thought the grand festival dance at the end slightly 
suggested an old tune—but I may be wrong; however the con- 
cluding bar were certainly original :— 


Tuer Royat Socrety oF PAINTERS IN WATER Cotours.—In these 
dull December days we should be grateful to Sir Jon GILBERT | 
and the clever Ladies and Gentlemen who give us glimpses of sun- 
shine, of breezy country, of sea and forest, of foreign countries, and 
London streets, in their best aspect. All these you can enjoy 
without the expense of travel, or the inconvenience of wet weather. 
ee + i USE. OD. 
Gallery in Pall-Mall, and 
you will be able to person- 
ally conduct yourself—you 
must conduct yourself, or 
you will be reprimanded by 
the Secretary—to all sorts of 
delightful places, for one 
shilling. The Galleryis just 
the right size to prevent 
weariness. Youwillgoaway 
refreshed—though you are 
not admitted by refresh- 
ment - ticket —instead of 
suffering from_that, most 
terrible of maladies, the 
‘* exhibition headache.” 


‘¢ Maxima debetur pueris.” 


ek 
» - 


OS 


THE 


“FREE LANCES!” 


[General BouLANGER has sent a letter to M. 
Dérovuepeg, thanking the members of the League 
of Patriots for their sentiments of devotion to the 
cause of the National Party, which they know to 
be that of patriotic, honest, and sincerely Republican 
France.— Times. ] 


First Free Lance (Boulanger). 


“My good blade carves the casques of men, 
My tough lance thrusteth sure, 

“a strength is as the strength of ten, 

ecause my heart is pure.” 

Ahem! No Tennysonian knight 
Am I; yet ’twere not bad, 

With matters in their present plight, 
To pose as Galahad, 


Second Free Lance (Grandolph). 
Faith, how the swaggering Frenchman 
_ flaunts 
His ‘‘stainless banner! ”? Bosh ! 
He’ll find, for all his valorous vaunts, 
That little game won’t wash, 
Fancy they hint the same of me, 
The dolts whose shields I strike; 
But anyhow my lance is free 
To couch ’gainst whom I like, 


First Free Lance, 


Pst! Caracole, my coal-bl 
The populace love se se steed | 


To nedding plumes they give 
At least ths so in jet ie good heed ; 


i 
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REAL MUSIC OF TrRE FUTURE. 


Sianor FocHorRNI, THE GREAT HIBERNIAN BAsso-TENORE RoBUSTO-PROFONDO, IS SO DISGUSTED AT THE FRIVOLITY OF CON- 
TEMPORARY MUSICAL TASTE (WHICH IS NOT RIPE ENOUGH TO APPRECIATE HIM), THAT HE GIVES UP ALL ATTEMPTS TO PLEASE THE 
PRESENT GENERATION: HE BUYS A PA#ONOGRAPH INSTEAD, AND DEVOTES HIS ENERGIES TO SINGING FOR POSTERITY, BY APPLYING 
HIS EAR TO THIS MARVELLOUS INSTRUMENT IMMEDIATELY AFTER SINGING INTO IT, HE NOT ONLY HEARS HIS SONG ECHOED BACK TO 
HIM OUT OF THE DIM FUTURE, BUT HE ALSO HEARS THE RAPTUROUS APPLAUSE OF UNBORN MILLIONS ! 

[With Mr. Punch's compliments and apologies to Mr. Edison and Colonel Gouraud, 


A Gallic Galahad! Yonder youth 
Is of another strain, 

Much less like Lancelot, in sooth, 
Than Gareth or Gawaine. 


Second Free Lance. 


‘* How sweet are looks that ladies bend 
On whom their favours fall ! 

For them I battle to the end 
To save from shame and thrall.” 

Ah, limpid Laureate, Primrose Dames 
Rain favours upon me; 

But as to championing their claims 
A outrance !/—we shall see ! 


First Free Lance. 


** When on my goodly charger borne 
Through cheering towns I go,”’ 

Biowirz my bounce and blague may scorn, 
But zs he ‘in the know?” 

Condottiert sometimes come 
Like Srorza, to the front. 

Yon springald whom some deem a hum 
May still prove ‘‘in the hunt.’ 


Second Free Lance, 


‘* A maiden knight—to me is given 
Such hope, I know not fear. 

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven 
That often meet me here.” 

Humph! In or out I shall not blench, 
But later I may find 

The ‘‘ heaven” of the Treasury Bench 
A little to my mind. 


First Free Lance. 


I know my trade; with lance and blade 
To fame I’ll carve my way, 
My foes are parlously afraid, 
Whatever they may say. 
Yon Briton is a Puck-like elf ; 
Seems out of it at present ; 
But he, like me, can make himself 
Confoundedly unpleasant ! 
Second Free Lance. 


Ho, there! Where go you, good my 
friend ? 
You fight—beneath whose flag ? 
First Free Lance. 
I go for Glory! That’s my end! 


Second Free Lance. 
And mine. May sound like brag. 
First Free Lance, 


Oh, not at all! We shall arrive! 
But by what road,—who knows ? 
I’ll show my friends that I’m alive 


Second Free Lance. 
And I’ll inform my foes! 
[| Exeunt severally, 


End of Anarchy! 
ORDER EVERYWHERE—Mr. Punch’s 


ee A tm) | Sor 1889. 
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, “ FREE LANCES!” 


First Free Lance (Bovunancer). ‘‘ AHA!—I GO TO DISTINGUISH MY-SELF!!” Second FREE LANCE (GRANDOLPH). ‘Sf AHEM !—SO DO Il!” [ Exeunt severally, 


December 8, 1888.] 


‘‘Ts THERE ANY WAY ACROSS THIS ?”—‘* Do’NAW.” 
‘*DoESN’T YOUR FATHER GO THIS WAY ? 


Ace CITY+EDY i. 


*'THERE’s a corner in pork, and a starling 
Is building her nest in the corner ; 
And it’s oh, (it is always oh) my darling 
There is hope in the heart of your City Jack 
HORNER, 
Who sits in the corner to pull out a plum. 
Then hey, for the bonny bright day that will 
come 
For you and for me, my darling! 


‘*Money was hard, and your father was hard— 
Yarely is piping the starling— 
And we were depress’d as coffee or lard, 
But firm as copper, my darling ! 


**And your mother was brisk as inquiries for 
wheat— 
Cotton is weak in the glooming— 
For she thought that love’s call we should 
fail to meet, 
But like shard-borne beetles at twilight sweet 
The Jan Van Beers went booming. 


** And bacon closed with a steady tone, 
Like choristers clearly quiring, 

And hogs were ten points up, my own, 

Like the solemn pine on the mountain lone, 
Or pinnacles, cloud-aspiring. 

‘* And closing prices, and stocks and shares 
Are fair with a future pleasure, 

As I wander, a victim to shocks and stares, 
In my mooning hours of leisure. 


‘‘ For tin is as quiet as eventide, 
And ribs like the sun declining; 

But rails rule firm as my winsome bride, 
And love looks up like mining. 

‘‘ And it’s oh, my love, my love, 
And it’s oh, my dear, my dear! | 

I’ve done good work with the corner in pork, 
And better with Jan Van Beer.” 
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VERY SIMPLE. 
‘‘Ign’T THERE A BRIDGE ANYWHERE ?”—‘‘ Do’NAW.” 
How DOES HE GET ACROSS ?”—‘* GENER’Y JOOMPS IT!” 


Thus ee the uncouth swain to the bulls and 
ears 
While the still morn went out in shirtings 


grey ; 
He Pe the tender stops of booms and 
scares, 
With eager thought warbling his Mincing 


Lay. 
He thon without alarm of settling day, 
Nor jumped with panic fear when prices fell 
Crashing, but every eve he took his way 
To Tooting, all his tale of love to tell 
While the stars rose, and wild swans left their 


haunts, 
Stags sought the pools, and the grand 
elephants 
Waved their Grand Trunks aloft, and all 
was well. 


POOH-BAH-RINCTON HALL, ST. JAMES’S. 


Hap Brantinghame Hall been written by 
anybody else but Mr. W. S. GitBeErt, how 
he, the author of Engaged and Ruddigore, 
would have chaffed it! How amateurish he 
would have considered the monotony of the 
stage-management, and how unmercifully he 
would have ridiculed the familiar melodra- 
matic characters, with their old-fashioned 
melodramatic staginess of action and dialogue. 
‘‘T would be alone!’’ exclaims the broken- 
hearted old nobleman. ‘‘Let me pass!” 
exclaims the heroine, addressing the villain, 
who is not opposing her progress, and, if he 
were, she has the door open immediately 
behind her by which she has just entered. 
The villain mutters curses as he tein 
seats himself at a table. There is the goo 
old family solicitor, the lost heir turning up 
again, the mortgage to be foreclosed by the 
villain, who, of course, is ready to sell every- 


body up, if the persecuted heroine will not 
be his bride. There are a girl and boy, whose 
fun would be in keeping with the topsy-turvy 
eccentricities of a Savoy comic opera, but 
who are absurdly unnatural in the real life 
which the comedy is supposed to represent. 
Miss NEInson is young and pretty. As yet 
she cannot act, and the sooner she earns 
what she has evidently been taught to con- 
sider acting the better for her future histrionic 
career. Mr. BARRINGTON is Mr. BARRINGTON 
with a palpably sham scalp. Poor Pooh- 
Bah-rington! how he must regret having 
quitted the gay Savoyards! At the finish of 
the play Miss Nerison has to murmur, ‘‘ Let 
us pray,’ or only the word “‘ pray,” appa- 
rently addressed to the audience, who, not 
having come to laugh, were unwilling to 
remain to pray, especially as at that moment 
the curtain was descending, and the piece 
was past praying for. 


A Most Happy Thought. 


An admirable suggestion has been offered 
to the CHANCELLOR of the EXCHEQUER, 
namely, the proposal of “substituting for 
the Wheel-Tax a stamp duty on bills, posters, 
placards, and other mural advertisements.” 
Avery high amount of duty might be charged 
on those eyesores and nuisances without 
abating them, but in order to render it an 
alternative for the Wheel-Tax, the stamp 
must not be so heavy as to stamp them out. 


ECCLESIASTICAL CSARISM.—Julius v. (he 
Bishop of Oxford. 


Tue Party or BovuLanaER.—Loafers. 


PO 
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Hi 4 aa (New Society Version.) 


“There is almost a craze for green in the world 
of fashion.””—Daily News on “ Evening Dress.” 


Belle of the Ball sings :— 


Ox, some may bless the Emerald Isle, 
Some count her as our foe, 


} = \ 

jms Pe eT) ies did smil 
Persie SLY UT PPR For me, whilst Summer skies did smile, 
a ait Snell rt Now Winter winds do blow,— 

Ware ee 7) Whether in sunshine or in wet, 


(Though loyal to my Queen,) 
I kept and keep, without regret, 
The Wearing of the Green. 


Sweet tint! I love you passing well 
With lilac at my breast, 
Laburnum in my skirts’ broad swell, 
I look quite at my best. 
I overheard Lord RoNALD say 
That I’m the Emerald Queen. 
May failure banish not away 
The Wearing of the Green ! 


Nay, Marr, why that bitter sneer ? 
Home Ruler? Fiddle-de-dee! 

I’m anti-Irish quite, my dear, 
Like all Society. 

I dote upon our brave BALFOUR, 
PARNELL inspires my splee ; 

But all the same I do adore 

The Wearing of the Green! 


Oh, I care not for the Thistle. 
And I care not for the Rose ; 

But when the North winds whistle, 
Or when June noonday glows 

Reds, blues, and pinks go triendless, 
No gaudy tints are seen ; 

But I love with love that’s endless 
The Wearing of the Green ! 


O sea-green silk; O sea-weed stuff! 
O verdant tintings all! 

Ye suit my beauty well enough 
At dinner, rout, or ball. 

How long the fashion yet may live 
Remaineth to be seen ; 

But while it lasts my heart I’ll give 
To the Wearing of the Green! 


A Mopret Maw or Bustness.—The Hor- 
LINGSHEAD Testimonial List is open up to the 
end of the week. Apply to W. H. Grir- 
FITHS, Hon. Secretary, Shaftesbury Theatre. 
There never was a straighter and more trust- 
worthy Manager of a Theatre than Prac- 
tical JoHN atthe Gaiety. His ‘‘ No” meant 
‘*No,”’ and his ‘‘ Yes’? meant ‘‘ Yes.’”? Sono 
one could mistake his ‘‘Ayes” for his 
‘‘Noes”’; peeerently there were no written 
agreements and no disagreements. Will he 
write his Reminiscences of the Gaiety as a 
new edition of the Chronicles of HoLLmneés- 
HEAD (JOHN) ? 


AN OPEN SECRET. 


Mendicant, ‘‘ Prry ’Po ig — ae 

: oR BL—— Gent. ‘No ; I—Ad—NEVAR——” 

° . UJ : ; ) 

ant nt (forgetting himself). ‘‘UcH! ’CAUSE YER’VE GOT A SHINEY ’AT, AN’ A HEYE- ee ee 
» AN A “REACH-ME-DOWN’ HULSTER, AN’ A NOBBY STICK, YER THINKS YERSELF SOMEBODY!” (New Society Version.) 


YANKEE Doop Le comes to town, 
Possessed of many a ‘‘ pony” ; 


 ciistyade HOW TO SCORE AT FOOTBALL. Bringing his lovely daughter with 
easthat the i ne ye ee of sheer ruffianism into the Football Field of late, it is quite A view to Ma-tri-mo-ny. 
state of things Ae ra 1 ong fh the points in that game should be modified to meet this new Yankee doodle-doodle-doo! 
ilick time to rescane or Tries,” indeed! Why count such merely adventitious trifles ? The dollars come in handy, 
question of patccniont tae the fact that the aim of the players is eae rom the all-important Even to Dooks who have too few, 
aiaim, and, if nero ey), ae so rece to win the game as to pound and pummel, mutilate and But know the Ars Amandi. 
Pheniwe'shall be samraety ne eac poses _Let, therefore, the rules be adjusted to the facts. Yankee Doodle rails at rank 
and the Thumpinston a in oe , that in a match between—say, the Mudford Mutilators That is for home consum tion 4 
won the game by tro seat e nestormnper team, (or, what is the same thing, gang of roughs) But at swell relatives the Yank | 

egth, seven smashed rib.” — broken collar-bones, and four injured spines, as against one Don’t kick,—he’s too much gumpti 
and honest way of scoring ie — minor maimings scored by the latter. This literal Yankee doodle-doodle-doo! . es 
doubtless induce all who rack ra aed enlighten the public as to its real nature, and Love is sweet as candy, [blue 
scene of ignoble rowdyism known as Ae cotta ace natural bullies to keep out of that His daughters ‘‘ soe blood that’s 


Scarce spoils the British dandy. 


Se 
ee 
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House of Commons, Monday Night, November 26.—“ Topsy, M.P., 
Sir,’”’ said JEREMIAH SULLIVAN, of the Irish Constabulary ; ‘‘in my 
| time I’ve made a good many arrests, but never before did I arrest 
the attention of the House of Commons; and bedad! if I can help it, 
I won’t do it again.” 

A decent-looking man, JEREMIAH; a fine specimen of Irish 
Constabulary, but just now in rather limp condition. 

‘‘ JerEMIAH,”’ I said, ‘‘ these Lamentations are natural enough on 
your part. You’ve got into a mess; but cheer up; BaLrour will 
never desert you. In the meantime let this be a ‘lesson to you. 
Beware of females; run not. after them. She is bad, but SHEEHY 
you find is a syllable worse.’ 

JEREMIAH a little ‘hee with this simple impressive harangue ; 

set altogether with proceedings of evening. Told me all about it. 
Had poe handed to him to serve upon Member for South Galwa 
“‘ Where ’ll I find him ?” said Sortrvan. ‘‘ House of Commons only 


known address in London,” says Superintendent. So JEREMIAH took: thin 
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train for London, and’bus to Westminster. Found way into Octagon 
Hall; admired statues of Lord JoHn RvssELL, and very big man 
with colossal legs and stupendous marble “coat- flaps labelled, 
‘‘TppESLEIGH”’?; found two rows of people waiting at end ot 
corridor leading to Commons. 

‘*Ts this the House of Commons?” says JERMEIAH, vainly looking 
for door-plate. 

‘*Tt is,’ said a Polite Policeman. 

‘Well, I’ve called’: upon Mr. SHEEHY,” says JEREMIAH, 
there a knocker to the House- door, or d’ye ring a bell ?” 

‘*No,” says the Policeman. ‘You send in your eyard.” 

JEREMIAH produced ‘‘cyard” with a flourish; handed it to 
Policeman between tips of thumb and finger, as he had seen the 
gentry do on the ee 

‘* Maybe,” sa EREMIAH to himself, “if the master’s not at® 
ey as ine into the kitchen, and give me a drop of some- 


eT, 


home, ¢ 
hing.” 


then SHEEHY discovered sauntering 


Waited quarter of an hour ; 


down corridor. : ate 
‘SWho wants Mr. SHEEHY ° ” Polite Policeman bawled. 


‘‘Tyoth an’ I do,” said JERE- 


MIAH. 

‘Then step inside,” said the 
PP 

JerrmiAnadvanced. SHEEHY, 
thinking it was a constituent, 
warmly shook hands with him. 
JEREMIAH much touched at this 
friendliness ; 
SHEEHY eVl- 
dently going to 
make things 


~ 
——— S 


SS 


pleasant; so 
y EREMIAH 
whispered in 
his ear,— 


“*T’ve got a 
little summons 
for you, Sorr. 
Would youstep 
outside, and ac- 
cept service ?”’ 

‘What!” 
roared SHEEHY, 
aud bolted into 
House. 

“And wid 
that,” said JE- 
REMIAH, mop- 


i) ei 
ae Oh! 


Sk, Sei 
2S oye ing his moist 
Sending in his Cyard. ‘orehead, ‘I 


heard nothing more till I was taken before a lot o’ gintlemen in 
a small room with nothing to drink and accused of undermining 
the British Constitution. It was a sore day when I left Limerick, 
and when I get back, begorrah, I’ll go no more a visiting the gentry.” 

Business done.—Land Purchase Bill in Committee. Very dull. 
Suerny suddenly bolts in; breathlessly declares he has had sum- 
mons served on him in precincts of the House; uproar; confusion ; 
Select Committee appointed to consider affair; Sitting suspended till 
Ten o’Clock ; then Committee on Land Purchase Bill resumed. Con- 
tinued at it till early morning, with pretty appearance of nothing 
particular haying happened in meanwhile. 


Tuesday.—DonaLD CURRIE wants to know what’s this about 
SruaRt-RENDELL and the G. 0. M.? S. R. has placed his house at 
his disposal during stay in London; now making holiday arrange- 
ments for him in the winter; keeping open house at Naples with a 
back garden and property trees to cut down before breakfast. 

‘‘A gross infringement of : 
my patent,” says Currin. ‘I 
invented that at least four 
years ago. Who took him out 
touring round the coast in the 
Grantully Castle? Who gave 
him a cheap trip all round 
the Island? Who fetched his 
medicine, and who warmed his 
gruel? Who smoothed his pil- 
low and looked after him gene- 
rally ?” 

‘“Why you did,” I said, 
entering warmly into his en- 
thusiasm. ‘‘ And when he got 
well he made you a Baronet. 
Now you’ve joined the other 
gentlemen of England, and try 
to thwart his policy.” 

‘Just so; but that sort of 
thing ought to be protected by 
law, like any other invention. 
I don’t mind being imitated. 
Have often heard O1p Mo- 
RALITY say that the sincerest 
imitation is flattery. But let 
due acknowledgment be made. 
Let Sruarr Renpett unto 
CurRIE the things that are 
Donatn’s.” And the old 
gentleman, thrusting his hands 
he trousers’ pockets, angrily 
trode off. Glad he went away just then 
sation was getting a little mixed, and he 
me as if J had been infringing his patent, 


He strode away in anger. 


So angry that his conver- 
was beginning to look at 
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Quiet night in House ; much disappointment among Irish Members 
who know summonses are out againstthem. Found them wandering 
about the Corridor where valiant SHzrHy met JEREMIAH SULLIVAN ; 
perambulating outer lobby ; knocking up against any man who looks 
like member of Royal Irish Constabulary ; draw a blank. Police 
wary after last night’s scene. Positively decline to serve sum- 
monses, and SHEEHY left in sole possession of pre-eminence. 

‘Business done.—Land Purchase Bill in Committee. 

Thursday.—Howorru wants to know how about the Aged P.—not 
Wemmick’s father, who lived in a little wooden cottage at Walworth 
surrounded by a moat, the object _of 
tenderest solicitude on the part of his 
son. It was Aged Prelates HowortTH 
was anxious about. Seems there 
are two in England and Wales over 
seventy-seven, and three whose years 
have reached fourscore. HoworTrH 
thinks it’s time they should retire. If 
not, will Orp Moratiry bring in a 
Bill rendering retirement compulsory ? 
Before he could answer, JounsTon, of 
Ballykilbeg, on his feet, his aggressive 
beard waving like blood-red flag. 

‘‘ All very well,” he shouted, ‘* to 
talk about the Aged P., but what 
about the Aged G.? If some Bishops 
are seventy-seven and others eighty, 
how old is GLADSTONE?” 

JoHNsTON has ’em there; sits down 
triumphantly. Orp Morauiry declines 
to do little sum. ‘‘Ha! ha!” says 
Jounston, truculently waving his 
blood-red beard. 

As for Aged P.’s, Orp Moratiry 
makes interesting statement that, 
‘‘the more aged they get, the more 
active are they in the discharge of 
their duties and the fuller their pos- 
session of their mental faculties.” 
House laughs riotously. But this 
nothing to its uproarious delight over 
OxLp MorAtity’s summary of the Plan 
of Campaign at Suakim. British 
troops ordered to Suakim ; storm of anxious questions from all parts 
of House as to what they are to do there, what will follow on new 
expedition,jand who is to pay the cost ? 

‘© T wish,” said OLD Moratiry, pulling out his stock of eopy-book 
headings, ‘‘ to be perfectly frank and candid with the House. A few 
battalions of troops are being moved from Cairo to Suakim, and they 
will be moved back again from Suakim to Cairo.” 

House roared with laughter. ABRAHAM (Glamorganshire, not 
Arabia), inflating his bosom, softly sings :— 

“The gallant Duke of YorK! he had ten thousand men, 
He marched them up to top of hill, and marched them down again.’” 


Ox~p Moratiry began to feel uncomfortable. Surely hadn’t made 


Letter-writer to the’ Times. 
‘‘ Let me at him!”’ 


another joke like last week, when he dropped into declaration of |: 


Home Rule principles? Hurriedly turned over copy-book headings. 
No; there it was all right. Firmly repeated. ‘' Troops are being 
moved from Cairo to Suakim, and would be moved back from Suakim 
to Cairo.’”’? House goes into shrieks of laughter. Ox~p Moratiry, 
gazing round with dumbly inquiring look, concludes he had better 
sit down, which he does. 

‘‘They’re too much for me, sometimes, ToBy,” he said wearily. 
oe break out, laughing when I was never so serious in my 

e 


Pretty lively night all through till Half-past Eleven, when news 
comes from Holborn. Satisfaction impartie distributed. First it 
was said Liberal had got in; Opposition rose like one man and madly 
cheered; turned out that Conservative had kept the seat; Minis- 
terialists up now, vociferously shouting. Each having had their 
turn, both went home. * 

Business done.—Land Purchase Bill read Third Time. 


Friday.—A. good long grind at Committee of Supply. Got man 
votes—one on behalf of distressed Spaniards, a renlared goats 
ance to Great Britain in time of Peninsular War. Only five of 
these remarkably lusty Raatat living. Money cheerfully voted, in 
spite of nasty remarks from Irish Members. 

Must be getting on in life now,” said Howorrn. ‘‘ Aged 
Prelates nothing to these Aged Peninsulars, who fought against 
BONAPARTE eighty-four years ago,” 

“There is nothing further from my intention than to hide any- 
thing from. the House,” said Op Moratity, who had recovered his 
spirits; ‘‘ but Age is always Venerable.” That settled it. Vote 
agreed to. 

Business done.—In Committee of Supply. 


Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
or Wrapper. To this rule 
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A GROVE OF BLARNEY. 


Str G. G., Director of the Royal College of Music, wrote last week 
to the Zimes a letter, complaining that nobody knows anything 
about the Scholarships of 
his Institution the R. C. M. 
The letter was evidently 
intended for a musical set- 
ting, and not having time 
at our disposal for this, we 
will just give one extract, 
with our idea of what it 
\@s wants to make it half effec- 
NW] tive, so as to reach the 
# masses. 

He wrote thus: — ‘* The 
Prince of Wales” (Triwm- 
{| phal Hymn — “‘ Bless the 
\Wieeteeeny | Prince,’ §-c.), “with great 

} any} \\ wisdom” (Harps and trum- 

noe \\ pets ; wind and string ; obbli- 
\\ gato pomposo), ‘‘as it seems 
\ to me” (so ’umble! bless 
AWW him! Violin squirmoso. . 
D> But it is well to remind Sir 
G. G. that Sir A. S. has 
already used this very 
phrase in the great duet 
between Bouncer and Cox, in Cox and Box, ‘‘Or as it seems to me,” 
** precisely,” ‘‘ quite so,” ‘‘then we both agree,” &c.), ‘‘ ordained,” 
(full orchestra, fortissimo crasho, majestosissimo grandissimo) 
—and then follows what the superior wisdom had ordained; 
namely, that throughout the length and breadth of the land the 
municipal bodies should make known the existence of these scholar- 
ships which are like the Waverley Pen ‘‘ a boon and a blessing to men.” 
So mote it be! After Mr. Punch has suggested the proper musical 
form of publicity, it ought not, at all events, to be Sir GrorcE 
Grove of Blarney’s fault, if his ships, his well-found scholar-ships, 
are not duly manned. 


\) 
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Sir George Grove writing a long note. 


MR. PUNCH’S ‘CHRISTMAS ANNUAL” ALPHABET. 


A is the Christmas Annual (so called, you may remember, 

Because it’s set-up in July, and published in September). 

B is the ees stealing jam—with pinafore and fist messy ! 

(This style of ‘‘ Coloured Subject” is considered very Christmassy.) 
C is the Carol, sung in snow. If anybody bets on it, ___ [on it. 
We’ll wager there’s a window-blind somewhere, with silhouettes 
D is the Dancing in the Hall, where you’ll a tiny flirt see 

In rollicking ‘‘ Sir Roger” make her Grandpapa a curtsey. 

E is the Editorial, which explains each illustration. 

(In many cases not a work of super-erogation !) 

F is the Fun, which we should not—perhaps we’re hyper-critical !— 
At any other time of year particularly witty call. 

G is the Girl with tennis-bat, inside a hammock sleeping, | 
Charming, and with the Season, too, so thoroughly in keeping ! 

H stands for Holly. Formerly some pretty maid with joy cut it, 

If Artists brought in Holly now—the Editor would boycott it! 

I is the Ice, of course, a crowd of merry school-boys skating on it— 
But, as the subject’s overdone, we need not be dilating on it. 

J is the Jollity in which all hearts should join harmonic ; : 

But Annuals ‘‘in the movement”’ take a point of view sardonic. 
K’s Kissing ’neath the Mistletoe. Once everyone was doing it: 

All high-class Illustrators now are rigidly tabooing it. 

L is the Log they burnt at Yule. ’Tis long ago since we did it! 
These patent gas-stoves possibly have somewhat superseded it. 

M stands for Mistletoe—and here we should require apology, 

Did we omit some mention of ‘‘ Druidical Theology.” 

N is the Novelist whose tale is portioned ’mongst the pictures, 

(As no one ever reads it, he is safe from any strictures.) 

O is Originality—why han‘er for a touch of it ? soe shor it) 
The Public’s quite contented, though they mayn’t be given much 
P’s Pathos; if your eye is moist, be not ashamed to dab it! 

It 7s a touching subject—‘‘ Child, with invalided rabbit.” 

Q is the Queen of Twelfth Night Feast, by drawing lots elected, 
But that comes after Christmas, and may safely be neglected! 

R stands for Robin. How upon his breast they used to dash on 

The liberal crimson! now the bird is fallen out of fashion. 

S is the Satire, harmless chaff on Persons in Society. 

(‘* Smart’? Annuals supply it now in every variety.) 


VOL. XCV. 


T’s a good Title: ‘‘SeLxmxk hears the distant church-bells chime.” 

Or—‘‘ Prehistoric Christmas, in the Tertiary Time.” 

U is the Undecided Man, who tries to choose an Annual, [new all} 

From the dozens on the bookstall, where they look so spick and span 

V is the Verse, which Editors o’er vacant spaces scatter, 

It generally rhymes and scans—if not, it wouldn’t matter ! 

W’’s the Wrapper; as a work of Art, it is surprising, 

And forms the best of mediums, too, for those who’re advertising. 

X is the Xtra Supplement. Subscribers who are slatterns, 

May find their taste corrected by the ‘‘ Gratis Sheet of Patterns.” 

¥ stands for Yule—a term which makes some people rather restive, 

But it means the same as ‘‘ Christmas,” and, in print, it looks more 
festive! | 

Z is the Zest with which (although there’s little new or funny in ’em), 

We pounce upon the Annuals, and invest our surplus money in ’em. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


A MIsTAKEN PRESCRIPTION.—You have totally misread our recipe. 
It was not three ‘‘ pints” of Condy’s Fluid that you were to haye 
added to the basin of water which was to have served as a refreshing 
lotion for your face, but three drops. The result, of course, can only 


‘| have been what you have described. We are not surprised to hear 


that your face has become a deep rich orange-brown. This is, of 
course, a little awkward, if you happen to be dining out. But you 
must not be impatient. It will possibly wear itself off in the course 
of a few months. 

A STRENGTHENING REGIMEN.—When you say that you feel at 
times ‘‘as if a steam-roller were going over you,” you describe your 
preptons, no doubt, accurately, but there is really nothing serious 
the matter with you. You had, however, perhaps, better take a 
tumbler of hot cod~-liver oil, mixed with rum, before your meals, five 


times a day, and every half-hour a good wine-glass of Bloxter’s 


Dyspeptic Elixir, alternating this, if you find the former pall a little 
upon you, with a quart of real turtle, water-gruel, or Fincher’s 
Prepared Magnesia Paste. Keep to a generous diet, and eat as much 
pork, pastry, pickles, cheese, cucumbers, anchovies, and walnuts, as 
you can conveniently manage. Should the slight giddiness you 
mention continue, or even increase, after you have habituated your- 
self to this diet, endeavour to run a mile immediately after every 
meal, when no doubt it will pass off. A persistent effort in this 
direction for six months will make another man of you. By the 
bye, do not forget your hot mustard plunge-bath before going to bed 
every night. 

Huntine ProsiemM.—lIt is a pity that before inviting your sporting 
friends down to your new “‘ place,” and promising them a mount, you 
did not discover that not a pack of hounds met anywhere en 
twenty-five miles of it. However, you are evidently doing your best 
to remedy your mistake. Your sending off a cheque for ten pounds 
to the Battersea Home for Lost Dogs, with a request that the 
Manager would forward you ‘‘immediately by return” a miscella- 
neous dozen of them, and your opening negotiations with the local 
circus to which you refer, to get up something like a meet on your 
lawn on the morrow of your friends’ arrival, were both happy inspi- 
rations. Perhaps the circus people a hak be able to supply you with 
a tame fox, or, if nothing better could be found, even a performing 
bear, which would almost complete your arrangements for your 
anticipated ‘‘run.”’ If your friends are not very “‘ keen,’ we dare 
say you will pull the thing through comfortably enough. Anyhow, 
we shall be glad to hear from you how it has gone off. 

EHconomicaL WHEbDING....5-(=—————— 
SENT.—We should certainly have! LATEST ADDITION TO THE 

ROYAL ACADEMY. 


thought that the young couple 

ou mention would have been 
fickle delighted with the three- 
and-sixpenny set of bedroom fire- 
irons with which you presented 
them, and would much have ap- 
preciated your kind offer to change 
them either for a black coal 
scuttle, metal gravy spoon, roll- 
ing-pin or kitchen umbrella if 
they would rather have preferred 
one of the above-named articles, 
and we cannot understand your | 
haying received no acknowledg- | 
ment of your gift. As, however, | 
the presents will probably be dis- | 
played at the woul breakfast, | 
and ticketed with the donor’s | 
names, perhaps you might find it | 
more agreeable to be out of the | 
way. Weshould advise you to ab-. | 
sent yourself from the ceremony, | 


Burgess had been made an R.A. 
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Sir F. L-ght-n. Good boys! 
Renaissance moyes ; 


non-resident ; 
“And oh, the happiness 
H-rs-l-y. No doubt 
boy, are nothing i 
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IT hope you’ll find the ‘‘ precious spark,” Sir 
FREDERICK, in my scuttle. 
What fitter place for ‘‘ fire-germs 


merum nectar—honey merely. 
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to Royal Academicians, from the President's Address).— Ie YoU WANT A THING WELL DONE, DO IT YOURSELVES.” 
T-d-ma. ‘‘ Confectionery,” H-rs-t-y! If 


u quote, man, do not garble. 


yo : : 
”? You’re | But what d’ye think, Sir Freperick, of my 


hip-bath carved in marble ? 


the new Prometheus, clearly, ; be 
_And your language, well, you know, it’s Ce ve or Pompeii, aye, or even happy 
reston, 
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Produce a thing it would more truly please 
Str F. L-ght-n, Most admirable, Atma! When the chisel 
or the pencil utensil, 
Of the true Promethean artist shapes the humblest house- 
Then the chill Philistine world will feel ‘‘the vital flame of 
beauty,” 
A consummation we must aid. ’Tis clearly Art’s first duty. 
M-rks. Of course! A common kettle is a brutal bit of work ; 
But when ’tis no more ‘‘Sukey,” but a penguin, crane, or stork, 
With a handle like a pair of wings, a spout that’s like a beak, 
Then, by Jove! it knocks CELLINI to the middle of next week. 
Str F. L-ght-n. Your rhetoric, my M-Rxs, is not too sugary 
or saccharine. 
M-rks. Well, I don’t mind something prettyish to put my 
beer or bacca in ; 
But as to pretty-pretty in my patter—that’s all flummery. 
Sir F, L-ghi-n. Well, your kettle does you credit, though 
your style 7s somewhat summary. 
The true receptive readiness, the growing malleability, 
The definite intuition, the zesthetical agility, 
That England lacks so sadly, will, no doubt, increase by culture, 
And a fork that’s like an eagle, or a spoon that apes a vulture, 
Perchance im ¢2me will turn a guzzling Aldermanic ninny 
Into a much more suitable companion for a PLiny. 
Fancy Philistia civilised through the kitchen and the pantry 
Pompeii left a blesseder bequest than—we’ll say CHANTREY. 
Orch-rds-n. From bluntness of perception there’s no doubt 
the public suffers 
But this decorative candlestick, and these xesthetic snuffers, 
I fancy ought to fetch it, and to make in its dull head room 
For an adequate perception of Art-beauty in the bedroom. 
Sir F. L-ght-n. I’m glad you take my cue, dear Q., and see 
that what I simply meant cement. 
Was this, that Art should permeate the humblest household im- 
M-ll-s, Simply! Well, that’s a twister. Though you’re 
truly Ciceronian, 
In exuberant verbosity you’re transcendently Gladstonian, 
I won’t say meretricious, that would make your fine taste queasy, 
But I’m hanged if you are simple, and I’m dashed if you are 


your eye to rest on? 


easy. 
That ‘‘ fire-germ of living beauty,” in a lamp now, or a ladle, 
In a spit, or in a pipkin, in a cauldron or a cradle, 
What precisely 2s its meaning ? 
And I think you ’ll twig at once, 
I conceive I’ve found my métier. 
P-ynt-r. : Then I hope you won't get out of it ! 
The apt: is important in its way, there’s not a doubt 
of it. [relish it 
Tis the Englishman’s Palladium, but do you think he’ll 
A morsel more, if, with Minerva’s owl, we chaps embellish it ? 
Sir F. L-ght-n. That precisely is the object of our latest Art 
evangel. an angel.” 
M-li-s. Well, upon the strings of eloquence you “* fiddle like 
But we are not now at Liverpool, nor with CeLLrni toiling. 
How can we banish Ugliness, yet keep our own pots boiling ? 
That’s what I want to know, dear boy! 
Sir F. L-ght-n. No longer worship Mammon! 
M-il-s. Humph! Coming from us fellows, don’t you think 
that sounds like gammon ? 
Sir F. L-ght-n. Let’s generate an atmosphere that does not 
reek of money ; 
Shun all that smacks of clap-trap, or is focussed to the funny. 
Yes! Glittering gold should have no fascination for the 
Master, (plaster. 
His aim should always be High Art, though clothed in vulgar 
M-li-s. Mine is in meerschaum, as you see, this time. But 
fancy smoking [ joking. 
My well-loved baccy in this thing! Sir FREDERICK, you are 
Can we expect the public to develop ‘‘ intuition” 
Upon what’s set before it at our Annual Exhibition, 
here the vulgar and the vapid, like the gazers, crush and jostle ? 
Of course, FRED, if a fellow means to be an Art Apostle 
And take his vows of poverty—— 
All, : Oh, hang it, that’s not good enough ! 
M-ll-s. And toil enough, and stint enough, and o’er his labour 
brood enough, [and Fashion— 
And shun the Swells, and cut the Clubs, and chuck up Fun 
In fact pursue his mission with self- sacrificing passion ; 
He may, perchance, in time, assist in definitely moulding 
That oublie taste which you have been so eloquently scolding. 
But—who ts going to begin? Mammon must be resisted, 
If the best talent in the Cause of Beauty be enlisted. 
Her cause is a most glorious one, we Artists should be leal to it ; 
But if we’d smash the Golden Calf, ’tis clear we must not 
kneel to it! 


Look at my Perambulator, 
Joun. As Domestic Decorator 
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WILL MAKE You sick! Donr#£ATso MUCH!” [Patient chooses the Yacht. 
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A CHOICE OF EVILS. 


Doctor. ‘‘ WELL, THERE ’S ONLY ONE THING FOR YOU TO DO—YOU MUST 


co YACHTING FOR NINE MONTHS !” 


Patient. ‘OH! THAT COSTS SO MUCH MONEY—BESIDES I’M A BAD SAILOR 


—IS THERE NO ALTERNATIVE ?” 


Doctor. ‘‘ WELL—YES—BY NO MEANS AN EXPENSIVE ONE—NOR ONE THAT 


OH (FOLK) LAW! 


Mr. ANDREW LANG, in his Presidential address to the members of the 
Folk Lore Society, alluded to modern slang expressions as belonging to a 


branch of popular etymology. He particularly alluded to the ‘‘ Oof bird,” 


which, he said, ‘‘ he understood to refer in some way to the accumulation 
of wealth.” He suggested that it might be argued that ‘* Oof was a cor- 
ruption of the French uf, an egg, and that reference was made to the 
Goose with the Golden Eggs.” Always ready to assist historical research, 
Mr. Punch gives a few ancient phrases, with their probable derivations :— 

‘‘ 411 Round my Hat!” Evidently connected with the noble house 
of Crctt, who resided at Hatfield. Queen ExizaperH once visited a 
Satispury at Hatfield, and, doubtless, asked to be taken ‘‘ round.” 

‘‘ Pop Goes the Weasel!’ Connected with the spending of money 
=‘'That’s the way the money goes—Pop goes the Weasel!” To ‘‘ pop” 
is a quaint expression for raising money on the security of personalty of 
an insignificant description. ‘‘ Pop goes the Weasel” may be read, ** the 
weasel goes pop—or popping,” ¢.e., visits a pawnbroker. Whya weasel 
should have been selected is unknown, unless the animal was the crest of 
some of the earlier Lombards. This is not impossible, as a weasel is 
described asa creature that can never be caught slumbering ; denoting, 
therefore, a fund of extra intelligence, 

‘““Or any other Man.” ‘This catch-phrase was very. popular some ten 
or twenty years (time passes so swiftly) ago. No doubt it should be 
‘Cauthor man.” An ‘‘author” man is, nine times out of ten, superior to 
any one else, and thus the saying, which was originated with a view to 
create attention, is calculated to carry out that object. Itis said that it 
was invented in the time of CHARLES THE SECOND, but this may be 
because the first to use the phrase was a Christy Minstrel, who may have 
been a descendant of the guard that attended the dowry of Madras which 
the swarthy Stewart took on his marriage to his wife. 

It need be scarcely added that Mr. Punch will be glad to receive ary 
further information on the subject that any member of the Folk-Lore 
Society may be pleased to send to him. He would receive it for the 
sake of ‘* Auld Lang Syne,” as their President Merry ANDREW would say. 
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PLAY-TIME ALL ROUND. 


s hi i in the new opéra 

Rogerts himself is as funny as ever Im 
bouffe, ONaday. at the Avenue Theatre, though he has not ag pro- 
vided with sufficient material for wy vee bua, a x Aes aD 
to now. His lesson in deportment to the Laces, eel Fah 

to behave at a Linen-draper's, 18 capita! 7un. | 

pe et sateat Christmas-time, there will be something intro- 
duced into the Third Act, where the tun somewhat flags. The 
“Zim zim zig-a-zg” duet is amusing, and obtains as many encores 


as ArrHuR Roserts and his very talented assistant Mlle. VANONI 
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The two Zig-a-Zigs showing a clean pair of heels to the Audience. 


feel inclined to take. When they are exhausted, they shake the 
dust of the stage off their shoes at the wings, and, unfortunately, 
have no other scene together. 

Nadgy has a good plot and some smart dialogue, and the 
Composer has hit upon some pretty melodies, of which the most 
taking, if not the best, is the tenor song, admirably given by 
the still “Jolly” party of the name of TaprEy. Mr. Mars has 
very little to sing or do, but he 
does that little well ; and Miss 
Grut1a Warwick looks every 
inch a Princess, and a little 
over, and she makes the most of 
the not very effective music 
that falls to her share. Mr. 
Datzas, as the gay old Mar- 
grave—(I wonder ArTHuR Ro- 
BERTS doesn’t call him ‘‘ Mar- 
gate” by accident, and then 
make a mistake, and address him 
as ‘* Ramsgate,” and then as | 
‘‘Pegwell”) —is just what I \ 
should one agay old Mar- \ Wai \ 
grave would be if he were Mr. \iig 
Dattas. He has some funny “A 
lines to deliver, and now and 
then, like Cox, in Box and Coz, 
he “‘joins in a chorus,” and, as an 
Trish witness from the Special 
Commission would say, ‘‘ he occa- 
sionally takes his part in a solo.” 

Miss Satire TuRNER is one 
of the merriest sallies in the 
piece. ARTHUR RoseERts, to 
whom I cannot help returning, my Marsh!” 


as, after all, or before all, he is the principal attraction, is irre- 


SS 


sistibly comic in his sentimental speeches, which invariably terminate | to do. 


with a request that he may be allowed ¢ i i 

: ( ; Y o explain a little puzzle. 
ih adgy is bright and eal ; dresses and ee brilliant. Mons: 
~ Rha as put it on the stage in first-rate style. 
: r pe a pe | as anybody may exclaim who has an opéra 
ouye to produce, and is looking out for a Stage Manager. I 


suppose that, as the piece here owes all its success to Mr. AnruuR | haven’t left 


RopeErts, the audience o : > 
Author!” but for Ammen! kee Bene call for “ Author! 


sort be a failure with him in it 2 : 
uccess. Q. E. D. nit? and Rogerts 


Plenty of stir in the Operatic World. Dorothy still running : has 


run oyer to the Lyric. Paul Jones comj 
Perlinpa betwee Pooli-Bah-vin peste a to the Prince of Wales’s. 
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-Witu1AM, but the second—the 


‘A Mons a] me no choice. 
Can anything of this] makes an easy cannon), Oh 


& Co, decide on the withdrawal | to F,) 
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_§. Grpert’stPooh-Bah-rington Hall at the St. James's, Sir 
pone may be called in to introduce a duet between Miss NEILSoN, 
who, I hear, has a nice voice, and Pooh-Bah-rington, with a dance 
modelled on that of the Dancing Quakers or the P.-Bah and 
Jessrz Bonp’s eccentric pas de deux in Ruddigore. The introduc- 
tion might be too late to save the i but it would make a fine 
festive finish for the last night, and would draw one big house at |. 
all events, to speed the parting guest. In answer to numerous 
inquiries, the first initial in W. 8. GinBEeR?T’s name does stand for 
‘“S?_does not stand for SHAKSPEARE. 

DRURIOLANUS is busy with his Pantomime. He does the thing 
thoroughly. Nota big head that he doesn’t try on, not a trap on 
which he doesn’t go down, or be shot up. Not a wire that is to carry 
a fairy that either he, or his indefatigable private secretary and literary 
adviser, does not fly across the stage upon, before allowing a fée or 
a coryphée to essay it. The flying fairies are so fond of their pro- 
fession, that they soon become strongly attached to the wires that 
are to carry them. Fact. The Babes in the Wood is, as every one 
now knows, the subject. What are the odds against something being 
said about a ‘‘ whine in the wood” in the course of the Pantomime? 
Last night of Armada on the 15th and abdication of Queen ELizaBETH. 

PRIVATE Box. 


VOCES POPULI. 
A GAME OF BILLIARDS. 


Scune—A Hotel Billiard-room—anywhere. Mr. Bauk and Mr. 
FoortER discovered about to begina game. Captain Hazarp 
and Mr. SPOTTESBARDE, who have come in just too late to secure |. 
the table, seat themselves on bench, and look on. A Friend of 
Mr. FooriEr’s ts smoking in the background. 


Capt. Hazard (in an undertone to Mr. S.). They won’t be long. 
We chal get a game before they close—it’s only a quarter-past ten 
now. 

Mr. Footler (a weedy, limp man, with spectacles, and a mild 
expression). It’s ages since I’ve touched a. cue—you ought to give 
me something, really. : ; 

Mr. Balk (short, stout, and self-satisfied), Allright! Howmuch? 
—will seventy do? 

Mr. F. (a little hurt), Oh, I’m not-so bad as all that—say twenty- 
ve. [ Chooses a cue with great circumspection, 
Mr. Footler’s Friend. I shall put a shilling on you, FREDDY, my 
boy—so play up! : 

Mr. Balk. Vll break. I always make it a rule to et) for 
safety. (Makes a miss in baulk, but manages somehow to leave his 
ball near centre pocket). Ah! (with an air of reproaching somebody 
else) too fine, too fine ! 

Mr. F. (chalking his cue). You’ve left me a chance there. Let 
me see—perhaps I’d better leave you where you are for the present, 
hit the red first, and come back to you afterwards? I think that’s 
the better game. 


Capt. H. (aside, to Mr. S.). Seems to think he’s playing parlour 
croquet 
Mr. F. (after shifting the position of his left hand several times, 


the dickens did I do that, I wonder ? ; 

Mr. B. Can’t say, I’m sure—that’s three to me (after playing). 
Ha! I’ve left ’’em for you again. 

Mr. F. I can’t do anything. ... There, didn’t I tell you so? 
But I’ve saved my miss, anyway ! | 

Mr. B. (walking round table). I ought to do something here. Yes 
I shall hit the red very fine, and go in off him into the left-hand 
to ~pocket—that’s the proper game (plays). Te-hee! Too much 
side on! 

Capt. H. (sotto voce). He’s right there ! 

Mr. Footler (flurried). My turn, is it? But—er—where’s my 
is ? * 

r. Balk (good-humouredly). W ou see, you got into one of 
the pockets old fellow, out of m wags x ae 

r. F. Ha! ha! Soldid. I—I thought it was the best thing 
What’s the game, Marker ? 
Marker, Twenty-seven. Three. 
Mr. F. I don’t hke potting my adversary’s ball—but you leave 

Plays. 
Marker, Three. Twenty-seven. poy 
Mr. Balk (encouragingly). Very near, very near, Sir, Well, you 
me much. 
Mr. F. (laughing feebly). No, I—I couldn’t afford to. (Mr. Bax 
, good shot / 

Mr. B. (complacently) Ah, I’m getting my eye in now. 

: Strikes sharply, and sends ball off the table. 
Capt. H. (aside). (He’ll be getting somebody’s eye out presently ! 
Mr. B. (recewing ball), Thanks—much obliged. (Explanatorily 
I put rather too much screw on that time. 
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Mr. F. (with pride). That’s another to me, Marker ! 
nat Makes a cannon. 

Mr. B. (patronisingly). There, you see, you can hit ’em when you 
take a little trouble. Nota bad stroke at all. 

Mr. F. (modestly). I’m afraid it was a bit of a fluke. Oh, I go 
on playing, don’t 1? That’s two to me, Marker—(after playing 
again) . . . and another to this gentleman. 

Mr. B. (plays, and makes another cannon). I played for that, 
Creeping up to you, Foorier, eh! 

Etaten Mr. Fooruer’s score 1s thirty-five—Mr. Batx’s, 
nineteen. Mr. Foorumr is benigniy patronising ; Mr. Batx 
oY and inclined to cavil. 

Mr. F. (beaming with honest pleasure). Five more to me, Marker! 
I hope you ’re keeping the score correctly ? 

r. B. Well, you aren’t going to tell me you tried for that! ... 
Two more! Come, I say—it’s impossible to play against such 
flukes as that—you played to go in off the red. 

Mr. F. Oh, n-not altogether . . . (misses), There, you can’t say 
I didn’t try for that! 

Mr. B. (scanning the cloth), Um—don’t like this at all... 
Shan’t score this time. (He doesn’t). Now you’ve got me ! 
(Gloomily). [Mr. F. plays, and makes three. 

Mr. B. (disgustedly), There, I never saw the balls run as they do 
for you in all my life! 

Mr. F., (generously). Well, fyou’re not in form to-night—1 can 
see that. 

Mr. B. Form! What good’s form against such infernal fluking ? 
There—go on—it’s you to play ! 

Mr. F. I was just looking round the table, that’s all. Well, I 
shall have a shot at the double event . . . Oh, hard luck / 

Mr. B. (growling). Hard luck? Hard stroke, you mean! (Plays.) 
Was that a cannon, Marker? 

Marker (imperturbably). No, Sir—nothing, Sir. 

Mr. B. (hopelessly). It’s no use—they won’t run for me to-night! 

Mr. Footler. Here, Marker, jigger, please. Is the red ball clear 
of the cushion ? 

Marker (inspecting it). Good half-inch, Sir! 

Mr. F. Then that’s my game. (After playing.) Phew! a mile 
off! You may beat me yet, old fellow. 

Mr. B. Not to-night. J can’t do anything. . . . There, ever see 
anything like that in your life ? 

Capt. H. (in an undertone). I’m hanged if Z ever did! They 

ought to rent a table by the week if they want to play a game out! 
r. F. Long game this! «Tell you what, Bax, if you like to 
take that twenty-five back, I’ve no objection ! 

Mr. F.’s Friend. Oh, I say—and how about my shilling ? 

Mr. B. (annoyed). Don’t be too confident, Foorter ; I shall catch 
you up yet. I play a waiting game. 

Capt. H. Jove—and so do we! 

Mr. B. I wouldn’t make too sure of that shilling, Jonxs, the game 
isn’t over yet by a long way. 

Marker (confidentially). Ber pardon, Gentlemen, but it’s gettin 
late, and those other Gentlemen are waiting to play—would you min 
playing fifty instead of a hundred up? Makes a shorter game, 

‘Gentlemen. 

Mr. F. Well, I’m quite Meee. 

Mr. B. Of course you are! But I never meant to give you 
twenty-five in fifty—I’d give nobody such long odds as that. 

Mr. F. Then, look here, suppose we play fifty up, and you take 
twenty-five—that ’ll make you forty-six to my forty-seven. 

Mr. B. (brightening visibly). That’s fair enough—all right, Forty- 
six-forty-seven, Marker. Ishall have a chance now. (Lies on ta le 
and, in making stroke, kicks Mr. F. in waistcoat.) Conf—FooTLER, 
I shall have that stroke over again. 

Mr. F. (removing to a safe distance). I shall take good care J don’t! 

Mr. B. (after missing again). Of course I knew I shouldn’t bring 
a stroke like that off twice running—(bitter/y)—you ought to run out 
easily, now! 

Mr. F. (trembling with excitement). Oh, I’m not so sure about 
that. Aims jerkily. 

Jones (his Friend). Mind what you ’re about, old fellow—remember 
I’ve a shilling on you! 

Mr. F. (after missing). Hang it, Jones! I wish you’d wait for 
the stroke—it’s enough to put any fellow out! 

Mr. Balk. Forty-seven all! (Plays.) Was that a kiss, Marker ? 

Marker (impassively). No, Sir; ’nother miss, Sir. 

Mr. Footler. I’ll make it safe this time. (Plays.) 
got near it ! 

Mr. Balk. Now then—(plays)—tut-tut, not legs enough ! ; 

Capt. H. (aside). Legs! acentipede wouldn’t have enough for him! 

Mr. Footler. Forty-nine—forty-eight. This is gettin devilish 
exciting! (Plays.) Oh, dear me, that’s another to you— must be 
careful now ! : E 

Mr. Balk. Oh, you’re all right—I shan’t get saying to-night. 
7 he Footler (amiably, as Mr. B. is aiming). Have some more 
chalk 


Pah, never 
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Mr. B. (angrily). Chalk !Swhat the—there, it’sall your . . . wait 
a bit—-it’s not going to be a miss, anyway... it’s—hi! go on—go 
on, can’t you! (Ball wavers a few seconds, and drops into pocket.) 
Game to me! (Magnanimously.) Well, Foorter, you play a finer 
game than I thought you did, but I fancy I should beat you by more | 
than this on a better table, and then you started twenty-five to the 
good, you know! Capital exercise, billiards—the King of indoor 
games ! Mr. F. puts on his coat sulkily. 

Marker to Capt. H. and Mr. S, (who have risen eagerly). Very 
sorry, Gentlemen, close on ’alfpast eleven, Gentlemen—closing time! 

Mr. F. (to Mr. Jones). Well, old fellow, if I didn’t quite pull it 
off, you ’ll admit you had a good run for your money ! . 

[Mr. Bak walks out with restored complacency. Mr. FooTLer 
follows with Mr. JONES in a more peripied. Frame of mind, 
The Captain and his Friend reserve their remarks until they 
are alone. Lights extinguished as Seene closes. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


‘* Co.” draws attention to Among the Turks, by V. L. CAMERON, 
C.B., D.C.L., as a first-rate story of adventure by land and sea ; 
ae also In Palace and Faubourg, 

ine by ‘‘C. J. G.” (who is he ?), which 
is very interesting, specially for 
youthful Marionettes—Co. begs 
perdes sus calami—would 
ave said, ‘* Marie Antoinettes,”’ 

| —if considered as a Christmas 
book by the publishers, NELSon 
AND Sons. NELSON (AND Sons) 
expect every man this Christmas- 
time to do his duty. Has NELSon 
a column to himself in_ some 
aper, as his great namesake has 
in Trafalgar Square? But, @ 
propos of Trafalgar Square, I 
must move on. ‘‘ Next, please, 


The Story-telling Album. By 
Wetts, Darton & Co. Co. 
cannot conscientiously encourage 
children in story-telling, but this 
is an exception, and to be recom- 
mended, Easy stories (‘‘It is as easy as... story-telling ”’”—Hamlet 

litely adapted), and bea—uw—tiful pictures. eye will like That | 
Mother of a Boy, which is the story of an Imp, by GRACE STEBBING ; 
and some amusement may be found in The Moderate Man, issued by 

ublishers who have been Downey enough to get Harry Furniss to 
illustrate it. : ; 

Messrs. MACMILLAN are reproducing Miss Yonex’s and CHARLES 
Krnesiry’s Books. They ought to be very popular; they were, once 
upon a time. But, personally s eaking for myself, and not for 
‘Co.,” I never could read one of them, and can’t now. 

Mrs. Moteswortn’s ‘* Christmas Posy”? is first-rate, and entitles 
the authoress to be called Mother Bunch. Same Macminuans bring 
out double Christmas number of English Illustrated Magazine, which 
keeps up its literary and artistic pee The Quill Pen-elopes of 
London Society (Christmas number of course) are Mrs. LovetTr 
Cameron (always pleasant reading), Mrs. CasHEL Hory and Mrs. 
Frorence Marryat. When will these three meet again? Next 
Christmas probably. Good company these three ladies when you ’re 
training down to the country for Christmas. 

My faithful ‘‘Co.” reports that he has been reading with great 
delight a Crack County, by Mrs. E. KENNARD, which he fancies is 
either a hunting story, or the rough sketch for the scenario of a 
Christmas Pantomime. He inclines to the latter belief, as he finds 
such names as Lord Littelbrain, and General Prosieboy, which 
remind him of the customary lines in the play-bills,—" Cricketers— 
Messrs. GLOVES, Stumps, Bats, and Batts ;” and ‘‘ Lawyers—Messrs. 
Costs, Writs, and Summons.” If it is a hunting story, and 
only a hunting story, why then it is equally interesting, especiall 
the earlier chapters of the first volume, in which is recorde 
a run after a fox in a fog! He, however, was sorry to notice 
that the fair Authoress is rather too ‘fond of making her hunting- 
men use strong language. Had the novel been illustrated, no 
doubt it would have found a place in the Library of the late 
Mr. Jorrocks. ‘ : : 

“Co.” was under a misapprehension last week in putting down 
the pretty Rosebud Annual to Messrs. G. WarnE—it is published 
by Jamus Oxarke & Co. ‘Co. has been Warne’d. By the way, 
the Australian Flowers Album, with frames in the flowers for 
holding photographs, is, Co. thinks, very “‘tasty.” There’s humotr 
in this idea of SMITH AND Downz’s, if you only select the right people 
to fill the spaces, as some faces set among the flowers do seem s0 
appropriately placed. B. pE B.-W. & Co. 
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SOCIAL AGONIES. 


Mrs. de la Bore-Brown (to Jones, who, instead of listening to her Story, has been deeply interested in what young Snvith is saying to Miss 
Robinson). ‘‘ AND NOW, TELL ME CANDIDLY—WHAT WOULD YOU HAVE DONE IN MY PLACE?” 


“REMEMBER!” 
A WORD IN SEASON. 


Shade of Gordon, loquitur : — 


ONCE more into the Desert, once again 

Treading the sands scarce free of the red stain 

Left by your lost slain thousands? Back once more 
‘To face the swarthy spearmen’s rush and roar 

With a mere handfal Can it really be ? 

Have you forgotten El Obeid—and Me ? 

Beware! What matter who your hosts may head, 
That Sartspury leads now where GLADSTONE led ? 
The doom of vacillation is the same, 

Helpless confusion, failure, and disfame. 

Yours to determine, lessoned by a past 

At which 2s stoutest patriots stood aghast, 

Yours to determine whether once again 

The bravest English breasts should faint with pain, 
With shame should sicken, at the piteous sight 

Of Policy, the prey of Party fight. 

Sinkat, Tokar, Khartoum! These names should teach 
R’en slaves of purse-strings, dupes of flowing speech 
How shambling statecraft may go blundering on, 
Till, V alour pare ye and Honour gone, 

Fen the Exchequer finds how scant the gain 

That comes from friends betrayed and heroes slain, 


Remember! What you do, do well, at once! 


He who, thrice o is W 
0, thrice schooled, forgets, is : 
See , lorgets, orse than dunce. 


lon for the paltering pranks 
Of es 
Within tame from Party ’s rival ranks. 


v your foot from out those treacherous 
Or plant it firmly there, The desert beni a 
Their desperate valour in unequal fight, 


The swift evasion of their trackless flight, 


be Bey. Send no more knots of men to fall 
na lone waste or by a ruined wall 


tt 


Send them no more, I say, nor be content 

To sit in sullen silence while they ’re sent, 

Pushed here and there like pawns, without an aim, 
By bungling players of a blindfold game, 

Yours the responsibility at last 

As yours the shame by such dishonour cast : 

Be yours the resolution! Still Khartoum 

But named, clouds every English face with gloom, 
?Twas there such fumbling policy as this 

Found tragic issue. Can you—dare you—miss 
The obvious moral? Caution is not crime, 

But feebleness is guilt. Be warned in time! 


READ THIS! AN UNPARALLELED PRIZE! 
How to Get a Healthy Circulation in the Cold Weather. 
CHAMPION Squiss’ UNPRECEDENTEDLY GENEROUS CHRISTMAS GIFT. 


IN reply to our offer of one guinea for the best suggestion as to 
what would be at once the most popular and the most unique Prize 
for a successful answer sent in to our Christmas Conundrum, we 
(Champion Illustrated Squibs) have received bushels of answers, of 
which we print a few specimens. 

‘Constant SuBscRIBER ”? writes—‘I think you couldn’t do 
better than give one bound volume of your delightful paper to the 
successful Competitor. True, its Br a price 1s only about seven 
shillings, but J consider it worth ten times that sum, and so I am 
sure will all your other readers who, like me, have no professional 
connection whatever with your marvellous pennyworth.” 

‘“GENEROUS Sout” says—‘‘ You do not state the limit of money 
value for the Christmas Prize. However, knowing how munificent 
you are, or wish to be thought, I fancy you could not do better than 
offer two Special Private Pullman Cars, one for meals, and the 
other for sleeping, such as the Czar of Russt4 uses, with a free pass 
for, say, twenty persons for one whole year, over all the railways of 
England and Scotland. This would get you a lot of readers among 
railway travellers.” 

‘* PALE STUDENT,” who does not seem quite to have grasped what 
our design for Christmas is, writes as follows:—‘‘I hear that you 
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wish to do something really surprising. Well, what could be a 
greater surprise to your readers than if your Christmas Number were 
to simply contain, instead of the usual short stories and borrowed. 
scraps, humorous and otherwise (especially otherwise), the whole of 
Mitton’s ‘ Paradise Lost,’ printed ‘in extenso’? It might not 
largely increase your circulation, and in fact would probably ruin 
the paper, but think what an impetus it would give to the spread of 
a taste for high-class literature ! ”’ 

** PRACTICAL” says:—‘‘ Why not make your prize something really 
Christmassy ? I would suggest half a prize bullock for the most 
successful competitor, ten prime turkeys for second, a monster plum 

udding for third, and so on through geese and fowls to a modest 
pered ee In this way you would share the advantages 
offered among a arge number,” 

As none of the above suggestions are quite satisfactory, we have 
decided to keep the guinea for ourselves, and to select the following :— 
UNPRECEDENTED YULE-TIDE OFFERING! 
as our first prize (the only one) for the forthcoming festive season. 

A Full-size African Rhinoceros will be despatched to the private 
residence of the person fortunate enough to give, in our judgment, 
the best answer to the conundrum which will be published in our 
next weck’s issue. In order to increase the pleasurable surprise 
when it arrives at the door, we shall give no notice of its coming! 
Thus, all our readers, successful or not, will share in the anxious 
expectancy consequent on the possible uncaging in their street of this 
truly noble quadruped. A special ship has been chartered to bring 
the animal over from the Congo; and we should advise the prize- 
taker to secure it in his back garden by a chain attached to the most 
solid thing in the neighbourhood. It is probable that cats will avoid 
the garden, and so a double advantage will be reaped by the fortu- 
nate owner. 

N.B.—Should any difficulty be experienced with the animal, 
Messrs. CARTER, PATERSON & Co. would, if applied to, peremptorily 
decline to call for it with one of their vans. Our readers will admit 
that no such Due as this has ever before been offered by any 
English journal. 


THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


November 14.—A red-letter day. Our first important party since 
we have been in this house. I got home early from the City. Lupin 
insisted on having a hired waiter, and stood 
a half-dozen of champagne. I think this 
an unnecessary expense, but Lupin said he 
had had a piece of luck, having made three 
pos out of a private deal in the City. I 

ope he won’t gamble in his new situation. 
The supper-room looked so nice, and CARRIE 
truly said, ‘‘ We need not be ashamed of its 
being seen by Mr. Prrxupp, should he 
honour us by coming.” 

I dressed early in case people should 
arrive punctually at 8 o’clock, and was 
much vexed to find my new dress trousers 
much too short. Lupin, who is getting 
beyond his position, found fault with my wearing ordinary boots 
instead of dress boots. I replied, satirically, ‘‘ My dear son, I have 
lived to be above that'sort of thing.’’ Luprn burst out laughing and 
said, ‘‘ A man generally was above his boots.” This may be funny 
or it may not, but I was gratified to find he had not discovered the 
coral had come off one of my studs. Carrie looked a picture, 
wearing the dress she wore at the Mansion House. The arrange- 
ment of the drawing-room was excellent. Carrie had hung muslin 
curtains over the folding-doors, and also over one of the entrances, 
for we had removed the door from itshinges. Mr. Prrmrs, the waiter, 
arrived in good time, and I gave him strict orders not to open another 
bottle of champagne until the previous one was empty. CARRIE 
arranged for some sherry and port wine to be placed on the drawing- 
room sideboard with some glasses. By the bye, our new enlarged and 
tinted photographs look yery nice on the walls, especially as CarRIE 
has arranged some Liberty silk bows on the four corners of them. 

The first arrival was Gow1ne, who with his usual taste greeted me 
with, ‘‘ Hulloh, Poorer, why your trousers are tooshort!’’ Isimply 
said, ‘‘ Very likely, and you will find my temper ‘short’ also.” He 
said, ‘‘ That won’t make your trousers longer, Juggins. You should 
get your Missus to put a flounce on them.” I wonder I waste my 
time entering his insulting observations in my diary. The next 
arrivals were Mr. and Mrs. Cummines. The former said, ‘‘ As you 
didn’t say anything about dress, I have come ‘half dress.’”” He had 
on a black frock-coat and white tie. The James’, Mr. Merton, and 
Mr, SriziBR0ox arrived, but Lupin was restless and unbearable till 
his Darsy Muriar and Frank arrived. Carrie and I were rather 
startled at Darsy’s appearance. She had a bright crimson dress on, 
cut very low in the neck. I do not think such a style modest. She 
ought to have taken a lesson from CARRIE, and covered her shoulders 
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with a little lace. Wuommines and his four daughters came, so did 
F RANCHING, and one or two of Lupin’s new friends, members of the 
‘‘ Holloway Comedians.” We had some music, and Lupry, who 
never left Darsy’s side for a moment, raved over her singing of a new 
song called ‘‘ The Garden of Sleep.” It seemed a pretty song, but 
she made such grimaces, and sang to my mind so out of tune, I 
would not have asked her to sing again, but Lupin made her sing 
four songs right off one after the other. 

At ten o’clock we went down to supper, and, from the way GowINne 
and CUMMINGS eat, you would have Bivanis they had not had a meal 
for a month. I told Carrie to keep something back in case Mr. 
Prrkurr should come by mere chance. GowINe annoyed me yer 
much by filling a large tumbler of champagne, and drinking it 
straight off. He repeated this action, and made me fear our half 
dozen of champagne would not last out. I tried to keep a bottle 
back, but Lupin got hold of it, and took it to the side-table with 
Daisy and Frank Muriar. We went upstairs, and the young fel- 
lows began skylarking. CAkRIE put a stop to that at once. STILL- 
BROOK amused us with a song, ‘‘ What Have You Done with your 
Cousin John?” I did not notice that Lupin and Frank had dis- 
appeared. I asked Mr. Watson, one of the Holloways where they 
were, and he said, ‘‘ It’sa case of ‘Oh, what a surprise!’’? We were 
directed to form a circle—which we did. Watson then said, 
‘‘T have much pleasure in introducing the celebrated Blondin 
Donkey.” Frank and Lupry then bounded into the room. Lupin 
had whitened his face like a Clown, and Franx had tied round his 
waist a large hearth-rug. He was supposed to be the donkey, and 
he looked it. They indaleed in a very noisy Pantomime, and we 
were all shrieking with laughter. I ‘turned round suddenly, and 
then I saw Mr. Perxurp standin eae he in the door, he having 
arrived without our knowing it. I beckoned to CaRriz, and we went 
up to him at once. He would not come right into the room. I 
apologised for the foolery, but Mr. Perxurp said, “Oh, it seems 
amusing.” I could see he was ‘not a bit amused. Caxnriz and I 
took him down-stairs, but the table was a wreck. There was not a 
glass of champagne left—not even a sandwich. Mr, PerxupP said 
he required nothing, but would like a glass of seltzer or soda water. 
The last syphon was empty. CaRRIE said, ‘‘ We have plenty of port 
wine left.’ Mr. Perxupr said, with a smile, ‘‘Nothank you. I 
really require nothing, but I am most pleased to see you and your 
husband in your own home. Good night, Mrs. Poorer—you will 
excuse my very short stay, I know.” I went with him to his 
carriage, and he said, ‘‘ Don’t trouble to come to the office till twelve 
to-morrow.” I felt despondent as I went back to the house, and I 
told Carriz I thought the party was a failure. CARRIE said it was a 
great success, and I was only tired, and insisted on my having some 
port myself. I drank two glasses, and felt much better; and we 
went into the drawing-room, where ay had commenced dancing. 
Carriz and I had alittle dance, which I said reminded me of the 
Mansion House. She said I was a spooney old thing. 


PUNCH AND “JUDITH” A LA MODE DE PARRY. 


Aw excellent performance of this, PArry’s Oratorio in London, at 
the St. James’s Hall, last Thursday. , 
One of the series of NovELLo’s Oratorio 
Concerts, with Dr. MACKENZIE pre- 
scribing—we should say, conducting. 
The boys made a great hit. Quite an 
Oratorio for holiday time, as there are 
so many children in it. It will, of 
course, be given again in the Christmas ©: 
vacation. In his preface to the Book \\ 
of the Words the Composer gives the 
reasons (quite unnecessary) for select- Qs € 
ing this ‘‘ Israelitish story,’’ which he (Ss 
has illustrated with Israel - lightish QW 
music, as it is not in the least heavy \Q¢C 
or tedious. Its reception was enthusi- @ 
astic; Mr. Huperr Papgry and 
everybody was applauded, and Dr. . 
MACKENZIE—now known as ‘‘ the one 
Mac,” to distinguish him from ‘‘the ae 
Two Macs ”’—beamed again as he ‘‘ boo’d and boo’d”’ to the audience, 


Now and Then. 


(By one of the 150 Gladstonians who presented Mr. John Dillion with 
an Illuminated Address.) 


Once, I own, we looked upon Joun Ditton 
As a very wicked sort of villain. 

Now a little touch of Party paint 

Makes JoHN DILton look almost a Saint. 
Funny the effect of GLapsTonr’s Bill on 
Party points of view of Mr. Drxton! 


A Tm 


IDENTITY. 


eer a pms P= = 73 - — 
tional Gallery). ‘‘CAN you 


Enthusiastic Amateur (ai the 

THE NEW ‘ CONSTABLE’ ?” 
Hibernian Officer. ‘SHURE IT 

FOR THE FORST TOIME THIS WEE 


ee 


YE MUST MANE, So 


TOO ADVANCED SHEETS; OR, SEASONABLE IITERATURE A LA MODE. 
Head of the Firm discovered. 


Scrnze—A Publisher's Sanctum. Time, December 1st, 1888. 


To him enter Author. 


t ralled as I nromicead : - ~ : heli ~ 
Author. T have called, as I promised I would, with a MS., which I believe to be suitable to 


your requirements. 
Publisher. Most happy to 
= Author. It is a story intended for 
Number. 2 baa ac 
Publisher. My dear Sir. #3 = z 
t 3 . ‘¥ < €ar Sir, taat was distribute act We 
Author. I eall it ““‘ May Dav in Tada ited last No 
” Publisher. Turn it into “ Christmas - 

: i ee Chmstmas r } 
to find an opening for it. Eve at the North Pole 
B anere ute the task is x I have carried 

ut what wou m2 do with 3 F 7 4 1e 
ent mended form ? 


> 


receive it, my dear Sir, most happy. 


= 


a Summer Number—for your next year’s Summer} 


Publisher. Not at 

roduce our CAristmas 
And now, my dear Sir, 
business, I am sure you will 
withdraw. 
launching 
which we 
First Century ! 


TO MY HAIRDRESSER. 
(Not to make Conversation. ) 


You tell me that the day is fine, 
You say my hair is getting ; 
Anon you proffer Smearoline, _ 
Or comment on my tender skin; 
Good friend, for goodness’ sake forbear, 
I prithee only cut my hair. 


For think—a shy, retiring man, 
I shun the toilet’s publie rite, 
Until my Cousins—Cousims can— 
Reproach me for a Perfect Fright. 
And must I bear, too shy to snub, 
The babble of your Toilet Club? 


I know, for every day for years 
I’ve seann’d the glass with careful eye, 
Whether the heaven clouds or clears, 
Whether the roads are wet or dry ; 
Indeed, indeed, Ide notcare _ 
Whether you think it foul or fair. 


And why observe, with honied zest, 
What men by many phrases call, 
That phase which must be dubb’d at best 
Unduly intellectual ? t 
What though my loftier temples shine, 
That is no business of thine. 


Think you, when, in your wrapper swathed, 
I cower beneath the harrowing comb, 
Or crouch, in creaming lather bathed, 
Beneath the hose’s numbing foam, 
Or bear, while tears unbidden gush, 
The rigours of your softest brush,— 
Think you, at such a time as this, 
I eare to hear, with nerves unstrung, 
The dirge of bygone days of bliss 
Trip lightly from a stranger’s tongue ? 
What if your victim stood at bay, 
And told you you were bald or grey ? 


The head you handle like a block, 

And brand with slighting comments cool, 
Has bravely borne the battle’s shock, 

And starr’d the grey old walls at school ; 
Has sprained a Bishop’s reverend wrist, 
And badly bruised a Judge's fist. 


They were not Judge and Bishop then, 
But only chubby, serubby boys; 

And now they ‘re grave and reverend men. 
I value those remember'd joys, 

And grieve that evil should e said 

About my own, my only head. 


Your polities are nought to me; 

I’ll keep my views about the weather : 
I only wish we could agree 

That I am neither wood nor leather. 
Be gentle ; *tis the nobler plan, 
And stint your chatter, if you can. 


Fact is, we are ] 
our Contemporary Magazine, 
have decided to call The Twenty- 
[ Brit hurriedly, 


TELL ME WHERE [I CAN FIND 


I cAME ON JEWTEE HERE 


- & 
a. 


Goopy Tra-Ssors.—The latest fad in the 
way of fashion reported from the United 
States is the fancy of a fair novelist who has 
devised a sweet thing in shees. Her own 
slippers, designed for display at afternoon 
tea, she has had made in the form of gloves, 
each of her ten toes provided with “* a sepa- 


W hat is it about ? 


But what is it about ? 


,’ and perhaps we may be able| rate pocket of kid in which it rests like a 


Bos ‘ finger in the elongated pouch of a glove.” 
out similar transformations. | Evidently an esthetic young lady this, with 
quite a peculiar conception of the rd cards. 
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House of Commons, Monday Night, December 3.—‘‘ Monsignor !”’ 
: gasped, as familiar figure flitted down Corridor, making for House 
Commons. ‘Is this you, or will the Conservative Party have the 
long- -delayed pleasure of beholding your wraith?” 
It’s me, or perhaps I should more ey 
G. O. M., playfully making a lunge at my tail with his umbrella, as 
if he were lopping off a short but Bet ocable branch from a tree. 
** Suppose you thought I was down at Hawarden? SoI was; went 
off Sisat a week ago. Fancied I was tired; might leave Autumn 
Session to younger men. Did very well for first day or two; 
vigorously read lessons in Church ; wrote letters by the dozen, post- 
cards by the score. Began an article for the Twenty-first Century. 
Read Homer backwards ; 
ance; tried to make myself believe I was happy. But no use. 
Every, morning papers came with Parliamentary Reports; BaLrour 
back, in high spirits ; Prorogation apparently as far off as ever ; 
resisted temptation up to this mo nag. 
taining columns of report of Saturday sitting, could stand it no 
longer. Irish Estimates on to-night ; BaLrour’s salary to be voted ; 


see “6 mY 


Wor 


say, itisI,” said the | 


| 
| 


cut two old trees, and one early acquaint- | 
| BALFOUR. 


en papers arrived, con- | 
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|opportunity for goin 


minster ; 
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over everything from beginning. Couldn’t 
face another week at Hawarden with business buzzing on at West- 
sO jumped into train, and hereI am. Ta-ta. Just going to 
Boo for BaLFour.” 

Booing for Batrour all round. Extis began it; Heaty took part 
in it; Ditton had his say; and TREVELYAN gave a brief hist of 
SpENCER’s administration. G. O. M. beat everybody in vigour and 
vivacity. Managed to say something new about Mitchelstown. 
BALFour swears that the shot which slew LoNERGAN was a ricochet. 


| Photographs taken on the spot show that LoNERGAN was in direct 


line with barrack window when shot fired. 
‘‘ Were the photographs taken by ricochet ?” roared GLADSTONE, 
leaning half across the table, and literally glaring upon the pensive 


‘* Capital idea,” said MapLe-BiunpELL. ‘‘ Shall add a new wing 
to our Mammoth establishment, and advertise photographing eby 
ricochet, Sure to take.” 

BALFOuR, as usual, best at bay; received no help; 
up half a dozen times : agile, adroit, brilliant. 


asked for none; 
Supposed to be on 


: ; ht 
i but ever on the offensive, slashing out right an 
No cae a po for him. Business done.—Irish Estimates in Supply. 


sday.—GLADSTONE yesterday, GRANDOLEE. to-day. 
Which do you like best ?” I asked OLD oie egarte k hak 
“Tm past caring,” he said, with a weary sigh. ; ou KNOW W. 
is written in the OS oars Crushed Worm 
t ask which Wheel aia w: a 
oe eeapanen’s attack delivered by old familiar 
war-way of the Soudan. STANHOPE complains that 
it was an ambush. House ostensibly met to discuss 
salary and expenses of Chief Secretary. ELLs has 
moved Amendment, cutting off BALFoURS coals. 
“‘ But, first of all,” says Tim HEary, lets 
drag him over t em.” Process began last 
night, was to have been continued as soon 
as SPEAKER could be got out of Chair to-day; 
when GRanDotPH suddenly and unexpec- 
tedly appears on scene ; moves Adjournment, 
and attacks Government in rear; (GLAD- 
rong, gladder than ever he came to town, 
holds them in check in front. Plan of Cam- 
paign carefully considered and laboriously f / 
worked out. Leading elements secresy and MW 
surprise. ‘ d sree: 
‘House may not like this sort of thing, 
Tony,” GRaNDOLPH said. ‘‘ May talk about 
underhand proceedings, hitting below the 
belt, and all that; but if I_ can get my 
respected leaders in a hole, I don’t mind 
what eae of ease Fasc tee id 
. The MARkKIss open oasts that he E 
a do without me. We shall see.” Photographed by Ricochet. 
Surprise complete. Consternation profound; even danger of 
defeat in the division lobby. STaNHOPE came out well; most diffi- 
cult position and best speech since he’s been a Minister. When he 
sat down, an awkward pause. No one quite ready to take sides 
either with GrANDOLPH or against. Nozan obligingly rattled 
away. 
GotpswortTHy, holding out his hat as if he were about to take up 
a subscription’for the Sick and Wounded, besought the Government 
: to ‘‘be firm.’’ Harcourt, with unusual 
timidity, felt the way; and finally the 
G. O. M., having had time to think matter 
over, and look at it all round, threw up his 
cap tor GraANpoLPH. A big division; some 
anxious moments; a majority of forty-two 
a Government, and eeaAaotatinen' for 
RANDOLPH. 
‘‘T thought we should have run them 
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and left. | Young GARDNER (where’s his Wife ?) smiles at the claims of OLD 
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Moratrty to have conducted affairs on business 
principles. CHAPLIN, recovering from depres- 
sion in which he was plunged by abandonment 
of Bill creating Minister of Agriculture, girds 
at the Sack, and mounting high horse ambles 
round the House; sparkling speech of neatly 
written-out impromptus. But CHaApLin has 
fallen on evil times. Present House doesn’t 
care for his pompous periods and his antique 
mannerisms. ; 

‘“‘DisRAELI-and-Ditchwater,” says Sir THoMAS 
ActaND, retired Member, up on rare visit. Sat 
in House fifty years ago; remembers real and 
undiluted thing. Harcourt—a sort of appe- 
rior CHAPLIN —had his fling. Then OLD 
Moratity trotted out references to ‘‘ duty,” 
“the country,” ‘‘convenience of House,” and 
so on. Said his say. Resolution withdrawn, 
and House got to work. 

Business done.—Committee of Supply. 


Friday. —‘‘ Why is the Hon. DADABHOI 
Naorost like the devil?”’ asks GEorGE ELLIorT, 


Junior, 
ELLIOT, 
inherited from GEORGE ELLIOT, pere, a per- 
ennial after-dinner look, that grows a trifle 
accentuated towards eleven o’clock at night.”’) 


coming in after dinner (‘‘ GEORGE 


; ) ; 66 ' , 
Junior,” says FOLKESTONE, has ms 


<“¢ Disraeli-and-Ditch- 
water.” 


‘Order! Order!” I said, not, I trust, 
altogether without reminiscence of the 
deeper chest-notes and sterner manner 
of the SpeaKER. ‘‘ It’s all very well for 
the Marxiss, a master of flouts and 
jeers, to speak slightingly of our fellow- 
subjects from the far East. It is, I 
suppose, an outcome of Unionist prin- 
ciples. But obscure people, like you 
and me, dear GEORGE, must be very 
careful.” ¥ 

“Tt isn’t an insult—it’s a conun- 
drum.” ; 

‘Oh, very well,” I said, much molli- 
fied. ‘‘ Then I give it up.” 

‘‘ Why is the Hon. DapaBHor Naorosi 
like the devil? Because he’s not so 
black as he’s painted.” 

After this, proceedings in House 
seemed quite lively, although the busi- 
ness under discussion was none other 


than Employers’ Liability Bill. Debated 
it till midnight. BrapitaveH created 
some sensation by going over to Gentle- 
men of England. 

‘‘An early attachment, Tony,’ he 
pleaded. ‘‘ You remember how they 
used to clutch me on the way to the 
head of the stairs? They’ve got me 
now, and I never will desert them.” 

Business done.—Debate on Employers’ 
Liability Bill. 


SIX OF ONE AND HALF-A-DOZEN OF THE OTHER. 
(Some little way after Mortimer Collins.) 

[It is stated that in Cornwall all sorts of flowers, from magnolia to mignon- 
ette, are still in full bloom in the open air, whilst another correspondent says 
that a hen ‘cut-throat’ sparrow belonging to him has taken to laying eggs. ] 
Ox, Summer said to Winter, For I now bring slop instead of 

‘* Earth-lovers love me best ; snow, [so ;) 
For I flush the mead, and I fill the | (Which comes in June, or mostly 

Tie | And roses and: noses at Christmas 
And the violet and the daffodil, 


ow, [don’t know, 
And the red, red rose o’er the} And the birds their nesting-time 
world I spill; 


knd . jeanne eS lay an Renaeer= 8 pretty go! 
: S_ nd my dawns are cool, and m n i . 
tendency to get behind SpraKkER’s decision by reading out full terms ou are chill ; i ie oe cg 


of original composition. SPEAKER too qui “6 sunny glow 
8 sition, SPEAKE quick for him. ‘‘Order!|And don’t I ru th % : : 
order!” he thundered, in a voice with which the Cursnis not un-| bill n up the doctor's Ave silly legends of long ogo: 


familiar. Buthe stumbled on. ‘I wish to explain——”’ For bronchitis and all the rest!” va ee ee 


closer than that,” he said. ‘‘ But it 
S37 willserve. Only I wish we had the 
Marxiss in this House, instead of 
on the other side of the corridor. I 
suppose they told you of the message 
he sent me when I let him know he 
should hear from me shortly in the 
House of Commons? ‘ Dear RaAn- 
DOLPH,’ he wrote, ‘I assure you you 
can’t intimidate me by any amount 
of worrying of W. H. Smits.’ 
That’s him: utterly selfish.” 

Business done, — RANDOLPH on 
the Rampage. 


A Conundrummer. 


Thursday.—CuRsE OF CAMBORNE 
muttering all over the House. Had 
spent some time in framing one of 
half,a dozen questions; succeeded, 
after laborious effort, in making it 
what he thought attractive; handed 
got up early this morning to enjoy sight of it in 


* Drop in a sovereign ! ” 
it in at table; 


peat and anticipation of putting it in House; found the Srmvicer 
ad severely sub-edited it; taken out all the bad language, the 


inn . . . 7 ° . 
11 Branige®, nsinnations, accusations. This is what the Curse calls 
uating”’ his question. Rises to make complaint; shows 


‘iia ae 
«6 rs pace! hie ue Question !” says the SPEAKER. We equally good at Heil 
child, * Says the Curse, and sits down pouting like spoiled | But Winter said to Summer: Fact is, the difference ’twixt us two 


‘* Karth-lovers best love me: Is the purest fiddle-de-dee ! 
Aw Artistic Curistmas Story.—The picture of ‘* The Violinast” 


—a capital Storey—a good old Storey—(A.R.A.), 
Goldamithe4o-the Guildhall Art Galle ses ( ), presented by the 


Business getting further in the re P 
opportunity of dealing with them Pivhe Time 
ever, and business more p of 
Adjournment, and propos 


Votes accumulate ; 
u Time being shorter than 
ressing, SAGE of Queen Anne’s Gate moves 
es to discuss matter at length. The Grand 


NOTICE,—Rejected Co icati ibuti 
> on. a ee returned, att wee whether MS., Printed Matter, Prawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
Mee will be no excoptinn en accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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DISABILITY. 


‘¢OH—A—DAVIS, COULD YOU BLOW THE ORGAN FOR ME THIS AFTERNOON AT 


St. ANnn’s ?” 
‘‘T poust I won’r BE MUCH USE, MIss. 
Docror sEs AS I’M TOUCHED IN THE Winn!” 


I ’Ap BROWN-KITIS 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Noventy 1n Drawrne Room Decoration.—You are quite right in 
these days, in your opinion, that to be ‘‘ peculiar” is everything, and 
some of your ideas for stealing a march on your neighbours in the 
matter o pee aty are quite admirable. Your papering your draw- 
ing-room ceiling with back numbers of the Daily Telegraph is, to begin 
with, a most happy inspiration. By all means have up the kitchen 
dresser. You can cover this with cracked soup-plates and tubs con- 
taining large laurel plants. These, too, you may continue round the 
room on brackets, placing several conspicuously on the over-mantel. 
Your suggestion, too, that you should paint your muslin curtains in 
broad stripes or spots with AsprnaLt’s Enamel is excellent. Your 
floors, dado, arm-chairs, rugs, cushions, could also with advantage 
be treated with this useful decorative compound. Fill up the corners 
of your room with trophies of straw, and, taking up your carpet, cut 1t 
in lengths, and nail it tapestry-wise in festoons over your doors. This 
is very effective. But your taste will direct you, and you will soon 
find that, with avery little effort, you can easily succeed in rendering 
your rooms remarkable. 

Lion Tamrne.—Your safest plan of becoming an efficient ‘‘ Lion 
Tamer” would be, unquestionably, as you_ suggest, to secure two 
three-day-old cubs, and feed them by hand in your own drawing- 
room with raw mutton-chops. As soon, however, as they begin to 
grow you must be on the look out ; they are sure to spring on you 
sooner or later. We believe a great deal can be done with a glass 
eye, red-hot pincers, and a heavily-loaded riding-whip; but we 
should advise you, when the creatures are full-grown, to keep them 
in something more secure than the hen-house you mention. Your 
best plan, when they are really getting sayage, would, perhaps, be 
to take a few finishing lessons of any well-known ‘‘ Lion King.” 
Your desire to accomplish the feat of holding your head in the brute’s 
mouth is natural, oot does credit to your professional spirit, but we 
would recommend you to make your first essay on some aged beast, 
who has lost all his teeth, and has already dined. But if you are 
determined to succeed in this risky experiment, you had better take 
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PATERFAMILIAS LOQUITUR. 
Tue holidays are o’er! no more we see 
Boots in all places where no boots should be ; 
No more the hungry brood sweeps clear the platter 
With the perpetual grace of cheery chatter ; 
No more the bolster battle-cries are borne 
Through the warm slumbers of the early morn. 
No more indignant JAMES comes in to tell 
How Master Tom has stormed his citadel, 
And, scorning covert threat, and suasion soft, 
Rules for an hour the monarch of the loft. 
Once more ’tis safe the shrubbery paths to tread 
Without a javelin hurtling by one’s head ; 
No longer lurk behind the orchard-trees 
White-headed Indians, chubby Soudanese ; 
And neighbouring pigs wallow with wonted grace, 
Free from the terrors of the sudden chase. 
Again we face the frost, without dismay 
Lest we be called to skate an hour ere day, 
Or with a book endure a day-long fall 
Secure from lawless cricket in the hall. 
Now in the servants’ mystic realm again 
Their ancient order and decorum reign ; 
Yet can I read in Brsp’s, the butler’s, eye, 
A latent sorrow for the larks gone by. 
Unrufiled now in temper, and in look 
Sedate and calm once more is Mrs. Cook. 
Yet all her larder’s treasures she ’d explore, 
And spend her skill to greet the boys once more,’ 
The Coachman, as a Lord Chief Justice grave, 
His loved solemnity no more must waive ; 
Majestic silence seals his lips, and yet 
I know his dignity is half regret. 
For now the lords of home’s fair pastures free, 
Plunge in the schoolroom’s fierce democratie ; 
Now in reluctant ears the school-bell sounds ; 
On the soaked grass once more the football bounds ; 
The home-sick novice hears the horrid thud, 
And headlong prints his flannels in the mud. 
Now ponder sullen brows o’er HoMER’s page, 
While luckless masters share ACHILLES’ rage, 
And rising scholars mourn their studious lot, 
And brand the classic bards as ‘‘ awful rot.” 
Ah! though at home the endless clamours cease, 
There is much desert to a little peace. 
Come, Easter, come, to Pater and to boys, 
And bring them back with all their tricks and noise. 


ONCE, AND 


the bull by the horns and attempt it in a diver’s helmet. This may 
somewhat incommode and even surprise the lion ; but, on the whole, 
it hie give you your best chance of coming through the ordeal in 
safety. 

To aan THE EFFECT OF INKSTAINS ON BLUE SATIN FURNITURE. 
—Having had the misfortune to upset a bottle of ink over the light 
blue satin seat of an armchair of your handsome Louis XIII. 
drawing-room suite, your best plan will be to make the rest of it 
match as simply as possible. Get, therefore, several more bottles of 
ink and proceed to ‘‘splotch” all the other chairs, sofas, and otto- 
mans recklessly in like manner. Having done this, give out to your 
friends boldly that it is a new Japanese design from Paris, and you 
may be tolerably sure that though they will stare, they will admire 
and finally endeavour to match it. A red-hot poker and blotting- 
DRESS will be of no use. Don’t hesitate, therefore, but go boldly to 
work. 

How To UrriisE A Frre-Escare.—We think that having won the 


fire-escape in the raffle you mention, you were bound to receive it on 


delivery, and think you have done wisely to consign it, for the 
moment, to your front area. Take care, however, that it does not 
prove a means of admitting a burglar to your top storey, upon which, 
while the fire-escape occupies its present position, you will certainly 
do well to keep one or two armed detectives continually on the que 
vive. Yes, you can certainly cut off the ladder and turn it into 
kitchen chairs, and use the carriage part as a sort of low-pitched dog- 
cart, and, hiring a cab-horse, put in an appearance in it, as you 
suggest, in the park. But painted black it would make a nice sort 
of handy open, fio. dhecled hearse; that might possibly be patronised 
now and then by a deceased friend ofa sporting turn. This is only 
a suggestion, But think it out. There is something in it. 
_ | 


WE read.in the Z%mes that ‘the Illustrated London News has 
offered to erect a facsimile of SHAKSPEARE’S House on the Champ de 
Mars during the Exhibition.” Of course ‘The House of MoLizRE’® 
will be delighted. Perhaps the plans will be designed by Mr. Irvine, 
who says he can draw a good house for SHAKSPEARE at any time. 
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Jonathan. “*’ScusE Mr, STRANGER,—My Gat!” 


War’s your little game to-day ? / 

My gal, Teuton! (is.) | 
Oh, yes, I know your winning way | 
With any charmer found astray, 
But once again I beg to say, 

My gal, Teuton! 
Your eye is on me ee young thing ? 
l al, Teuton! (dis. 
Your battery of chips you d bring, | 
Your rayther guttural song you’d sing | 
But mark, she’s underneath my wing. 

My gal, Teuton ! | 
What say you to the dusky pet P— 

My gal, Teuton! (bts.) 


=. 


You peer into her eyes of jet, 


You woo, but you’ve not won her yet. 


My eye is on you, Boss, you bet! 
: My gal, Teuton! 
You’d clasp her to your beating heart! 
My gal, Teuton ! (d2s.) 
From her old love you ’d have her part. 
al, Stranger, guess you’re all-fired smart, 
But Uncle Sam has got the start. 
My gal, Teuton! 
You beam a broad Batavian smile, 
My gal, Teuton! (dis.) 
You fancy here you have struck ile. 
But J shan’t stand with nary rile, 


| Your bumptious, big Eurdpean style, 

| My gal, Teuton ! 

| You'd take her home, Boss, in your train ? 

) My gal, Teuton! (d2s.) 

_ My lusty Locuryvakg, restrain _ 

Your love of foreign gals and gain. 

Under my charge she ’d best remain, 
My gal, Teuton! 

You think she’s nice, Boss, real jam ? 

) My gal, Teuton! (4zs.) 

| Wal, Europe follows you like a lamb ; 

| That’s not the sort of man Jam. 

| You ’ve here to deal with Uncle Sam, 

My gal, Teuton! 
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“GOOD-BYE. SWEETHEART. GOOD-BYE!” 
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Farmer, ‘‘GooD OLD Marg, Mr. CHapuin !” 


Mr, Ox-Pr-w sings :-— How sinks my heart 
Tuy chances fade, thy strength seems 
breaking, 
Fails fast-my old and fond belief. 
From thee my leave I must be taking ; 


The hunt is up 
”T was bliss too brief, ’twas bliss too brief. 


I rather thin 


VERY MUCH ON GUARD. 


Tue Household Brigade are to be congratulated on the success of 
their theatrical entertainment-at the Chelsea Barracks Theatre on 
Friday, the 1st of February. Everything was admirably done, and 
the performances went without a hitch from beginning to end. The 
piece de resistance, a burlesque entitled ‘‘ The Real Truth about 
Ivanhoe or Scott Scotched,” was brightly written, and if containing 
here and there an old joke, was (so the audience seemed to think) 
none the worse for that. The author, Mr. E. C. Nugent (late 
Grenadier Guards), had been fortunate enough to secure in Mr. 
Epwarp Sonomon the best possible collaborateur to supply the 
necessary music—and luckily, a great deal of music seemed to be 
necessary. The play was full of tuneful songs and graceful dances, 
the latter executed to perfection by Miss Katz VAUGHAN and Miss 
Jenny McNorry. But in spite of the pleasing efforts of these 
accomplished ladies, the music was the feature of the evening. It 
is clever to a degree, and there was scarcely a number that was not 
awarded the demand (not always granted) for an encore. So well 
were the audience pleased with Mr. SoLomon’s work, that they 
honoured him with a special call at the end of the performances. 

Of the actors, Lieutenant GrorcE NueeEnt (Grenadier Guards), was 
far and away the best. Mr. Nucenr is really amusing, and were he 
to give up soldiering (which for the sake of the country, it is to be 

oped he won’t), might command an excellent salary as an actor on 
the professional boards. Lieutenants Sir Aucusrus WEBSTER and 
Groree MacDonaxp (both of the Grenadier Guards), were also very 
good—for amateurs. It would be invidious to single out any other 
gallant officer for honourable mention, as they all inaividnall and 
collectively attained to about the same level of excellence. And here it 
may be noted that the youthful subalterns (now immortalised) turned 
their professional knowledge to good account. Nothing could have 
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The tear is trickling from mine eye; 
E’en JEM against thy chance doth bet. 
Good-bye, Sweetheart, good-bye! 


my star seems soaring, 
my course is clear ; 
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Mr, Chaplin. ‘TM SORRY TO PART WITH HER; BUT SHE’S NO LONGER UP TO MY WEIGHT.” 


with sad regrets, But thou art stale, and given to roaring, 
Mine ancient mount, of old so dear. 
Since Sarispury’s parted with ‘“ Fair 
Trade,” 
And I to office soon may hie, 
ZI must change mounts, I ’m much afraid. 


Good-bye, Sweetheart, good-bye! 


been better than their advance in line—they never lost touch either 
of themselves or the audience. Tommy ATKINS (who was strong] 
represented at the back of the auditorium), seemed to greatly lich, 
this extra drill—extra drill that had evidently emanated from the 
Stage Manager’s sanctum after consultation with the Orderly Room. 
On the other hand, the Typical Hero of the Defaulter’s Book seemed 
a little slow in recognising a clever travesty of a Sergeant’s ‘‘instruc- 
tions” on parade—perhaps the burlesque revived painful memories, 

_ Before the piece of the evening, an original play, of very serious 
interest, called In Honour Bound, was performed. It went, how- 
ever, with more laughter than tears, apparently because the audience 
had formed a wrong impression of its character. No doubt when 
Mr. Sypnry Grunpy wrote the play, he intended its pathos should 
raise it (in spite of its tiny proportions), to the level of Romeo and 
Juliet, Othello, or even Macbeth. In spite of this, on Friday last, 
for some reason or other, Jn Honour Bound was undoubtedly 
accepted by the audience as a dangerous rival to Box and Cor—a 
farce it can scarcely be said, by the unprejudiced, to have resembled 
(even faintly) in any really important particular. 


Naturally! 


A Russran Mission has been sent 
To Abyssinia, with intent 
All Russophobes to shock again. 
Probably, when it comes, en bloc, 
To the French Station of Obok, 
The French will say, ‘‘ Obok (oh! bock) again !”, 


Tur Best Troop or Sensation Acronats (engaged for several 
turns every night).—The London Fire Brigade. 
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the end of the play, was simply perfect. No better contrast could 

there be than between Miss Moors and Mrs, BEERE. Mr. WYNDHAM 
is in most serious earnest, and he could not give any other reading 
of his part when a Mrs. BeErE is playing Mrs. Sternhold with so 
much intensity. JMildmay can no longer chuckle to himself over 
her making ‘‘such a fool of herself,” for this expression bears a 
very different meaning when applied to Mrs. BrERr’s and CHARLES 
DE Bernarp’s Mrs. Sternhold, instead of to Mrs. W1eAn’s and Tom 
Taytor’s Mrs. Sternhold. ‘‘Speak to my aunt,” whispers Drs. 
Mildmay to her husband, ‘‘as you-have spoken to me ;” and his | 
reply, ‘‘ I do not love her as I love you,” was intended to be received 
with a laugh. Such a laugh relieved a pretty and touching situa-— 
tion, which was raised at the expense of Tom Taytor’s elderly, 

made-up Mrs. Sternhold,—the audience perceived at once that 
the wife’s request was ridiculous, and that the husband was_ 
only laughing at its absurdity. But when Mrs. Sternhold is 

such a woman as Mrs. BEEr®, there is no joke about the matter, and 

not only is the request not absurd, but the reply ought not to raise 

a smile. Tom Tay~or meant Mrs. Sternhold to be a ridiculous” 
elderly person, painted and powdered, and fancying herself more 
attractive than her youthful niece; but Mrs. BERNARD BEERE’S 
Mrs. Sternhold is Batzac’s femme de trente ans, a very dangerous 
person, against whom an zngénue like Miss Moorn’s Mrs, Mildmay 
wouldn’t have had a chance. ; 

I cannot say that Mr. WynpHAmM either looks or speaks like a 
‘‘hale Lancashire lad.” That this broad-chested, jolly, healthy 
Captain Hawksley should cave in to the slight, natty Ildmay, is 
an additional tribute to the latter’s physical and moral strength, 
and damning proof of the former’s cowardice. 

Mr. BLAKELEY is a capital Potter, but the comic old Potter’s occu- 
pation is gone by the side of this new Mrs. Sternhold. Potter 
should have been restored to his proper position as the husband of 
Mrs. Sternhold. However, in the hands of Mr. Braretry he is 
very funny. fig serge : 

Mr..GiIpDENS gives a clever sketch of the bustling impecunious 
Irishman, Dunbilk ; but the type, like the name, is rather out of 
date. The house at Brompton (a locality which has been recently 
almost entirely absorbed in Kensington), where there is a flower 
and kitchen garden, to suit Mildmay’s provincial tastes, is also 
strongly suggestive of the ‘‘long ago.””’ When Tom Tay tor wrote, 
Brompton possessed many such snuggeries; but now it would be 
difficult to find even one, almost as difficult as to define Brompton. 
In the Second Act the rapid change from the first to the second 
Scene is managed in an incredibly short space of time—a very few 
seconds, in fact. 

But to sum up—altogether an interesting evening, which much 
delighted JACK IN A Box. 


PLAY-TIME. 


THR revival of Still Waters Run Deep at the Criterion is, in every 


way remarkable, but epaty so in the revelation of the real 


| de up her 
Mrs. Sternhold. But when once Mrs. BreerE had mad 
mind as to how Mrs. Sternhold must be played, then the Bice ought 
to have been re-modelled on the exact lines of CHARLES DE BER- 


NARD’s novelette. Reyne te Lee 
Mrs. BERNARD BEERR’S acting is too powerful for the play as it 1s; 
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Little Wyndham putting down Big Hawkesley. ‘ Don’t you try that again. 
Recollect it is a hale Lancashire Lad (myself) against a battered London 
Rowe—and you'll get the worst of it! ”’ 


though it would not be too powerful had Tom Tayzor not so 
cleverly bowdlerised CHARLES DE BERNARD’S novelette, Le Gendre. 
She thrilled me,—I admit I am easily thrilled,—but such force is 
wasted on the Mrs. Sternhold whom the English playwright created. 
According to Tom Taytor, Mrs. Sternhold was only a yain, elderly 
woman, who had made a fool of herself; and not the French 
original, a guilty wife, jealous of her own daughter, or, it might 
have been, of her step-daughter, for it is a long time since I read 
Le Gendre. But, altogether, the acting at the Criterion is above 
the level of the play itself; though, with the exception of one scene, 
Mr. Sranpine’s Captain Hawksley is certainly belate it. 

The tone of every character in the piece must be taken from 
Mrs. Sternhold ; and, if Mrs. Sternhold is not a vain, silly person 
pour rire, but a ; 
clever woman who fag 
has indulged in an Hew.) ie 
msane criminal = {{1/!\'|i!)!/!' J) /.//// | 1 
Paeineeeror a Py 
scoundrel, then “ Wyre! iiffi Ty 
all the serious CAA : 
characters (the iil Wite 
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THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


January 1.—I had intended concluding my Diary last week, 

but a most important event has happened, so I shail continue for a 
little while longer on the fly-leaves attached to the end of my last 
year’s Diary. It had just struck half-past one, 
and 1 was on the point of leaving the office to 
have my dinner, when I received a message 
that Mr. Perxupr desired to see me at once. 
must confess my heart began to beat, and I had 
most serious misgivings. Mr. PERKUPP was in 
his room, writing, and he said, ‘‘ Take a seat, \ 
Mr. Poorrr—I shall not be a moment.” I) \\ 
replied, ‘No, thank you, Sir, I'll stand.” 1 \\\ § 
watched the clock onthe mantelpiece, and I was \\\’ 
waiting quite twenty minutes, but it seemed \N | 
hours. Mr. Prerxupr at last got up himself. <@c® 
} said, ‘‘I hope there is nothing wrong, Sir?” 
He replied, ‘‘Oh dear no—quite the reverse, I hope.” What a 
weight off my mind! My breath seemed to come back again in 
an instant. Mr. PErkupp said, ‘‘ Mr. Buckrrne is going to retire, 
and there will be some slight changes in the office. You. have been 
with us nearly twenty-one years, and, in consequence of your conduct 
during that period, we intend making a special promotion in your 
favour. We have not quite decided how you will be placed, but in 
any case there will be a considerable increase in your salary, which, 
it is quite unnecessary for me to say, you fully deserve. I have an 
appointment at two—but you shall hear more to-morrow.” He then 
left the room quickly, and I was not even allowed time or thought to 
express a single word of grateful thanks to him. I need not say 
how dear CarRIk received this joyful news. With perfect simplicity 
she said—‘‘ At last we shall be able to have a chimney-glass for the 
back drawing-room, which we always wanted.” TI added, ** Yes, 
and at last you shall have that little costume which you ‘saw at | 
PrrER RoBINnson’s so cheap.” | 

January 2.—] was ina great state of suspense all day at the office. 
I did not like to worry Mr. Perxupp, but as he did not’send for me, 
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interest in whose 
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terest we take in 
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Widow, a model of Situation (not in the piece) :—The hale Lancashire Lad 
middle-class pro- puts his threat into execution, and chucks Captain 
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and mentioned yesterday 
thought it better, perhaps, 
on entering, Mr, PERKUPp?P gaj 
want to seeme?” I said, ‘*No, Sir—I thought 
me!” ‘* Qh,” he replied, ‘‘I remember, ell, 
y, I will see you to-morrow.” 
January 


not alleviated by ascertaining that Mr. 
not be at the o 


anything about chalk pits, Guy.?” I said, ‘*N 
are as safe as Consols, and pay six per cent. at par.” 
neat thing, viz :—‘‘ They may be ts 
has no money to invest,’ _ Cannre and I both roared with laughter, 
Lupry did not take the slightest notice of the joke, although I pur- 
posely repeated it for him, but continued, ‘‘ I 
all—Chalk pits!” J said another funny thin 
fall into them!” Luprn put on a supercilious smile, and said, 
‘Bravo! Joz Mrixr.” 


January 4.—Mr. Perxvrr sent for me and told me that my posi- 
‘ I was more than 
overjoyed. Mr. Perxupp added he would let me know to-morrow 
what the salary would be. This means another day’s anxiety. I 
me 
that I had forgotten to speak to Lupin about the letter I received 
from Mr. Mura, Senior. I broached the subject to Lupry in the 
Lupin was riveted to the 


tion would be that of one of the Chief Clerks, 


don’t mind, for it is anxiety of the right sort. That reminde 


evening, having first consulted Carri. 
- Financial News,” as if he had been a born capitalist, and I said, 
MurLars any day this week?” Lupin answered, ‘‘I told you—I 
cannot stand old Murrar.” I said, ‘‘Mr. Murtar writes to me to 
“a pretty plainly that he cannot stand you!”’ Lwupun said, ‘* Well 
I like his cheek in writing to you. I’ll find out if his father is still 
alive, and I will write him a note complaining of Ais son, and I’ll 
state pretty clearly that his son is a blithering idiot!” I said, 
‘LUPIN, please moderate your expressions in the presence of your 
mother.” Luprn said, ‘‘I’m very sorry, but there is no other 
expression one can apply to him. However, I’m determined not to 


enter his place again.” I said, ‘‘ You know, Lupin, he has forbidden 


you the house.” 
all the same. Datsy is a trump, and 
necessary.” 


Lupin replied, ‘‘ oe Al won't split straws—it’s 


January 5.—I can scarcely write the news. Mr. Perxurr told me 


my salary would be raised £100. I stood gaping for a moment, 


unable to realise it. I annually get £10 rise, and I thought it might 


be £15, or even £20, but £100 surpasses all belief. Carrie and I 
both rejoiced over our good fortune. Luprn came home in the 
evening in the utmost good spirits. I sent Saran quietly round to 
the grocer’s for a bottle of champagne, the same as we had before, 
‘“ JACKSON FrbREs,”’ It was opened at supper, and I said to Lupry, 
‘This is to celebrate some good news have received to-day.” 
Lupin replied, ‘‘ Hooray, Guy! And I have some good news also. 
A double event, eh?” I said, ‘‘ My boy, asa result of twenty-one 
years’ industry and strict attention to the interest of my superiors in 
office, I have been rewarded with promotion and a rise in salary of 
£100,”” Lupin gave three cheers, and we rapped the tables furiously 
which brought in Saran to see what the matter was. Luprn ordered 
us to “‘fill up” again, and addressing us upstanding, said, ‘‘ Having 
been in the firm of JoB Creananns, stock and sharebrokers, a few 
weeks, and not having paid particular attention to the interests of 
my superiors in office, my Guy’nor, as a reward to me, allotted me 
£5-worth of shares in a really good thing. The result is to-day I 
have made £200.” I said, ‘‘Lupry, you are joking.” ‘‘No, Guy, 
it’s the good old truth. Jos CLEANANDS put me on to Chlorates !” 


il 


‘““THE LUSHAI EXPEDITION.” 
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that he would see me again to-day, I 
to go tohim. I knocked at his door, and 

Oh, it’s you, Mr. Poorer—do you 
ou wanted to see 
am very busy to- 


3.—Still in a state of Pe, and excitement, which was 
ERKUPP sent word he should 

i ce at all to-day. In the evening Lurry, who was 
busily engaged with a paper, said suddenly to me, ‘‘Do you know 
D ut 0, my boy, not that 
I’m aware of.” Luprn said, ‘ Well, I give you the tip. Chalk pits 
t said a rather 

r cent. at par, but your Pa 


give you the tip, that’s 
:—** Mind you don’t 


Pardon me a moment, Lupin; how is it you have not been to the 


wait for me ten years, if 
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WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
FOURTH EVENING. 


“Nor long ago,”’ so the Moon (male this time—fresh from Germany) 
told Mr. Punch, ‘I looked down upon the harbour of a town on the 
Red Sea. I peeped into a ship, which had been turned into a hospital for 

Pabasie = wounded soldiers. 


\\ 


which ig 
ae. called Suakin) had 
ge been besieged on 
-# its land sides for 
-| months bya rabble 
/ of fanatical Der- 
vishes, fierce and 
=—% savage foes, who 
~,- came close up to 
its walls, building 
> forts, and digging 
trenches, from 
3} which, night and 
Fo RL OS day, they poured 
; oe shot and shell into 
the crowded streets and bazaars, and killed several of the inhabitants, | 
For a long time nothing was done to drive the besiegers away, but at 
last it was decided that some very active measures ought to be taken. 
Troops were brought, and a battle followed soon after, in which the 
Dervishes, though they were brave enemies, and fought gallantly, 
iving and expecting no quarter, were driven away without much 
difficulty, for the defenders were quite as brave, and more numerous. 
Still, some of them were killed, and many wounded, and the latter 
had been carried on board a ship to get well. In one of the 
hammocks a trooper was lying, who was getting better, and was 
already well enough to be allowed to read the newspapers which had 
been sent out to himfrom England. He was reading one of them now 
by the light of a lantern which hung near, and, as I shone in, I } 
could read it too,” said the Moon. ‘‘I think he was anxious to 
know what his countrymen at home were saying, and this paper was 
dated about the time that the news of the victory had arrived. As 
he spelt out the lines of print I saw his face (which was a good and 
honest one, but not very intellectual, perhaps), growing more and more 
puzzled, as if he found some difficulty in understanding what he read. 
Well, the newspapers told him that a considerable number of his 
fellow-countrymen—so far from regarding him and those who had 
fought with him as heroes, or even as brave men, who had performed 
an unpleasant duty, looked upon them as a set of cowardly butchers 
and murderers. He read that several clever and eloquent speakers 
in Parliament had denounced the victory as a disgrace, and declared 
that Suakin belonged by rights to those savage Arabs who had come 
across the Desert all the way from Khartoum to attack it, and who 
showed no mercy to man, woman, or child; that it was theirs, and 
ought to be given up to them. Now the poor wounded Trooper had 
never thought of himself as a hero—he had simply done his duty 
that was all—and, though the enemy were only savages and 
fanatics, they had fought with desperate courage, and he had not 
imagined till then that there was anything disgraceful in defeating 
them—nor had I,” said the Moon, ‘‘for that matter. But there it 
was, in black and white—all that the clever men who wrote in 
papers or made speeches thought of the affair, and he was very much 
troubled in his mind about it. At last he told his neighbour what 
was worrying him, and asked his opinion. His neighbour was the 
Sergeant-Major of his troop, who had also been in the battle—he had 
narrowly escaped being ‘iliod, for his sabre had snapped short off, 
and his revolver refused to go off at the right moment, so he was 
lucky in being only severely wounded. The Sergeant-Major heard 
the whole account placidly enough. ‘Don’t you bother your head 
about it!’ he said, feebly; ‘they wouldn’t go calling us them 
names, and backing up them dirty Arabs, if it warn’t on account 
of politics—it’s all politics, and don’t mean anything in particular.’ 
‘They do say we ought to ha’ tried kindness on ’em, though,’ said 
the Trooper, doubtfully. ‘Kindness!’ said the Sergeant-Major— 
‘let ’em come out here, and try it themselves! It’s easy talking of 
being kind to a howling savage, as keeps pot-shotting at you with 
a Remington, or jobbing at you with a spear—but it ain’t the wa 
to raise a siege, not to my thinking, it isn’t ;—but there, as I said 
before, it’s only politics. Bless you, they don’t believe it them- 
selves, some on ’em—leastways, it’s to be hoped not!’ So the 
Trooper lay still with an easier expression—but I noticed,” added 
the Moon, “‘ that he did not finish reading his newspaper.” 


* 


Soupan THoucHt.—We’ve heard a good deal lately of ‘‘ the 
Kabbabish men.” Several correspondents want to know if these 
are Hansom Kabbabish men or Growlers ? 
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The Miss Browns. ‘‘ OH, SO GLAD TO SEE you, MARY! 
ONLY SHAKE Hanps!” Fair Visitor. ‘‘OH DEAR, HOW SAD! 


MR. BOULANGER AS “GENERAL BUONAPARTE.” 
PENNY PLAIN; TWoPENCE COLOURED. 


“To vote for General BouLANGER is to vote for a General who has gained 
no victory.”—M. Jutges Sion. 


“No Victory ?”” Nay, simple Smon, you ’re wrong ; 
He has gained the old Victory, often repeated, 

Of blague over blindness. It fetches the throng, 
That flamboyant figure so flauntingly seated. 

Just look at it! Boys at its majesty melt, 

Though manhood may see ’tis a sketch @ /a SKELT. 


SKEL1’s heroes were rather unreal, of course; 
But they knew how to stride, and to swagger and straddle, 
To prance and curvet on a high-rearing horse, 
Yet keep, to the eye, a firm seat in the saddle. 
A circus Bucephalus looks a fine thing 
As it scatters the sawdust and ramps round the ring, 


Houp-lé! Tt is hardly heroic, that shout, 
Not a war-cry of RoLanp or BAYARD precisely, 
At Ivry it would not have answered, no doubt, 
But for Paris to-day it will do very nicely, 
A histrion hollow shows better, one feels, 
han a bourgeois who blunders, a ‘‘ Statesman ”’ who steals. 


He looks fierce as an Indian hunter of scalps, 
“ ze fine as Murat when he led a battalion, 
ere’s a touch of N APOLEON crossing the Alps. 


You call him a hero vou 10n | 
oe pour rire, a rapscallion ? 
So there’s 


Were subj ects not foolish, how feeble were kings ! 

ls make Bomsas and Nenors. 
re not such poor things, 

d with so many ‘‘ heroes,” 
and the honest are wise, 

y the nose and the eyes, 
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BUT WE ’VE SUCH DREADFUL COLDS, WE CAN'T KISS YOU, DEAR. WE CAN 
I HOPE YOU HAVEN’T GoT A CoLp, Mr. Brown !!” 


Till then,—well, gue voulez-vous? ‘‘ These be your gods, 
O Israel!” ‘Truly a glorious attitude ! 
Apollo-like graces and Jovian nods 
end grace to pretence and give power to platitude. 
The frog-world a King Stork from Olympus still begs, 
So they mustn’t find fault with his beak or his legs. 


See how ’twixt the legs of this Skeltian chief 
Show towers and buildings in Skeltian perspective ! 
He’ll trample them down? ’Tis a natural belief, 
But a true point of sight of that fear is corrective. 
Rhodes’ straddling Colossus was but a mere trifle— 
Except in Skelt sketch—to the Tower of Eiffel. 


Penny plain, twopence coloured! Some sinister hands 
Have worked at this picture with paint-brush and pencil. 
curious joint-labour of Ishmael bands! 

Which smacks, after all, of the paste-pot and tinsel. 

In the Penny Stage phrase of an earlier day, 

This is ‘‘Mr, BouLANGER as ——” whom shall we say ? 


BUTT AND BUTTER. 


On the 30th of last month, during a trial in the Probate Division 
of the High Court of J ustice, the Sotrcrror-GENERAL (with him 
Public Opinion), quoted from the pages of the London Charivari, 
when the following interesting dialogue occurred :— 

“ Mr. Inderwick. What are you reading from? 

“* The Solicitor-General. From Punch. 

“ Mr. Inderwick. But I do not accept Punch as evidence. 

“Mr. Justice Butt. It is a very high authority.” 


It will be gratifying, no doubt, to Mr. Justice Burr to learn that 


on this point the Lord Chief Justice of the World entirely concurs 
in his opinion. 


Recent Exercise at Monte Carto.—Mr. W. H. Sanre and 


Mr. RircHtx used to go ‘a cheval” every day for several turns, 
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MR. BOULANGER AS “GENERAL BUONAPARTE.” 


PENNY PLAIN—TWOPENCE COLOURED. 
(From Mr. Punceh's Theatrical Portrait Gallery.) 
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CONTRASTS. 


No, II.—Rotrren Row. BrTwErEN TWELVE AND Two, Mippay. 


QUITE OUT OF DATE. 1885. 


QUITE THE THING. 1888—9. 


THE LAST OF THEM. 


A Fragmentary Peep into the Future. 


_ ‘Last night I spoke of guns, of ships, of rifles, and how guns, ships, and 
rifles became obsolete in a very few years through the great enthusiasm of 
inventors.””—Mr. Goschen at the Portman Rooms. 

* * * * a * 


Ir was a secret, sombre, subterranean den, lying deep down 
under the bed of the river, approached through a perfect maze of 
passages, and lighted only by the latest artificial light. As two- 
penny-worth of this light, however, was warranted to illumine a 
million square feet of cellarage for twelve calendar months, it had 
been rigorously suppressed in the interests of that monstrous 
monopoly the Automatic- Accumulator -Solar-Ray-Direct-Storage 
Syndicate. 

He was a wretched-looking creature, the sole occupant of this Cave 
of Trophonius, a cross between an Alchymist and an Apparitor, as 
weirdly wizen as the former, as darkly disguised as the latter. 

‘* Eureka!” he yelled with a triumphant shriek. It shook the 
complicated cranks and cordage which made his cell look like a 
metallic spider’s web, and startled the passengers on board the 
‘‘Noctivagant Nautilus,” one of the new line of Moon-Motor 
Citizen Boats which ran from Battersea to the Tower Stairs for one 
half-penny in two minutes, thirty seconds and one-tenth. 

“Fool!” he muttered, half throttling himself with his own 
skeleton hand. ‘' When shall I subdue my accursed, unfashionable, 
world-proscribed enthusiasm to discreet silence? That idiotic howl 
is quite sufficient to put my relentless pursuers on my track. And 
just as I have perfected my Fa et se plan for an Automatic, 

ightning - charged - Thunderbolt - hurling - Self- steering - Adamant- 

lated-Aluminium Fleet too!!! But, after all, what matters? Cu? 
ees ? What Capitalist will take it up ?—what Admiralty adopt it? 
—what Nation pay for it? Above all, what Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer—the curse of Science on the sordid breed !—will permit so 
much as the appearance of the merest model of it? No, that 
last atrocious Act for the Absolute Suppression of Inventors has 
settled my hash. In these ultra-humanitarian days, too, when 
capital punishment, save for Inventors, has been entirely 
abolished ! ” : : 

He sank down upon an Iridium anvil, cast his arms around a 
retort of pure transparent Diamond, and wept tears sufficient to float 
his own Aluminium Fleet. ; 

‘* And wuy?” he shouted, rousing himself at last, and apparently 


addressing the highly-finished model of a hundred-pounder gun 
capable of being packed in a hat-box, which hung beside a waist- 
coat-pocket torpedo. 

He was answered, but not in the eee he expected. The door of 
his den was suddenly opened, and the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
clad, like all officials of the time, in complete anti-dynamite-asbestos- 
cum-adamant mail, appeared at the head of a detachment of the new 
Volcanic-Vulcanite-clad force of Police known as the Vesuvian 
Invulnerables. These formed a cordon around the now entirely 
crushed Troglodyte of the Thames. 

‘‘Wuy?P’” echoed the Chancellor, in tones of sue pelsying 
severity. ‘‘ Wretched man, too well you know. Else, why hide you 
here in this new Cyclops cavern of inventive infamy? Are you not 
of those, traitors to Thrift, defiers of Rhadamanthian Law, dis- 
turbers of Procustean Order, who already have nearly been the ruin 
of the State. Is it not ed to you and your kind that Salisbury 
Plain is ,piled Pyramid-high with the wreckage of obsolete ships, 
the débris of exploded guns, and the refuse of useless rifles, a 
Pelion-upon-Ossa of rusty ironmongery, which originally cost a 
mountain of gold, and is now not worth carting away as old metal? 
Have you, and men of your pernicious sort, not for many years led 
nations a ruinous dance of Experimental Emulation in Systematic 
Slaughter? Have you not played Old Gooseberry with European 
Exchequers, and made the Lives of the Chancellors a burden to them ? 
Have you not seduced peoples by the perilous path of Patents to the 
very verge of the fathomless gulf of International Insolvency? Have 
you not rendered necessary. the passing of a Draconic Code of Anti- 
Scientific Enactments Retiparod with which the Irish Penal Laws 
were mere legislative pleasantries, and Mr. BaLrour’s treatment of 
O'BRIEN a benevolent jest. Inshort, are you not an Enthusiast, and 
—oh! culmination of unpatriotic infamy !—an Inventor P” 

The crushed caitiff, the villanous victim of ardent scheming, the 
persistent planner of expensive improvements, sank prostrate on the 
floor of the Cyclopean cavern. He had not a word to say for himself. 

‘‘Thank Heaven, you are the sole survivor of the ‘malignant 
brood! continued the Chancellor, with ultra-official fervour. ‘‘I 
have been on your serpent-track for years; at last, I catch you in 
your own wicked web. (Thatis a mixed metaphor—but no matter !) 
Seize him, Bobbies—I mean Vesuvian Invulnerables! Away with 
him to a dungeon even deeper and dirtier than his own! The 
Public, so long the prey of Patentees, the paying victim of Scierfce’s 
colossal Game of Brag, will view with pleasure the ignominious 


ending of The Last of the Inventors!!!” 
* * * * * * 
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“ SHOPPY”’ ! 


Uxorious Editor (in his Honeymoon). ‘‘ Kiss ME, DARLING—‘ NOT NECESSARILY FOR PUBLICA- 
TION, BUT AS A GUARANTEE OF Goop FaiTH’!” [Smack ! 


HELP FOR YELPERS. 


How to make the Home for Lost and Starving D i i 
: ¢ g Dogs at Battersea pay. With compli- 
ments to the President, Committee, and all others connected with that admirable Institutlont 


1. Turn it into a Limited Liability C . is - : 

€ comp edbeadstas Wee darar shares. y Company; all Dog-owners in the Home Counties to 
S as - leaf out of the book of Madame Tussaup and the Chamber of Horrors. Allow 
gn extra charge of one shilling to be made to all visitors desirous to see Dr. RicHARDsON’s 
Rie Ss ekane, er at work, wherein dogs of all kinds are painlessly converted into excellent 


3. Strengthen the Committee b ter infusion i i i 
sipenating a good het of the sentimental fouiteames mae Eee ee 
: an experi -tral j 
er pti pel hari ~ trainer to select the cleverest of the lost, teach them to jump 


for the Home. adders, and so gain bones for themselves and sinews (of war) 


5. Throw open the official posts to : “4 : ah > Tne as 
wa ‘ osts to public competition, with special invitation to Topy, M.P. 
Mr. Aveustus Harris, and other first-rate organisers and eelar caterers ; the Comin ittee, 
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however, no 
highest, or the lowest, or the me - 

6. See that, when an owner comes an 
gives a full description of his lost hound, a 
notice is sent to him as soon as @ dog 
answering that description 18 received at 
the Home. ‘This simple expedient will 
obviate the exasperating nuisance of owners 
being—as now—compelled to come twice a 
week to the Home for months, on the 
chance of their pet having unexpectedly 
arrived in the last batch of street dere-licks. 

7. Welcome the coming, get a fee out of 
the parting, visitor. 

8. Muzzle Cerberus. , 

9. See that valuable dogs find their owners ; 
and apply a general tonic—a course of bark, 
for example—to the whole management. 


indi lves to accept the 
pant themselves oe pe in 


THE BRITISH VOLUNTEERS, 


Tae Sona or A SNUBBED ONE, 
Arr—"' The British Grenadiers.” 


Wotsetry, our Alexander, 
GoscHEN, our Hercules, 

And many a great commander 
And statesman like to these, 

F’en Jox, the Brum’s pet hero, 
When he’d elicit cheers, 

Talk bow-wow-Wwow-Wwow-WOW- WOW 
On the British Volunteers. 


Right coolly we ’re commanded 
From Wimbledon to cut, 
They flout remonstrance banded, 
Our mouths we ’re bid to shut. 
But always after dinner, 
They, dropping snubs and sneers, 
bow-wow-WO0w-WwoOW-WOW-WoOW, 
At the British Volunteers. 


We're clerks and counter-jumpers 
In soldier's garb, they say, 

Yet drink our health in bumpers 
In this post-prandial way. 

We wish they ’d de us justice, 
These spouting Pots and Peers, 

And not talk bow-wow-wow-wow 
On the British Volunteers ! 


BETTERS AND GAMBLERS. 


Mr. Puncu,—There is unquestionably one 
law for the Poor, and another for the Rich, 
or rather for the Ungenteel in comparison 
with the Genteel. People who can afford to 
risk any money at in betting, are not 
r; and others, that can’t afford to risk 
arge sums on the Turf, or in any other form 
of gambling, but, with expensive establish- 
ments to maintain, do yet risk them, are not 
rich, Their expenditure exceeds their in- 
comes. They require to be protected against 
themselves and their gambling propensities, 
equally with the gentlemen of the pavement 
and the public-houses. But this protection is 
denied the poor wealthy. Every daily news- 
paper almost, records a ‘‘raid” effected by 
the Police on a licensed victualler’s premises 
allowed to be used by small gamblers for the 
purpose of betting and playing games of 
hazard. No matter if these be partly games 
of skill—like ‘“‘skittle pool,” and that the 
ventures are no higher than threepenny, six~ 
penny, and shilling stakes. The gamesters 
and their host are liable to be fined, and are 
fined accordingly, and sent to prison if they 
can’t pay,—very much to encourage the 
others. 
But, Sir, you know that ‘we never see re- 
rted a raid or a foray executed by the 
olice on any of the premises constantly used 
for betting by noblemen and gentlemen con- 
nected with the Turf or Stock Exchange. 
Now, don’t you think that these great gam- 
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otected from their vicious | cially at the reckless 

urchin who ever and anon lations in stocks and 8 
gets himself run in for the crime of playing at pitch-and-toss in a | permitted 
experience of the Money Market and the Cit 


I write under feelings of mingled sorrow and indignation espe- 
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gambling in the form 
every day of my life almost, e 


Ever yours, truly, 
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of bull and bear specu- 


ares which I am grieved and shocked to see 


xcept Sundays, in my 


y; and remain, 


An Honest BRoxeEr. 


PUNCH, 


NEEDED 
OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Fesruary 9, 1889. 
OS eee eee 


A HOLIDAY REMINISCENCE. 


Mr, W. H. Smith, on his 
return from Monte Carlo, 
regrets that he didn't 

‘“* leave it on.” 


yh! 


GIVING THEM THEIR CHARACTERS. 


THE quite novel light shed recently at the Lyceum on the charac- 
ters of Macbeth and Lady Macbeth respectively, to say nothing of 
Mrs. Lanatry’s New York revival, and the hundred-and-one on dits 
in relation to Mr. MansFIeLp’s forthcoming much-talked-of produc- 
tion at the Globe, have all helped to stir the ‘‘ New Reading” dis- 
coverers into a state of unwonted activity. Subjoined are a few of 
their latest suggestions :— 

A propos of Macbeth, ‘‘ A Stxty Yrars STUDENT” writes :—‘‘ By 
all means let Macbeth turn out to be a rather jovial, nice-minded 
pleasant-spoken sort of fellow, and his wife a good-natured and 


’ | affectionate creature, with an eye to business, and never so wide 


awake as when in the Sleep-walking Scene, but this doesn’t half do 
away with the Tragedy. Duncan should be the real ruffian, on 
which the whole of the ghastly business turns, arriving at the castle 
in an advanced stage of delirium tremens, in a fit of which it is 
evident that, at a later hour, he commits suicide. That he is hope- 
lessly drunk on his arrival, is clearly indicated in the text, for he 
addresses Lady Macbeth with the line— 
“Give me your hand: conduct me to mine host.’ 
** Then, stumbling up against her with the words :— 
‘*¢ By your leave, hostess!’ 


reels up the steps into the Castle. I take it this gives us all we want 
to clear the characters of our hero and heroine. As for Banquo’s 
appearance, mind you, after supper, that can obviously be set down 
to an acute form of indigestion.” 

Dealing with Hamlet, in a similarly critical spirit, ‘‘ A REasonrne 
Rosctus”’ remarks :—‘‘ As to the Dane being off his head, this is 
simply absurd. His game is evidently Spiritualism. He ought to 
go through the usual hanky-panky, table-turning with Horatvo, 
Marcellus, and Bernardo, and then, after eliciting a succession of 
raps, dismiss them, and fetching out the regular Dark Séance 
Cabinet, finish up with the usual illuminated banjo business, during 
which he carries on his conversation with the Ghost, whose head 
appears at a hole in the cabinet-door covered with phosphorus, 
according to the accepted text, modified here and there, of course, 
to suit the varying situations. I must add, that Hamlet must, by 
no Means, be made up ‘young.’ The Queen refers to him near the 
end of the play as being ‘ fat, and scant of breath,’ thereby clearly 
peed that to represent him even as a heavy, obese, middle- 
tBe , epyerown Sort of Sir Jomn Fatsrarr would be only to err in 
: . rig : iain He should be a coarse ponderous hulking 
tellow ot about five and fifty. This would he p to carry off his 


ey and, in some measure, explain his peculiar conduct to 


.With regard to Othello, “A Gunutne Lover oF Humorous 


ComEpy ” writes :—‘‘T cannot concej i 
cite elve a more wanton distortion of 

the aor obvious characteristics than the attilly: aesentad 

view 0 which stamps him ag ‘jealous.’ Why? The charge is 


> NOTICE.—Rejected Communicat 
in no case be returned, no 
there will be no exception. 


ions or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, 
t even whey accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


The key to his character is simply his keen relish of a 
thoroughly good practical joke. His accidental smothering of 
Desdemona is evidently one of these. He ought to come on in all 
the earlier scenes with a banjo, to carry out the idea of his being not 
the Moor, but the Moore and Burgess corner-man of Venice. I am 
not sure that I wouldn’t dress him in red-and-white-striped trousers, 
a long blue-tailed coat, a shirt-frill and a large white tie. But this 
is a detail.’ f ; 

‘‘Rrowarpson Repivivus” after insisting that King Lear is 
the most ‘‘mirth- provoking character’? SHAKSPEARE ever 
drew, and that all his scenes with his daughters. if rightly un- 
derstood, should be hailed by any intelligent audience as regular 
‘‘ side-splitters,’”’ passes on to the consideration of Paul Pry, who, 
he says, aftera good deal of mature scholarly reflection, he has 
discovered to be not a comic character at all, but a melo- 
dramatic villain of the deepest dye. He argues against his carrying 
an umbrella, insisting that he should be provided instead with along 
Spanish stiletto, and an ample and mysterious cloak. He further 
lays great stress on the fact, that whenever he enters with his catch 
phrase of ‘‘ I hope I don’t intrude,” he ought to appear with blue 
fire, either through a vampire-trap or secret panel, and not quit the 
stage before he has stabbed somebody. He adds, in conclusion, that 
he has forwarded all his notes on the subject to Mr. J. L, Toorg, in 
the hope that the popular Comedian will see his way to their adoption 
on the next occasion of his reviving the well-known piece. 


monstrous ! 


LINES SUGGESTED BY AN ELECTOR. 


How happy is the Party penman’s lot,! 
Whether he wins or loses all is well.' 
What though the counted votes against him tot ? 
Success in failure his keen scent can smell. 
Loudly he crows when he the leek has eaten, 
And ne’er is so triumphant as when beaten. 


Equal to either fortune? Better far, 
e snatches happy omens from defeat ; 
Winning, he tondly thanks his lucky star, 
Losing, he finds in loss a savour sweet, 
Like one who with two-headed coin doth toss, 
Loss is but gain, but gain is never loss! 


THE (NEARLY) PERFECT ENGLISHMAN. 
(Translated from the French Press.) 


On, yes, the brave General is an Englishman. His mother—ah, 
his dear, dear mother!—before she married his father, was an 
English ‘‘Mees.’’ She was a perfect specimen! Tall, long, fair 
hair; beautiful and much-exposed front teeth! Thus, he is right— 
the brave General to be proud of his English blood! For he has 
many of the characteristics of the native of Albion—not perfide, but 
White-cliffed Albion. He eats rosbif and drinks portare-biere for 
breakfast ; and when he is greatly moved, he cries with tears in his 
voice, ‘* Oh, Shocking !’? Then, who has not seen him with his 
boule-dogue with its blue ribbon collar and silver bell? This 
boule-dogue was born in the most fashionable part of London—Vaux- 
hall Bridge Road—and is called ‘‘ Auguste.” Both the brave General 
and the boule-dogue are English to the backbone. The bowle-dogue 
is fond of sport—he is pleased to jump through a hoop, and can 
dance the polka on his hind-legs. It is only natural that he should 
fear rats. But the mice! Ah! he can hunt the mice! 

The brave General is an expert at all English sports! Ah! how 
he plays the cricket! It is wonderful to see him in his flannel shirt 
(worn over a well-starched linen one), walking at every ‘‘ over” 
from one set of the stumps to the other set of the stumps! As a 
General, of course, the Elected of the Seine wears spurs at all times. 
At the cricket his spurs assist him in catching the ball. 

Then at the lawn-tennis! Oh, the brave General knows well how |. 
to play! Often he touches the ball with his bat, although he can 
miss it. Ah, yes! how well, with what grace, he can miss it! And 
when he does touch the ball with his bat, with what terrible force 
does he drive it against the net! 

But, before all and above all, he is a sportsman! Of course he 
wears his uniform, but that does not prevent him from putting along 
hunting-horn round his body, nor carrying a game-bag attached to 
a thin silken cord hanging by his side. And his patent leather 
shooting shoes! And his white kid gloves! Ah, he is charming! 
And it is then that Auguste distinguishes ‘himself! The brave dog 
and the brave General hunt together. They thoroughly understand 
each other. Auguste examines the bushes, the ditches, the shop- 
windows! At length the fox is found, and then: the brave General, 
drawing his sword, gives Reynard his coup de grace! Ah, indeed, 
BovLANGER 1s.a perfect Englishman-jockey, gentleman-rider! I who 
write this wish him every success. (Signed) HeEnrrI Pump, 

Of the Anglo-French Press. 
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The Lady Godiva, ‘‘ HicH DRESSES TO BE WORN AT THE DRAWING- 
RooM—INDEED !—1F LADIES ARE ILL, INFIRM, OR ADVANCING IN AGE! 
Ha, HA! Nor ur I Know 17!” 


A GLORIOUS SPIN AFTER A JULY RABBIT. 


A Hunting Story, by the Author of ‘A Shoot with a Fox-hound,” 
“A Real Good Snipe,” ‘‘ The Herne Bay Harriers,” ‘A Knacker’s 
Mount,” &c., kc. 


Ir would have been impossible to have picked out a more wretched 
day for the opening meet of the Season than was Tuesday, the first 
of July, 188—. 

** You must not keep him waiting, Sir,” said Captain Dasnover’s 
servant, as he helped his master on with a thick Ulster, which com- 

pletely covered his red coat, his snowy 
breeches, his top-boots, and all the brave 
insignia of the chase. 

‘*T hope he is not too fresh,” muttered 
the Captain, stifling an oath. ‘‘ As it is 


. Thus reassured, the Captain approached 
i} his steed (who stood patiently while he 
‘i! successfully ascended the saddle, with the 
material assistance of the stirrup), and, 
seizing his umbrella, slowly sauntered away. 

‘A pretty pair!” exclaimed the Groom, critically watching the 
departing steed and his rider before returning to the dining-room to 
remove the remnants of his master’s lunch—‘‘ a pretty pair!” 

It wasa bad day. A dense fog lay over all the land, enshrouding 
both hills and valleys, shops and public-houses, turnpike-gates and 
boot manufactories, in its weird and ghostly embrace. It rested like 
a soft grey counterpane upon the fields, toning down to a sombre 
tint the rich brown of the upheaved earth. As for the lamp-posts 
and the red signals from the chemists’ windows, they were blurred, 
and seemed to be impregnated with moisture. Everything was 
dark, everything was dull, and the rain poured down in buckets- 
full 


After five minutes’ careful riding (the meet was at some little 
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distance from the place of departure), the Captain joined the field, 
which had already assembled. 

‘* Nuisance this rain,” growled the Master, as soon as the Captain 
had reported himself. ‘‘On my word, I hardly know what to do. 
The hounds are sure to catch cold if I don’t take’em home. What 
do you say, DasHover ?”’ 

* Well,” replied the Captain, pulling at his reins with both hands at 
once ; ‘‘now that I have got my bit of blood out, I think we had better 
have aspin. Folks don’t like to be disappointed on such occasions,” 

The Master, hearing this, gave orders for the day’s proceedings to 
commence at once, and the hounds were trotted off at a brisk pace to 
draw a covert close by. But the rain and fog continued, an many 
of the field went home. Milestones looked dark and formidable, 
their dimensions increased instead of diminished by the imperfect 
light. The omnibus horses sniffed the damp air through their open 
nostrils, and discharged it with disgust. They laoked round sus- 
piciously at the grey and unrecognisable conveyances beside them, 
were nervous and timid, and distrusted the commonest object. A 
wheelbarrow (containing penny ices), a donkey, a sheep-dog, filled 
them with apprehension; and all this time, sias on the leaden- 
coloured ee rang out the eager, murderous notes of collies 
and poodles, celebrated for their slaying qualities. Suddenly there 
was a cry of “‘Gone forrard, aw-a-ay!”’ which proclaimed that 
Master Bunny had left the snug underwood of the covert. There 
was evidently a hot scent in the open, for the hounds dashed out 
after him close to his tail, and, taking a bullfinch, disappeared 
in the ditch beyond. They threw their tongues a , and 
added their boisterous, chirruping music to the accompaniment of a 
distant, but appreciative brass band, of sporting proclivities, 
‘Gone forrard aw-a-ay!’? Indeed, ‘‘ Aw-a-ay!” 

Off they went! Friendly gates could not be taken advantage of, 
so the field hurried along the high road as if they had to catch a 
train, which was seldom late! The pack had vanished from view, 
having stopped in the kitchen-garden attached toa country public- 
house, and the only way to get up td them was to negotiate every 
ee and impossible fence on foot. Providence must provide for 
the rest ! 

Crash, crash, went the timbers of a stiff double rail as a waggon of 
hay moved aside to let a hansom pass! Suddenly they heard a rail- 
way whistle, and the Master called off ‘the hounds. He appealed to 
them by their names, and, obedient to his ery, they came whining 
towards him, and began fawning about his boots. 

**Darn this rain!”’ he exclaimed, resentfully, as he distributed 
sugar amongst his canine favourites. ‘‘ It ain’t fit to hunt in.” 

This had been for a oe time the opinion of Captain DasHoveR, 
who had turned back, and was on his way home. He was rogress- 
ing slowly as, beneath him, was one of the most perfect and resolute 
walkers that ever looked through a bridle, when he saw Master 
Bunny seated in the very centre of the road, devouring a piece of 
cabbage. In a moment _his horn was to his lips, and he blew a 
strange, weird note that he had never heard Bators-—paret aan he 
would never hear again! ‘‘ Yoicks! Hi away! Hout and aboot, 
Mon! Hoick, imy beauty! Hoick, hoick at him! Hi forrard, hi 
forrard tantivy!’’ and the Captain was fairly excited. Sammy, the 
horse, entered into the spirit of the thing, and took up the running 
at a gentle trot. Disturbed at his meal, the wily rabbit jumped away 
carrying his green-stuff with him. He ran on in this manner for 
some yards, and then stopped and began a fresh nibble, but was off 
again by the time the Captain had reached his new position. This 
was repeated over and over again. Cap- 
tain DasHover leant forward in the saddle, 
and clasping his good horse’s neek within 
his arms, spoke an encouraging word to 
him. Whatever the man’s faults were, he 
was brave and knew no fear! 

But Bunny was not to be caught. He 
leapt and leapt until he approached the 
sea! It was then the Captain stopped, 
for he liked not the look of the sands. He 
was on the eve of returning home when 
Sammy suddenly pulled up, pricked up  . @ Pe 
his ears, and made a decided point at a bathing-machine. Alack, 
alack, for poor Bunny! After a desperate encounter, the Captain 
emerged from the submarine conveyance carrying with him the life- 
less form of the quarry! He almost sighed as, in duty bound, he 
sounded his horn once more, and shouted out yet again, ‘‘ Hiforrard! 
Hi forrard, tantivy ! e 


SS 


¥ * * * 


‘*Pleasant run, Sir?” asked the man, touching his hat as the 
Captain dismounted. ; 

*Excellent,”’ returned DAasHovEeR, paying the customary half- 
crown, and pointing to his watch to prove that he had not eneroached 
upon the second hour at the lower rate of two shillings, he left she 
livery stables. Half an hour later he was hurriedly discussing a 
boiling cup of tea and a well-toasted muffin in his thrice-welcome 
snuggery at home ! 


SALLE AL ce eT eee aaa 


— 
ace A CE 
ee 
a 
—_——— 


** Eros, ho! 
The shirt of Nessus is upon me: teach me, 
Aleides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage: 


Let me iodge Lichas on the horns o’ the moon ; 
And with these hands, that grasp’d the heaviest 


club, 
Subdue my worthiest self.” 
Antony and Cleopatra, Act IV. 
TRE shirt of Nessus! 
Art on thine Eta ? 
At least thou seem’st. 
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HERCULES FURENS. 


(Modern Teutonic Version.) 


Teuton Hercules. 
Hot and ill at ease 
As when Alcides tore 
Rooted Thessalian pines, and raised a roar 


» Scene 10. 


That sounded far o’er the Euboic wave; [rave. | Amidst ‘‘the mingled multitude of prey 
So crossed or thwarted dost thou ramp and The herdsman’s yet unparted care.”* 
And every luckless soul who dares to stand _ Alcides 
Erect within the reach of thy strong hand, | The hydra down, its pee felt at last ; 
W ouldst treat like Lichas, hurling him afar | And luckless Lichas from the hill-top cast, 
To plunge, like Vulcan or a falling star, | Because a woman’s jealousy had foiled 
Headlong through air to ocean. | His eager passion and his purpose spoiled. 
So the gods_ | Thrice the great Hera-hated hero lost 
Set heroes’ muscles with their wits at odds, 
In the old Titan times. Achilles raged, 
And Ajax, foiled by sage Ulysses, waged 


A foolish war with flocks, making mad way | * SopHoc.ss’ Ajax. 


So, too 
whose god-given strength could hew 


| His reason’s balance, proud and passion-tost. 
Is it that brawn and brain close-wedded work 
| Wild mischief ; that the seeds of madness lurk 
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In all heroic might ? What leech shall cure 

‘* The man, frenzied with mad distemperature ’’* 
Who, stirred to wrath, poor woolly sheep destroys, 
Or vents his spleen on women, doctors 0s F 
Strange proof of the sardonic whims of fate, 

Strange satire on humanity’s estate 

That demigods, souls of heroic mould 

As brave as brawny, and as big as bold, 

Should, tantrum-smitten, fal] upon the flocks, 
And midge-enraged retort by heaving rocks! 


Hercules furens! It might make men smile 

Who can forget the cradle and the pile 

The babe-choked serpents and the god sf applause, 

To see great souls so stirred by so slight cause. 

““ Can heavenly minds such anger entertain ?” 

Sings Virern, _ See the angry hero strain 

To hurl the stripling heavenward, grip of steel 

Close-clenched upon the hapless youngster’s heel! 

‘Those hands that grasped the heaviest club” 
should seek 

A worthier work than warring with the weak. 

Meanwhile, sage policy gives place to pride ; 

The lion-slaying club is cast aside, 

And what replaces the old lion’s hide ? 

Not Austria’s calf-skin surely? No, at least 

’Tis not the fell of the ignobler beast 

That hangs upon ‘‘ those recreant limbs,” stout still, 

But “‘ recreant”’ to wisdom and calm will, 

Awhile, awhile! The Nessus-tunic clings, 

Its folds constrain, its subtle poison stings 

The hampered hero into fury wild ; 

Only the highest strength is calm and mild. 

ANTONY raged, CmsaRr was coldly still, i 

‘‘ The dull cold-blooded Czsapk,”’ whose calm will 

Not e’en the Nile Enchantress could subdue. 

The conscious Antony too sadly knew 

His soul’s superior. After all, ’tis poor 

** Upon the hill of Basan to outroar 

The hornéd herd,” although the voice that shouts 

Is of a Stentor Swordsman, whom war’s flouts 

Shook never. ‘‘ Savage cause”’ to stir the brave 

To frenzy. What availed the thrice-whipped slave 

To mend Marx’s fortune. Enorarsus knew 

Cold Casax had ‘‘ subdued his judgment too.” 

Lodge Lichas on the horns o’ the moon, indeed, 

It shall not make wroth-gendered plans succeed 

In Policy’s despite. Resume the club, 

Teutonic Titan, ere on A’ta’s hub 

A Hercules I iate make sport 

For cynic babblers of the baser sort. 

Or ere wise watchers must admit it true 

That your own hands your worthiest self subdue. 


* Sopuocies’ Ajoz. 


A HINT FROM CLOUDLAND. 


Sup Anoy! Messmare, 
For, my dear boy, I can see you! Not every 


day, my hearty! because, when it is foggy, it isa long |}, 


way from Trafalgar Square to 85, Fleet Street. But you 
should hear my voice, Mr. Punch, and, if you can’t, why, 
my dear eyes! here is my letter. Not that I used to 
garnish my conversation with such old-fashioned nautical 
terms when I was in the flesh. I put them in here 
and there because I have been so long mast-headed (or, 
rather, pillar-headed) in Charing Cross, that you would 
not believe me a sea-dog—you land-lubber!—unless I 
gave you a taste of the briny. And now, Mr. Punch, as 
you are a sensible person, who knows a marling-spike 
from a forecastle (please pronounce it ‘‘ fokesle’’) yarn, 
I will assume that you want to learn the reason of my 
addressing you. Yes, you are right, my son of Nep- 
tune!—I have got a grievance. Having a grievance, I 
write to you—I select you in preference to the Editor of 
the Times, as I fancy that excellent and erudite gentle- 
man has just now other fish to fry in the neighbourhood 
of the Law Courts, and can’t be bothered with the grum- 

lings of a one-armed one-eyed old bronze statue stuck 
on a column, like Patience ona Monument! And that 
reminds me of what my grievance is. I am going to 
complain of a Monument, and ask you to get it removed. 
You hammered away at WHLLINGTON until he was 
taken from Hyde Park Corner to Aldershot and, if 
you get my monumental incubus carted off to Brighton, 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 75 


; 
Ht f 
; 


G 


Ss 


“wy 
4 


iW) 
ip 
UV 
¢ 


FELINE AMENITIES. 


‘‘] WISH YOU HADN’T ASKED CAPTAIN WAREHAM, Lizziz. 
I CAN’T BEAR HIM!” 

‘DEAR ME, CHARLOTTE—ISN’T THE WORLD BIG ENOUGH FOR YOU BOTH?” 

“YES; BUT YOUR LITTLE DINING-ROOM ISw’rT!” 


HorRID MAN! 


Sp ting still, Jericho, you will deserve the thanks not only of the dead, but of 
the living, 

You see, my heart of oak up here I can catch what they are saying down 
below, and I can assure you it is not pleasant listening. CHARLES THE Frest made 
an a row when they put up “the other one,” and Havetock was ually 
indignant. When Napier came he used Snenare that really was dresden and 
reminded me of the sort of things the troops used to utter when they were doing 
dutyin Flanders. He has kept it up ever since, and I am ashamed that Gorpow 
(who has just joined us) should haye to hear it. The worst of it—shiver my 
timbers !—it is justifiable. I ask you how would you like to have a person 
dressed in classical costume, on a circus horse, set up close beside you? And 
e is a person who did a deal of harm when he had the opportunity, and brought 
the monarchy, of which we are all so justly proud, into ig He is the 
odd, the very odd man out, as they can’t find any one to balance him. But 
even had he bias the best of men, his statue is so utterly ridiculous, that it is 
a disgrace to the neighbourhood. After all, Charing Cross is not the place for 
a circus, and the effigy is absolutely meaningless, unless appropriately supple- 
mented with the presentment of GrmaLpr in the habit as he lived. So cart the 
circus-horse and its rider away, my good Mr. Punch, and earn the everlasting 
gratitude of Your sincere friend and admirer, 

Sparrow’s Nest, Trafalgar Square, W.C. NELSON AND Bronté. 

P. S8.—I see that some land-lubbers have been publishing my love-letters! 
It is fortunate for them that circumstances over which I have no control prevent 
me from getting at them! Wait until I secure a ladder, and then, bless their 
dear eyes! they shall see what a British Tar can do with his fist, in the cause of 
law, literary copyright, and Beauty! 


Check to the King! 
Kine Deatn, grim rider on the wan white horse, 
Has found too long at Courts his freest course. 
Now common-sense his dread career would check, 
Who has so often ‘‘ won by a bare neck,” : 
Tue BaKer’s Man.—There can be no doubt that all the supporters of le brav 
Général BouLANGER will answer to the roll-call, 
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THE PICKWICK SYMPHONY. 
By One who Ought to Know. 


zs Jav’s the thing,” as the member of the football club said 
tg peg Ss both hs legs, smashed half-a-dozen ribs, and 
jumped on his stummick. Dessay it is, but it doesn’t do for a man 
at my time o’ life to be out late o nights, But my son SammMy— 
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smart young fellow is Sammy—all-porter at the Ranunculus Club, 
said a mattenee wouldn’t hurt me. ‘* Vot’s that?” sesI. ‘‘ Do you 
take it’ot or cold?” ‘‘ Vell,” ses he, ‘‘it depends upon the veather 
and the wentilation. It’s French fora playin the arternoon. I’ve 
got a day orf o’ Thursday, and [’1l give youa snack in servants’ ’all 
—and we’ll go and see Pickwick.” ‘‘ None o’ that, Sammy,” says I, 
pullin’ him up short. ‘‘ Never make game o’ serious subjecks, as the 
man said when the barber larfed after cutting his nose off by mis- 
take. If they’re goin’ to make fun o’ the dear old Guy’nor, Z’// let 
’em see. Though I am seventy-four, I’m’ale and ’arty, and can 
pop in my left pretty andy if they’re up to any of their imperence.” 
**Oh, you splendid old bounder,”’ says Sammy, larfin fit to bust his- 
self, ‘* There’s no imperence; it’s a Dramatic Cantata.” ‘* Vot’s 
that, Sammy?” sesI; ‘‘if you don’t condescend to talk English to 
pe only father, I shall be sorry as ever I had you eddicated. All 

can sayis it don’t sound proper; but if you’ll pledge your word, 
Sammy, as a ’all-porter and a gentleman, that my dear blessed old 
Guy’nor ain’t held up to reddicule, I’ll go.” 

And lor’ what a time we’ad in the servants’ ’all! A snack he 
called it. Why the swarry we had at Bath years ago was nothin’ 
to it, and Mr. John Smauker and Mr. Tuckle vere noveres along 
0 the affable young gents as sat down to dinner with us. They all 
ad heard o’ me, and larfed and cracked their sides even when I 
talked about the veather and asked for the mustard; every one was 
80 pleasant that I wanted to spend the arternoon there, with a glass 
o’ het brandy-and-water. But Sammy cut me short when I was 
telling ’em all about the lark we’ad at Nupxins’s, and said, quite 
undutiful-like, ‘Come along, my rosy old fernomenon, keep that 
till you publish your reminiscences,”’ at which they all roared, till 
the Secketerry sent down his compliments and he vished to know if 
the kitchen-chimbley was a-fire. As it was, we were late at the 
Theatre—it was crammed full; but a friend o’ Sammy’s, who had 
something to do with the Theatre—I think it was the Author—had 
kep’ a private box: for us; and there was pretty music going on 
and a youth, not old enough to be tritated with a triangle was 
conducting the band, and makin’ beleeve to play all the music with 
a, white stick as he flourished about. ‘‘ Oo’s that Sammy?” gays I 

SoLomon,” says he. ‘* Pell?” says I larfin’. “Shut u , ou 
playful old porpoise,” ses he. ‘‘That’s the Composer.”’ re Then 
vy don’t he compose hisself,” ses I, ‘‘instead of 9 * Ss-s-sh! ” 
ses he, quite sharp and unfilial, and up goes the Curtain! 

There was my old friend, Mrs. Bardell—but, there, if Ms 
Bardell had only been half as pretty as Miss Lorrre VENNE aes 
eee een ne work for Dodson and Fogg, and I should hae 

: uy nor’s mone s : 
her that night I went up to pay ey Mei ath ae wey with 
sung like that, it would ha’ bee ion ee ee-onl 

g ; n a question who would ha’ run o 
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with her fust—Me or the Guy’nor, or Winkle, or Snodgrass, or 
Tupman. Then Tommy Bardell comes in, and he and his mother 
sing together. Then the Baker comes upon the scene. I’d forgotten 
all about him; but now I remember the brazen-faced Lothair that I 
always used to see lurkin’ about Goswell Street. I’m certain our 
Baker, though, couldn’t sing half so wellas Mr. RUTLAND BaRRINGTON ° 
I kept on noddin’ my head to his delicious “ Baker-roll,” till Sammy 
gave me a kick, and said, ‘‘ Now, then, you mercurial o d Mandarin, 
mind that old noddle o’ yourn don’t roll into the stalls. But 
when at last I saw the dear old Guy’nor—bless his dear old gig-lamps 
and gaiters—come on to the stage, I shouted ‘* Hooroar 1” Sammy 
said it was Mr. AnrHuR Cxcrt; but I turned and said, quite solemn- 
like, ‘‘SAMIVEL, my son, I don’t believe you.” There he was, with 
his dear old bald head, his capacious waistcoat, his blue coat, and his 
kerseymere pantaloons. Wher he sang a song about me, The Happy 
Valet,” I nearly kicked the front of the box out, an shed tears 
behind the curtain. Then to see the dear old chap sit down to 
breakfast so nat’ral-like with a real relish. Always singin he 
was, and uncommon well he sang too. Vy didn’t he tip us a stave 
like that at Dingley Dell? And when he wasn’t, Mrs. Bardell she 
came in and took it up, and gradually got canoodlin’ around him 
—jest as our Mrs. Bardell tried todo. ‘Then they sang a “ sympa- 
thetic duet”’—then came the ‘‘ Bardell Bolero,” which everyone 
cheered. Still she led the dear old man on—oh, how my poor old 
Dad would have liked to see the artfulness o’ vidders held up to 
reddicule in public,—and at last faints slick off in his arms, just like 
our Mrs. B. did. The Baker returns, Tommy comes in, Mr. Pick- 
wick gets more and more perplexed, and the piece finishes just the 
minute before I was introduced to my dear old Master. 

These players are bold enough—but they seem to know where to 
draw the line. They have had the temerity to impersonate Drs. 
Bardell, Mr. Pickwick, and the Baker—but I don’t think they are 
quite darin’ enough to try to take off Sam Weller—that would be 
rather more than they could carry as the ’bus conductor said when 
they wanted to put twenty inside. ‘‘Sammy,” says I, when we 
were taking three dozen of oysters apiece before tea, ‘‘ the author of 
your bei’ is obleeged to you for your treat. Your snack was excel- 
lent, your oysters are capital, and your Pickwick is first-rate. And 
there is no one in the world can be a better judge of Pickwiek— 
Pickwick was the only man who was a hero to his wally—than his 
old servant and faithful friend, your aged, but still lively parient, 

Sam WELLER.” 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
FIFTH EVENING. 


‘Ti other afternoon,’ began the Moon, ‘‘I saw a dear old 
gentleman coming out of a toyshop, laden with parcels. The people 
in the shop looked after him as he stepped into his carriage, and 
supposed that he must have a num- 
ber of nephews and nieces, whom 
he was evidently in the habit of 
spoiling. Now I knew that he had 
none but grown-up relations, and 
that he rather disliked children == 
than otherwise, and so I followed == 
him to where he lived, for I was — 
really curious to find out what he 
would do with all the things he had 
bought. IJ looked through the win- 
dows of his room, and presently I 
saw him come in, and put all is 
parcels down, and carefully lock the 
door, laughing to himself as he did 
so with a glee of which he seemed 
half ashamed. I was afraid he 
would draw the curtains, but he did not seem to mind whether I saw 
him or not, so long as nobody else did. First of all, he cleared the 
table, and then he undid the packages one by one, and set out the 
toys. There was a little railway train that went by clockwork on a 
circular railroad, and he fitted the lines together, with all the stations 
and tunnels, and wound up the engine, which ran, whirring and clat- 
tering, round and round. It was really a pretty sight. Then he 
brought out regiment after regiment of the most beautiful tin- 
soldiers, and set them up in order of battle, and fired peas at them 
out of a cannon, till he was tired of that; and next he unpacked a 
village, and after that a model fort, until I could almost have 
believed that the table was part of the real world. He was perfectl 
happy, playing with them, and there was nobody to send him to be 
until he was quite ready to go. And I knew that this had been the 
dream of his life ever since he had left off being a boy, and had | 
had to amuse himself with grown-up things, or to work, without | 
leisure even for serious play. Now he was rich, and retired from 
business, and able to please himself, without caring for the opinion 
of the world, and this was what gave him most pleasure. 
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then, to play with him—but he never does.”’ 


ROBERT’S BOLD EXPERIMENT. 


THE ‘‘ appinted day ”’ for our great xperiment came orf last Satter- 
day,—allus a slack day for us Waiters,—and we held our prelime- 
nary meeting a day or two afore, to settle all about our safegards 


decided to have jest one glass of sherry and 
bitters afore leaving home on the day of the 
dinner, to prepare our 
sewere trial, and a glass of sumthink hot, strong, 
and sweet, reddy for us wen we got home. So 
on Satterday, as I have said, we boldly assembld, 
at 5 o’Clock sharp, to meet our fate like men. 


kind Ost, who receeved us with as much geneality, 


Warden of sum Prime Livvery Company, and had taken his prelime- 
nary glass of Sherry, &c., as we had. But in coarse he hadn’t. 


The fust thing as struck us rayther forcibly was, that he was not 


drest quite in the hi dress as his name woud have led us to xpect, as 


of course we was, and allus are, but we arterwards learnt as he was 


from the naybouring kingdom of Whales, which of coarse xplaind it. 


We began with clear Turtel Soup, as promised, and suttenly 
The one glass of 
Maryskeno to be drunk with it was sumthink quite diffrent to what 
ROWN ewen took a 


neether BRING nor RyMER coud have beaten it. 


we had xpected, but it wasn’t at all bad, and 
second without flinching. But wen we cum to taste the 1874 win- 
tage of the Black Current Wine, with the biled Sammon, we fust 
looked at our Ost, and then at one another, and then we all put it 


quietly down, and took quite along pull at sum Olimpia Water, a 


bottle full of which was most thortfully put before each on us. 
With the ontrays we was handed some reel Orange Shampane, 
which, if not quite like sweet Click Oh, was suttenly quite as good 


as sum of the new brands as has been interdooeed lately, which 


praps aint saying much. With the remarkabel fine Saddel of 
Mutton that followd, we had sum Ginger Hale, which was not at 


all bad, and nicely warmed our somewhat estonished insides, which 


was becoming jest a leetle chilled at the large supply of cold water. 

With the Game we had sum Punch, quite diffrent from any we 
had ewer tasted afore, and called Winter Punch from its preshus 
coldness, I spose. 

The Orange Bitters with the Stilton was much admired, and was 
unanimously repeated, as it quite warmed us up after the Punch. 

The Dessert a good deal puzzeld us, as there was such a wariety 
of drinks to choose from. We began with the fine old Strawberry 
Syrup of the sillybrated 1880 growth, and then tried the Mureller 
Cherry, and coud distincktly tell the diffrence! But the faverite 
was suttenly the Old Gingerett, which was reelly quite warming 
and cumforting. 

Weather we shood have werry strongly objeckted to a glass or 2 of 
fine old Sherry, as a last final settler, I deelines to say ; but Brown, 
in proposing the helth of our nobel Chairman in a bumper of Pine 
Apple Cider, declared that not only was we much oblidged to him 
for his orspertality, but that we had all thorowly injoyed our 
rayther novel xperiment, and shood not at all mind trying it again 
in the Summer, and we all shouted out, Here! Here! 

I hardly expecs to be beleeved when I says that a reel Copperashun 
Deputy, tho’ a werry yung un, came in and jined us at Dessert, 
and drank away at most of the lot as if he reelly psec them to 
old Port and Claret, which of course he may have done, and aeshally 
said as we shood all do the same if we wood but persewere ! 

And now as to the final werdick. 

In the fust place, we spent a nice cheerful evening, thanks to our 
Ost and his frend the Deputy. In the second plaice, we didn’t have 
nothink to pay. In the third plaice, we didn’t none of us drink the 

lass of sumthink nice, as we had intended for to do when we got 

ome. I, for one, didn’t want it, and, besides, Honner seemed to 
forbid it, and .there’s Honner among Waiters as there is among— 
well, say other peeple. In the fourth plaice, we all seam to have 
slept the sleep of the temprate Waiter, and we hadn’t not no hed- 
aches on the follering morning! 

And I werrily beleeves that, if they cood "tad manidge to hintro- 
duce a leetle more ginger into the warious lickwids, and not hand 
round Black Current Wine with the biled Sammon, and, as I was 
told as the dinner didn’t cost more than harf the ushal price, that a 
good many peepel as hasn’t got quite so much money to spend as 


afore running of our fearfool risk. We then 


oor insides for their 


Wy; There was suttenly a werry unushal look of 
WY y dogged resolushun, not to say depresshun, upon 
77), Yoy the countingouses of all nine on us, when we 
j/ enterd the ouse of ospitalerty seleckted by our 


and ewen warmth, as if he had bin the Prime 
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“I am not sure,” added the Moon, ‘that I have not seen old 
gentlemen, with nothing to do, and plenty of money to spend, who 
amused themselves in ways which I thought far more foolish. For 
all that, I sometimes wish he would ask a child or two in, now and 


other peepel, might be injuiced to try the new sistem, at any rate 
ocashunally, and most speshally in warm weather. 

There’s jest one other important matter, as will keep on a pegging 
away at me, and it’s jest this—I allus finds as them as is most 
libberal with their wine, is allus the most libberal with their money 
to us pore ardworking Waiters; but the nateral hinference as 
surgests itself is such a paltry and shabby one, that I bannishes it 
away with all the contemp as it deserves. RoBeEkt, 


NOT QUITE WRITE. 


Scene—Mr, Puncu’s Sanctum. Mr. Puncu discovered reading the 
Newspapers. To him enter a couple of Church Dignitaries. 


First Church Dignitary. We trust we do not intrude, Mr. Punch ? 

Mr. Punch (looking up). You, Archbishop! Always pleased to 
see you. 

Second Church aay feet And having a great deal of leisure, 
Sir, I thought I would accompany 
his Grace. 

Mr. P. Delighted to see you 
both. Well, what is it? 

First C. D. (breathlessly), Have 
you seen the letter that appeared 
in the Zimes on the 6th of 
February AWS 

Second D. (interrupting). About *2..>*, 
Journalism, and Sunday Obser- ‘°. 
vance P ~ 

Mr. P. Yes—I fancy I saw the 
heading—an excellent object. es Oa 
_ Both C. D.’s (together). I wrote 
1t—— 

Mr. P. I saw, now I remember, 
both your signatures. Well, your 
Grace and my Lord, what do you 
want? 

First C. D. We objected to the 
appearance of a paper on Sunday—an entirely new departure. 

Second C.D. Started by the London edition of the New York Herald. 

Mr. P. Come, you are out there—how about the Odserver and the 
Sunday Times, to say nothing of a number of London weekly papers 
with special Sunday morning editions ? 

Both C. D.’s We never read them, because they appear on Sunday. 

Mr. P. Indeed! Well, of course, you are quite right to act up to 
your principles. And as, no doubt, you are consistent, I suppose 
you never see any morning paper on a Monday? 

First C. D. What nonsense! Of course we do. How should we 
get on without the latest intelligence from abroad, and the latest 
comments thereon ? 

Mr. P. All of which are most probably written and set in type 
for you on the Sunday for the following Monday. 

urst C. D. (astonished). Dear me! 

Second C. D. (astounded). You don’t say so! 

Mr. P. Yes, I do. And, pardon me, you really know very little 
about the matter. You see, the movements of the world cannot be 
ignored for two days out of the seven; and consequently there must bea 
paper published on a Monday. Of course there should be as little 
Sunday labour as possible, and I feel sure that in every newspaper 
office in the kingdom this rule is observed. The great point is, that 
there should be one day of rest in the week, and this point our trans- 
Atlantic contemporary seems to have overlooked. I do not think its 
omission will be to its ultimate advantage. As for the Observer and 
the Sunday Times (both of them very old established papers), they 
have ae the want of a comparatively small public for many 
years. I have no doubt you would find that in their cases no more 
work is done in their offices on a Sunday morning than in many a 
Fleet Street composing-room on a Sunday night. As to their distri- 
bution on the first day of the week—does it entail in their cases 
much more than getting a few tobacconists, who would be open on a 
Sunday to sell cigars, to vend journals as well? Railways and cabs 
and omnibuses are necessary evils that we are forced to tolerate every 
day of the week, month, and year, and a news-cart or two on a 
Sunday morning are not so very alarming after all, especially if they 
carry to the home a paper that may outrival the attraetions of the 
publichouse. You mean well, Your Grace, and My Lord, but a little 
knowledge is a dangerous thing. By all means secure one day of 


All’s wheel that ends wheel. 


rest in the seven for everyone, but do not run a tilt against neces- 


sary labour, which, in the case of the London papers to whieh I have 
referred, is practically work very late on Saturday night er very 


early on Monday morning, 


[Scene closes in as the Archbishop sedately makes his way to the 
office to subscribe to the ‘* Observer,” and the Béthop 
carefully produces the requisite funds for one year’s order 
of the ‘‘ Sunday Times.” 
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STUDIES. 


A HARMONY IN LONDON SMUT. 


LONDON COUNTY COUNCILS! 


Or, ‘‘' THE SAME OLD GAME!” 


Bumble loquitur :— 


Now wot did I tell yer? Oh, yus, they wos orfully down upon hus, 
Mister JoBBER, yet werry fust orf they’re as bad. Ah! a’undered 
times wus, 
If you arsk me, my dear M. B. W. Oh! it’s no end of a lark, 
And their little game, dontcher see, can’t be played up, like ours, in 
_ the dark. 
Publicity, Sir, is their motter, no sly ’ole-and-corner for them ; 
Which I ’opes as they likes the result. They was too jolly quick to 
condemn (gents, 
Dear Lord MaccERymorn and his lot, which a nicer more kind lot of 
More liberal-like as to perks, or more easy at handy per-cents, 
I ag known, nor don’t want to. Reform? It’sthe greatest 
of rot, 
Mere Radical clap-trap, the patter of parties as don’t know wot’s wot. 
I always did say it wos noisy as any big drum, and as oller, 
And look at this ere County Council, afore it’s got fair into collar! 
So wise and so wirtuous, ah! and so calm it wos going to be, . 
No rows and no robbery here ; and behold it’s all fiddle-de-dee! 
Pooty nice state o’ things, Sir, now ain’t it? No politicks! that was 
the word, : 
And they fought it all round just like cats, and them Rads, they 
ops in like a bird, [luck. 
og eae of hus being caught napping, hus Tories I mean, Sir, wus 
y. et Wot I maintains is as that is the merest of muck. 
our man can’t chip his hegg, as Lord Roszzrry said, with- 
(Which he ain’t not arf a bad sort: fora Radical Peer he’s 
5) a ira 
It was Party all over the place, ’cept a bit in the City, you ee 


When aes and RoskBERy romped in, being kindly allowed to 


But el : of : : 
ut e hehe was fair pot and kettle, or hammer and tongs, wich 
And we must ave been nappi 


A ng, I ; 
’em with ease, 8, i say, or we ought to have licked 


Those blessed Progressists. New name, but it means the old thing, 
and that’s bad; 

A Progressist’s a Socialist sometimes, and always a rampaging Rad. 

‘OReeeree the P.’s got the pull, and oh! where’s yer ‘‘ No Politicks” 
now 

Wy, their wery fust meeting was shindy, their second began in a row, 

And wound up in a ramp; a fair swindle, a regular do. That there 
FIRTH [berth. 

Was always a bugbear o’ mine, which no doubt he’s his heye ona 

Like the rest on us. Bumbles, or Bigwigs, or BorromLEy Fierus, 
it’s all one, [be mighty prime fun 


And Principles when they’re spelt proper means Perks. ’T'would 
If they hadn’t three years to run loose in. These Aldermen ought 
to ha’ bin, [a sin, 


Hevery one on’em, titled and Tory, to keep the thing straight. It’s 
And a shame, and a scandal, I say. Never mind, they must ’ave the 
fust go; [tables? Oh, no! 
But when the three years have expired, won’t we just turn the 
Gerrymandering, Sir, is a game two can play at. We won’t raise 
much bobbery [jobbery 
Now, but I’m sure as three years of their dashed Rad jobation and 
Will jolly well sicken the woters, hus Tories will then’ave our turns, 
And then won’t it be Bon’s a dying with Borromiry FiretH and that 
Burns? [year they can’t ; 
They can’t pull Law and Property down with a run, not in three 
Their Perlice game and Ground-renting rubbidge will turn outa 
proper old plant. 
Or else I willeat my cocked ’at, Sir; I’ve’eard all their kibosh afore ; 
The Purity-monger may spout, but its’Cuteness and Cash as will score. 
Think Monopoly’s game is all up? Think the Masses will ’ave their 
own way ? 
Yah! It’s all very well for palaver, but, put to the test, it won’t pay; 
And things as don’t pay never prospers, Sir, that is a moral, you bet. 
They are up in the sterrups jest now, Sir, but we’ll be upsides with 
’em yet. — [Big Job P 
Won’t they get in a precious fine ’ole when they tackle their blooming 
Next election it won’t be ‘‘ No Politicks! ” neither, that I’ll bet a bob. 
Well no, Sir, I mayn’t be no prophet, I’m old and my orfice is ’umble 
But if this don’t end in a fraud and a fizzle my name isn’t BUMBLE 


SS. SEE ee I ———eEeEeEeEeE———E—E——E——————————EE SEE 


oe aa tly, Linge ~ 


= 

ZZ 
z Chih 

gpa | 


Car: 
LZ 


NINNIOUG V ISAf AINO AU. AMHL ONV iUIS ‘HY,, ‘e1aNwag-x; 


OOL INASUUd SHIGVI—‘AWIL YAO NI SYM LI NVHL ASUOM SI SIHL ‘AHM,, ‘SHXOM AO Guvog NVITIOdOULAL 40 WAINAW-xXy 


gl nah gl Aa GOP nm 
AP AOA ar arc - 


ia 


~ 


PALL SLE 


(73 


ZA 
Zi 
OT ME EE AE ER 


WA A 
Vy) ke * AIT 2 - 
“i ALp Ct LF oa FLD EE Z, =—————}; 
“Y, ~ “hy Y - 
‘ — = i) 
at PRE ——— 
S SAA 


‘6881 ‘OL AUVoUsAY— ]UVAIUVHO NOGNOT GHL WO ‘HONDd 


USS 
Na Ny WH 
a AK 


i 
LIS 


AAVS AIO ANVS WAL,, “WO iSTIONNOO AILNQOO NOCNOT 


«| 


ced 


Frsruary 16, 1889.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 81 


Pig Next Day.—Progressive Wire-puller calls. 
Sma ‘* Regrets to hear I was seen at a City banquet 
sam last night.” I can’t deny it. ‘‘Then all he 


can say is, that he hopes it won’t occur again.” 
I tell him that I hope it will occur frequently. 
He makes a slighting allusion to flesh-pots, 
and ends by saying that ‘‘ there will be a pro- 
posal, from the reactionary Councillors, that 
Aldermen shall be invested with robes anda 
chain, and I shall be expected to vote against 
it.’ It seems that a robe and chain are con- 
sidered the reverse of Progressive. Why? 
Have voted—for the trap ee Regret to 
say, proposal lost, as most of Aldermen going 
in constant fear of the energetic Wire-puller, 
who organises the Party, and appears to dis- 
organise most of its members. Go to another 
Civic spread, and get a City official—on my 
promising never to vote against the interests 
of the old Corporation—to lend me his robes 
and gewgaws, including massive gold chain. 
Now feel something like an Alderman. 
Query.—Am I becoming a Retrogressist ? 
Anyhow, can’t be pushed out of my position 
for three years; so don’t much care what the 
Progressive Wire-puller thinks of me. 
Later.—Attend a still more sumptuous en- 
tertainment,thistime Bie byaCity Company. 
Fine institutions, old City Companies—not 
Progressive, perhaps, but hang progression | 
Go to bed in my robes and chain, 
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‘‘ Now, tr I Jump iT, I SHALL CERTAINLY FALL OFF; AND IF I DISMOUNT TO OPEN IT 
3 ’ ? a ? 
I SHALL NEVER GET ON AGAIN, 
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A PERSONAL ANSWER. 
(By a Prejudiced Party.) 

Way should not Ladies smoke 

The fragrant cigarette ? 
Ah! surely that is asked in joke, 

My sweet-lipped pet! 

I know the practice grows, 
Like others that are baneful ; 


But see a “‘ weed” beneath your nose ? 
The thought’s too painful ! 


A VALENTINE. 


To AN ADVANCED WoMAN,. 


Lady, though you’re now enroll’d 
On committees, talking loud, 
Trust me, in the days of old 
You’d more reason to be proud. 
Then no mannish maids we knew, 
Man for woman’s love would pine ; 
Can a cross between the two . 
Win me for a Valentine ? 


Lapy, in the ancient times, 
I had sung to you of love, 

Mingling freely in my rhymes 
Soft allusions to the dove. 

Now you’d scorn 
me if I wrote 


What the old- 


AN ALDERMANIC DIARY. 


i world poets 
2 taught ; 

gp?) For, as your slang 

your 


Is all philosophic 
' thought. 


~ with man, 
Rather better, as 
er 
All your high am- 
bitious dreams. 
You would vote, and then hold sway 
In St. Stephens, and methinks 


Man must by the cradle stay, 
While the child has forty winks. 


Once we numbered ’mid your charms, 

Soft low voice and tender eye ; 
Now you wave a Menad’s arms, 

On the platform shrieking high. 
Where is all the gentle grace, 

Where the soft seductive glance, 
In the bold virago face, 

Like a *‘ Pétroleuse’’ of France ? 


You go in for every ‘‘ fad,” 
Fancies that fanatics please ; 
Vaccination ’s counted bad, 
‘Thus you help a dire disease. 
Little children, though they learn 
Ample lessons all the time, 
Their poor pittance must not earn, 
Since it is in Pantomime. 


Finp that I’ve been made a ‘‘ County 
Alderman” for London! Very gratifying, 
but haven’t the ghost of a notion what I’m 
expected to do. It seems I’ve been ‘‘co- 
opted,” which sounds like the Stores. Friend 
drops in, and tells me I’m elected ‘‘on the 
Progressive ticket,’ and that it’s ‘‘ a glorious 
triumph.” Ask him, diffidently, whether as 
an Alderman I shan’t have to eat a lot of 
dinners. Friend surprised ; says that all that 
sort of thing is done away with; dining not 
a bit Progressive, it seems, and ‘‘we must 
leave luxurious banquets and wine-bibbin 
to effete old Corporation.” Question sti 
remains, What are my duties as Alderman ? 

Meet brother Aldermen at my first County 
Council. Find they are just as much at sea 
as I am about their future}functions. A 
spirited debate going on about ‘‘ Barking Out- 
fall.” Some Councillors want to abolish it 
and take London sewage down to East Coast. 
Vote for the Outfall, to save expense to rate- 
payers. Surprised afterwards to hear that 
‘* Progressive policy is dead against Barking.”’ 
Warned by chief Wire-puller of Progressive 
Party that I’d ‘better be careful’? how I 
vote. ‘‘ Having been elected by reformers, 
I am sees to vote as a reformer,” and 
more to the same effect. Annoying. 

Invited to grand City banquet. Never been 
to one before. Go, and have a delightful 
time of it. Never realised what good fellows 
these City magnates are—almost as good as 
the wine they generously provide for their 
guests. Much gratified, too, to see what a lot 
they seem to think of me. Query—is the Cor- 


poration, after all, as effete as some people say? 


pm e  , 


TEAL Hit ‘| i 


i 


Personal? Why, of course! 

Yet ’tis ‘‘ most relative.” 
Answer of more conclusive force 
How could I give ? 


Let females coarse and plain, 
With lips none care to kiss, 
Puff what is womanhood’s worst bane, 
Though manhood’s bliss. 


But you, with birdlike lips, 
And breath like briars in June ? 
Take my earnestest of tips— 
Tis not in tune. 


Take no foul cigarette 
Beneath that dainty nose. 
Heavens! Who would fuming Tophet set , 
Too near the Rose ? 


No! 


CAPITAL PUNISHMENT.—Direct Taxation. 
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FIGURATIVE. 


Head Waiter (the Old Gent had wished for a stronger Cheese), ‘‘H1! JAMES—LET LOOSE 
THE GORGONZOLA !” 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


EconoMIcaL ENTERTAINING.—Your determination to show your friends how to lessen the 
expense of social intercourse, and to exemplify your idea by giving a cheap entertainment 
yourself, is certainly spirited, but we think on the whole we would advise you not to men- 
tion your project, as you propose, on the cards of invitation. Your idea of decorating your 
rooms with a dozen penny coloured lamps is tasty, and ought to afford some pleasure and 
surprise to the two hundred and fifty guests you talk of inviting. Sixteen shillings is not 
a large sum to spend on the supper, but as you say you are determined not to exceed this, 
perhaps your plan of laying it out on tinned oysters would be the most effective. They 
should be carefully re-served up on shells got from some adjacent dust-heap, and then, if 
their flavour be well smothered with Chili vinegar and Cayenne pepper, it is just possible 
that, coupled with the fact that there is nothing else to eat, they will pass muster, and even 
in some instances, be swallowed hurriedly with relish. We think your receipt for 
champagne-cup a little risky, one bottle of Jobson & Co.’s ‘‘ Dry Creaming”’ (1889) being 
ay enough to mix with the six gallons of water, as you suggest. Perhaps a bottle of 
cheap potato spirit, if added to the beverage, would help to give it character and a little 
ee of the *‘ go usually | associated with this fashionable drink. Your method of 
supplying the necessary music, by getting a mechanical street-piano into your hall, and 
giving the man ninepence to play it the whole evening at the bottom of the stairs, is in 
every way excellent. By all means secure the services of the drunken linkman you 
mee _Such an official is invaluable in assisting at the departure of your guests, and 
ARE Abe his familiar sallies, lend a fitting éclat to the Eicon of the whole enter- 

DraLine with A Murry on Boarp A PLeasure Ya i i 

= N Boat cHt.—Your having started with 

oe end the Duke and a distinguished company for a cruise down the Channel, with 
“fora ions of a crossing-sweeper, two Lascars, three ‘‘ unemployed’ riverside 
seg dame’ Bed under the command of a dismissed Boulogne steamboat-steward, 
Saibiesedliri: thet e would be ‘‘ quite sober as soon as he came on board,” was hardly a 
ca, 4 at promised a very successful issue to your voyage, and we are not surprised 

ear that at the close of the second day. when had got out of the Th 

“beyond the immediate hail of ing Shing sents is ont OF ae Le 
CONTE ae ear se every passing ship, you found yourself suddenly face to 
your guests, just when you ee as you describe, have been very annoying to you and 
€ preparing to sit down to a comfortable little seven o’clock 
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dinner, to have had your cabin invaded by the 
whole crew, hopelessly drunk, demanding a 
year’s wages in advance, the key of the spirit 
cupboard, a free passage to America, and 
threatening to scuttle the yacht forthwith, 
if these outrageous terms were not instantly 
complied with. Your clearing out the in- 
truders with a mop seems to have been a very 
happy inspiration. Of course, the correct 
thing would have been to have put the ring- 
leaders in irons, but as you say you had no 
irons on board, this was obviously impos- 
sible. Your subsequently sending the Duke 
‘¢ for’ard” in his slippers to read the Riot Act 
to them, while you watched him from the 
skylight with a loaded revolver, may be 
regarded in a certain sense as a substitute for 
this, and we think—though it led to nothing 
more serious than his Grace being obliged 
to retire under a shower of stout-bottles—was 
certainly a little risky. However, ‘‘All’s 
well that ends well,” and it was undeniably 
fortunate your chancing on that tug that 
eventually towed you into Margate. As you 
evidently made no terms with the Captain, 
you had better pay the £754 14s. 6d. he de- 
mands for his assistance, and not dispute it 
in the County Court. It is a pity that, on 
arriving, you quite forgot to hand your 
mutinous crew over to the local police, and 
that they all of them in consequence escaped. 
An Awxwarp Berqurst.—We can quite 
understand your feeling puzzled to know how 
to turn the hundred and ae Bathing- 
Machines, of which you have lately come 
into possession under your Great Uncle’s will 
to any profitable account, but feel convince 
that, if you only give free rein to a little 
invention and enterprise, that you will 
speedily solve the difficulty. Your idea of 
starting a Farthing Omnibus Company has no 
doubt something in it; but why not purchase 


a hundred and fifty coal-barges, clap a 
bathing-machine on to each, an eaoTY the 
ouse- 


pails with a cheap and serviceable 
oat? If you could do this, and manage to 
get them all down at Henley by the next 
regatta, we feel quite confident that you might 
do an enormous business, and make quite a 
little fortune. Anyhow, if worst comes to 
worst, you can, of course, as you suggest, 
get rid of them in half dozens through the 
columns of the Bazaar in exchange for piano- 
organs, bicycles, Japanese fans, guinea-pigs, 
concertinas, cranberry jam, rare postage 
stamps, and other attractive and useful 
articles, for, as you very sensibly point out, 
a, bathing-machine is always a useful thing 
in itself, and sure to be in much request 
amongst English middle-class families, espe- 
cially those located in inland county towns 
and suburban districts, where you might 
anticipate some difficulty in running across 
one at a moment’s notice. Still, we think it 
isa pity that the Executors had them sent 
away from the sea-side, and delivered to you 
at your place at Wimbledon, without giving 
you any notice of their proceedings. It 
would have been, we think, better, had they 
first consulted you on the subject. However, 
no doubt you will get rid of them in time. 
We shall, of course, be ‘glad to hear from 
you how you get on with their disposal. 


PigEons anD Crows.—The Post reports 
experience of ‘‘ heavenly weather” at Monte 
Carlo—the shining hour improved by nobility 
and gentry, British and foreign, with the 
manly sport of pigeon-shooting. Itneeds not 
be said ‘that pigeons are plentiful at the 
great Continental resort of gamblers and 
gunners. Besides the birds turned out of 
the trap, other pigeons are let into it, to be 
plucked only, none shot, except those who 
now and then shoot themselves, for example. 
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A Compromise ror THE CeLT.—An evenin 
occasion to remark, that ‘‘ The idealit 
the direction of taking other p 


exactly so. Instead of that, 
lord spice, 


Contemporary takes 
y of the Irish Celt was in 
eople’s spices without payment.” 
e would much prefer to give his 
and pay a peppercorn rent. 
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GoosE SAucE—PREPARED IN JAPAN.—It h 
a flourish of paper trumpets, that certa 
Not | propose to send Buddh 


Land- | The originator of this project may be consi 
in himself, 
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In enthusiastic Japanese 

Europe and America. 
dered a proper gander 
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BALLADS OF TO-DAY. 
FURNIVAL’S INN. 
(By Houquet Waikere.) 


Iw your still garden, when the bells are chiming, 
When the aos clamour, and the crocus blows, 
And house-boat snails the border-bricks are sliming, 

And light and shadow line the lawn in rows, 
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Think how, amid the roar of City traflic, 
I make heart’s music to the jarring din, 
And spin Alecaic, Elegiac, Sapphic, 
Taking mine ease in Furnival’s Old Inn. 
“* Furnival’s Inn, and Furniwwal’s outt, 
Furnival’s grown a gadabout ; 
Furnival’s here, and Furnival’s there, 
Thorough the crescent, athwart the square , 
Furnival’s off, and Furnival’s on, 
Whither, ye Shepherds, has Furnival gone?” 


Rolls there a ’bus by, or careers a hansom, 
Rattles the peaceful Pickrorn’s chariot-van, 
Love still, with smiling eyes, will pay the ransom, 
Still chant serene what man hath made of man. 
Though on their prancing destriers the Templars 
Stay not the traffic now in Fetter Lane, 
The Mail-cart Knight reveres his great exemplars, 
And drives his palfrey half as fast again. 


Still, through a conflorescent spilth of splendour, 
Vanquishing Venice and the lim lagoon, 
The heart will yearn for England’s April tender, 
Singing, Go, rill, along with sober boon. 
And, like some great Express to Bath or Grantham, 
Gleams of your voice that day you came to tea 
Mingle for ever with the old-world anthem, 
Sung on May morns to Tudor minstrelsie, 
“* Furnival’s Inn, and Furnival’s outt, 
Furnival’s grown a gadabout ; 
Furniwval’s here, and Furnival’s there, 
Over the crescent, and through the square ; 
Furnival ’s off, and Furnival’s on, 
Whither, ye Nymphs, has the malapert gone?” 


ACHTING FOR THE PROSTRATE.—Rare and cheery oppor- 
tunity. A confirmed Naval Valetudinarian, who has recently 
ponerse a Penny River Steamer in an averagely good condition, is 
esirous of meeting with one or two cheerful but hopeless invalids, 
who, struggling for existence, think that they might possibly derive 
“Pegg hesagae from the novelty and excitement consequent on joining 
um 1 a projected cruise down the Channel. The idea of the Adver- 
tiser, if the vessel prove seaworthy, would be to put in at all the 
Spcigce Hospitals along the Coast, and endeavour to obtain advice 
gratis from the Authorities, Applicants could come in their own 
ath Chairs, which they could occupy during the whole of the 
voyage, being securely strapped to the bulwarks in rough and 


boisterous weather. For full particul ‘4 
dore,”’ 5, Churchyard Plave, Gravesend (Aone Sa Sion 2: 


k> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or 
im no case be returned, not 
there will be no exception. 
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NECK OR NOTHING. 


Her Magesty, having eetiy sie her willingness to dispense with 
the daylight display of shoulders at her Drawing Rooms, in the case 
of applicants who can satisfy the Lorp CHAMBERLAIN that on account 
either of ‘‘tllness or infirmity or advancing years,” they are entitled 
to a dispensation, it is probable that that functionary will find him- 
self in some difficulty when called upon to discharge the rather 
delicate duty entrusted to him. However, let him take heart. He 
has merely to prepare the following brief paper of questions, and 
request every fair applicant to fill up as much of it as she will or can 
—and the thing is done :— : 

1. What illness have you had? State whether it was nettlerash, 
measles, one of the five fevers, or any other contagious or infectious 
disease that would necessitate your being wrapped up in its conva- 
lescent stage in an East wind ? ae Be 
9. Are you infirm? If so, state the nature of your ‘‘ infirmity. 
Are you deaf, lame, or blind? Do you wear a wig, false teeth, or 
a glass eye, or are you able to mention any other artificiality about 
you that may warrant you in claiming the exemption on the plea 
of your being considered “‘ infirm” ? 

3. If you put forward the excuse of 
age on your last birthday, and state, if you can how your 
‘advancing years” tell on you? Do you totter and stagger as 
you walk, and are you helped up the steps by the footman? Are 
you hopelessly imbecile? Is your memory either going or gone? 
or are you merely a middle-aged frisky matron, who tries to cut 
out her own daughters, who say of her, behind her back, ‘Oh! 
Mamma’s too dreadful! If not this, mention one or two signs, 
such as a paralytic stroke or two, indicative of the fact aes are 
generally breaking up, and should therefore enjoy the privilege of 
attending the QuEEN’s Drawing Room in a dress that not accele- 
rate the process by leaps and bounds. 


‘advancing years,” give your 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


My faithful ‘‘ Co.” has it all to himself this week. He apparently 
has had a good time of it. : 

Tf Mr. Freperick G. Krrron’s first Number of Charles Dickens 
by Pen and Pencil is a good sample of what 
the whole work will be like—and there is no 


and in the letter-press there is not a little \\\ §i/ 2/i 
that will be new to the countless admirers ANE 
of our great Novelist. The whole work seems A TEN 
to be carried out with an exactness, and the 
most careful attention to minute detail, that 
renders it especially valuable. 

Old Chelsea, by Dr. Martin. ‘“‘ All my 
eye and Berry——” No! Beg pardon. ‘‘ All the eyes of Dr. 
Martin ’’—seems to have been used to the best advantage in his 
‘‘summer-day’s stroll.”” If anything escaped him, he fortunately 
had Mr. JosrpH PENNELL—he ought to be called Mr. JosrEpH PENCIL 
—with him, who has given countless graphic representations of 
‘all that is good in Chelsea.’”’ A genial gossiping book. Chelsea 
is here pleasantly penetrated by pencil and by pen, and no one will 
be anxious to become a Chelsea pen-shunner. 

THE Baron DE Book Worms & Co, 
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Sporting Intelligence. 


_ Very bad for sport of all kinds nowadays. If you want to shoot, 
it rains furiously ; if you wish to hunt, it freezes vindictively. It is 
poor sport, after all, to stop at home. Much better to go to the 
Grainery at St. George’s Hall, and hear a certain versatile enter- 
tainer give a solo on the CornEY! (Ha! ha!!) He will tell you all 
about it, with wondrous bonhomie and spontaneity ; with an utter 
absence of the dismal horse-collaric merriment of the ‘‘ funny man,”’ 
and with sparkling snatches of song and music. Go and hear him | 
sing, ‘‘ I won’t go out Shooting any more!” ‘‘ Something to Kill,” 
the pathetic ‘‘ Squire’s Song,” and ‘‘ The Old Banjo.” In acom-- 
fortable, well-warmed room, you will be quite independent of our 
detestable ie FL and in 4 Day’s Sport you will find an evening’s 
amusement. . 


z EPITAPH FOR THE GREAT Tower OF Paris (tf tt topples over).— 
I fell!” Beta : 


A PARADOX.-- BOULANGER representing the Seine ! 


Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of an ipti i 
; im y description, will 
even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Luvelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 4 
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Sain Oninise 7ARRY ON THE ICE. 


’Ow’s Eighty-nine serving you? Fust time I’ve wrote yer this year. 
It’s a pelting like fun as I start, and we’re in for a drencher, I fear. 4 
Skates to-day seems as useless as snow-shoes; I’ve only ’ad mine on me twice, 
But I do want to tip yer the tale of the gammock I had on the hice. 


The year began topping, dear pal though old blokes as would doss in a bog 
So long as ’twas muckily warm, did complain of the frost and the fog. 

Fog and frost! The old gonophs may grumble along o’ the cold and the dark 
But they do me a treat. Who wants light when you’re out for a lapand a lark ? 


ian Ony wish as they ’d stay a mite longer, 
the frost more pertikler, old pal. 

That’s the wust of ourclimate, confound 
it! It’s jest like a flirty young gal, 

On the shift and the shove all the time. 
’Ardly got your old skates out of pop, 

When the ponds, as wos stone in the 
mornin’, at night is all slither and 
slop. 

I don’t lose no time I essure you; as 
soon as the puddles gits friz 

I’m down to the parks like a popgun; 

\\ __ it’s sure to be tidy good biz. 

If yer carn’t mount the irons, my 

pippin, and go fora fair rattle round, 

There is sure to be some barney on if 
there’s mivyies and mugs on the 
ground. 


Oh, the mugs and the mivvies, dear 
CHARLIE! Wot would life be wuth 

: without them ? [took ’Em. 

It is sech as gives sport to hus snide ’uns. I went to Hyde Park and 

You know little ’Em of the Boro’ ; as smart as they make ’em she is, 

And I don’t know a dashinger ’and at a ’op and a bottle of fizz. 


Couldn’t skate, so I hoffered to learn her; in course she wos on like a shot ; 

You trust ’er, old man; she knows ’Arry, and twigs that he’s up to wot’s wot. 
Pooty foot, too, she ’as, and no error; I tell yer it fair did me proud, _[crowd. 
When I screw’d on the steels to them trotters, and steered her along through the 


I’d been the day prevyus, but, bless you, the Bobbies was then on the ramp, 

And the trees was all ’ung with ‘‘ Prohibits,’”’ the hice bein’ thin-like and damp. 

“Ware, oh!’ wos the cry; but we worked ’em, mate, me and jest two or three 
more 

Till the hice-men wos reglar at sea, and the crushers went dotty ashore. 


We dodged ’em, we did ducks and drakes with big stones as went skidding along, 
And bashed one or two gals on thehankles. In course this wos rorty and wrong ; 
But the fun of it, Carrie, the fun of it! Lor’, I did laugh fit to crack, 

When I shied a big chunk at a hice-hole, and caught a old bloke in the back. 


He ’owled and went down like a hegg, and the crushers was soon on the nick, 
But A 1 ain’t a sprinter, and ’Arry for Bopsy’s a trifle too quick. 

So we kep up the barney, dear boy, till the ice-men and slops wos that riled 
That they pooty nigh bust, and the ice, so the papers all spluttered, wos spiled. 


Spiled! We didn’t find it so, CHARLIE, not me and ’Em Bares didn’t; no, 
Bit rough and cut-up round the edge; but we chanced it, and didn’t we go P 
’EM wos jest a bit sprawly, in course, and we sometimes came down with a run. 
But who cares for a cropper or two? Wy, the gals think it arf of the fun! 


We cannoned a pair of rare toffs, fur and feathers, mate, quite ah lah Roose ! 

We wos all in a pile on the hice, and the swell he let hout like the doose. 

But his sable-trimmed pardner, a topper, with tootsies so tiny, dear boy, 

Well I do not believe she arf minded, a spill is a thing gals enjoy. 

3g eee Miss,” I sez; ‘‘no’arm done: it’s all right hup to now, don’tcher 
now, 

And she tipped me a look from her lamps, as was sparklers and fair in a glow. 

If she didn’t admire me—well, there, ’AKRyY don’t want to gas, but ’7Em BarEs 

Got the needle tremenjus, I tell yer, and threatened to take orf the skates. 


I soon pees ’er feathers down, CHARLIE. But, oh! the rum look and 
the smile 

As that other one tipped me each time as we passed. She’d a heye for 
true style, 

She ’ad, and no error. Lor’, bless yer, the right sort they knows the right sort, 

And that’s wy I ’old as Park-skating’s a proper Socierty sport. 


Helps the great Modern Mix, ot dear feller. You know ’Arry ain’t a low Rad. 
Bod if there is one thing I ’ate like bad whiskey, old man, it’s a Cad. 

All your levellers ought to be squelched. Skilly round is the biggest of hums, 
But the dough in Society’s Cake’s getting more and more mixed with the plums, 


They ain’t all at top, not the plums ain’t; it’s stirabout now, my dear boy, 

If a gent who ain’t flush with the ochre, yet knows ’ow to tog and enjoy, 

Courts and Clubs, big Ball Marsquees, ancetrer, ain’t no call to look down on Aim 

’Cos he’s one on em, CHARLIB, at art, though he mayn’t ’ave shoved into their 
swim. 
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Suppose J struck ile or nicked nitrates! Lor bless yer, 
the swells would soon find 

I wos born for their Mix, dear old pal, me and them being 
all of a mind. ; [round on the skates, 

Then me and that sparkler in sables might do a waltz 

Though at present I ’ave to put up with grey Astrykan 


cuffs and ’Em BATEs. 


Well, my turn may come, mate, who knows? There’s 
lots like me now come out top row; 

Of course the thor bunnicked the hice hup afore we ’ad 
’ad a fair go. [will carry 

Howsomever, the Winter ain’t over; as soon as a kid it 

The very fust ones on, you bet, will be’Em, and yours, 
bobbishly, 7 ARRY. 


BIG GUNS AND LITTLE ONES, 


Scene—Mr. Puncu’s Sanctum. Mr. Puncw discovered 
reading the Speech of Lord WotseLry at the Prize 
Distribution of the Artists’ Rifles (Volunteers). Enter 
to him the Adjutant--General. 


Adjutant-General (saluting). Trust you are satisfied 
Ha a little speech, Commander-in-Chief-Commanding- 
in-Chief. 

Mr. Punch. Hum! Flowery as usual. Not quite up 
to the mark, perhaps, of those wonderful manifestoes 
you used to send from Egypt, my Lord. 

A. G. Well, Sir, you see they were so much better 
done subsequently by Mr. London County Councillor 
Avcustus Harris, that I thought it as well to discon- 
tinuethem. But what did you think, Sir, of my reference 
to the step we are taking in the right direction ? 

Mr. P. What, getting new swords and bayonets ready, 
to supply the place of those that broke at Suakin ? 

A. G. (confusedly). No, Sir, 1 don’t think I touched 
upon that matter. (Regaining his habitual self-confi- 
dence). No, I alluded to the offer that has been made to 
the Volunteer Artillery of two hundred and fifty-two 
field-guns. 

Mr. P. Pardon me, my Lord—but gammon! Call 
that a move in the right direction, why they are all of an 
obsolete pattern ? 

A. G. But still they will be useful for drill. ‘ 

Mr. P. And the Volunteers, in exchange for these 
old-fashioned muzzle-loaders, are to return into store the 
40-pounder rifled breech-loaders they already possess! 
A nice arrangement truly! How are the gunners to learn 
their breech-loading drill ? 

A. G. (vaguely). By joining Schools of Instruction or 
something, 

Mr. P. Come, come, my Lord, you are too sensible to 
mean what you say. As a matter of fact only officers 
are entitled to attend the schools. And how many (non- 
coms, and commissioned combined) can afford the time ? 

_ A. G. (shifting his ground). Well, Sir, at any rate, 
it’s introducing a novelty. 

Mr. P. It hasn’t even that questionable merit. There 
were numerous Volunteer Field Brigades (one of the best 
was the 3rd Middlesex Artillery) until the War Office 
ae it into (what it is pleased to call) its head to break 

em up. 

A. G. Well, Sir, as I suppose, we shall have to submit 
to you, in the long run, what would you advise ? 

Mr. P. I advise nothing! I order that the obsolete 
guns be returned into store, and that. ones of the latest 
pattern with all the most recent improvements be served 
out to the Volunteers in their stead. 

A, G. (grumpily). Anything else, Sir ? 

Mr. P. Why, yes. Just see that the Reserve of 
Officers (that most useful body of men) are properly 
treated. After a man has served twenty years, grant 
him a step of brevet rank. It is only just. The 
auxiliary Forces have this advantage, why not the 
Reserve P 

A, G. (making a note in his book). Certainly, Sir. 
Yes, Sir. I will see that your suggestion is carried out. 
Anything else, Sir ? 

Mr. P. Why, yes. I am busy. So you, my Lord, 
can go! (Lord WoLsELEY salutes and exit, while Mr. 
Punch gives his mind to matters of more serious import. 


A sprcrat Costume has been designed for the Lady- 
Alderman—it 1s called the Aldermantle. 
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Mr. Punch. ‘‘ Estrmarzs ! YES, BUT THERE’S SOMETHING FURTHER FOR YOU TO LOOK AFTER, Mr. 


“ When a Mammonite mother kills her babe for a burial-fee, 
And Timour-Mammon grins on a pile of children’s bones.” 
Tennyson's ** Maud.” 
‘ The strongest statement in favour of infant insurance is that it encou- 
rages thrift.”—Mr. Braxton-Hicks on “ Infantile Insurance.” 
p et * at she ghee that to allow a poor parent to effect an insurance 
ife giv yer ey ase 9 “TT ” 
rr. ot Biers A direct interest in its death.’— The “ Times” on 
‘* Trier, thrift! ” Oh, convenient Death! 
ise counsel he whispereth under his breath 
Into pitiful poverty’s ear! 
Poverty makes even parentage keen 
At catching his sinister hints, Tis a scene 
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fa 


= 


S55 


> 


Li 


aoe 
ES Set = 


For a new Danse Macabre ; that bald bony nowl 
Crepe pang craftily set cheek-by-jowl 
With the conscienceless vassal of Beer. 


** Thrift, thrift!” It is surely the last subtle shift 


Of the Spectre to pose as a preacher of Thrift! 


True, Mammon and Mors have been ever allies ; 

But here is a scene that might almost surprise 
The Moloch for whom they both cater. 

The cynical grin of the fiend of the flame 

Might melt to a look of compassionate shame 

At sight of the Golden God’s last little game, 
Which should bring a hot blush to a satyr, 


SMITH—THE SuRPLUS PoPULATION |” 
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Impecunious Lodger, ‘‘ JEMIMA, DID you ASK Mrs, MAGGLES WHETHER 
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“NOT NEGOTIABLE!” 


SHE WOULD TAKE MY I, O. U. FoR THIS QUARTER’s RENT, 


' Maid of All Work. ‘‘Yus, Str, AND SHE SAY SHE Won'T, SIR, NOT IF YOU WAS TO HOFFER ’ER THE ’OLE HALPHABIT |” 


TO CHLOE. 


To have some more Supper. 


I ask not again to encircle that waist, 
Though prettier never a girdle has graced ; 
That our feet in the fetters of rhythmical bars 
May twinkle together, like hide-and-seek 


stars ; 
I look not again for the flush on thy cheek, 
The eyes that of mystical maidenhood speak, 
The rabblesome sunlight of clustering curls, 
And the dancing delight of the dearest of 


S1ris ; 
I seek not to bind you for waltzes far on, 
When one, or the other, or both, may be gone 
Nor to throw others over, with falsehood an 
ain,— 
But Tet us, my fair one, have supper again. 


Should I slip in alone 1 should quail at the eye 
Of the waiter who served me with turkey and 


pie, fare, 
Who plenished my plate with the choicest of 
And filled up my glass with assiduous care. 
But happy and bold with a chivalrous grace, 
With you for my object I’ll make for a place. 
Ido not desire you to drink or to eat, [sweet, 
Coquette with the Clicquot, or toy with a 
But I, gentle lady, with might and with main, 
Will really and truly have supper again. 


Then leave we the Arabs, Venetians, and Japs, 

The satin-skinned beauties in charity caps, 

The tricksy young pinafored creatures in 
socks, [clocks. 

And the slim scintillations of ankles and 

The sweet fishermaid from some myrtle-clad 
coast, 

The statue diviner than sculpture can boast. 


The att in a velvet of willow-leaf hue, 
The dashing Hussar in his medals and blue ; 
Like pattern in paper on waiting-room wall, 
Like oy of the billows, that rise as they 
all, 
Love’s fancies in endless procession advance, 
But supper stands firmin the swirlof thedance. 
For you and for me in the wonderful crowd, 
Nay, let us confess it, some fancy cries loud, 
And the swoop of the music, like gales of the 
es es tide Ags 
Brings tidings of summer to come on its wing. 
But I find that the costume of FRANCIS THE 
Develops inordinate hunger and thirst; [FIrsv. 
So seek we the supper-room, silent and cool, 
With the Bandit and Milkmaid, the Fairy and 


ool, 
And list to the soul-racking music unmoved, 
And eat unmolested, and laugh unreproved. 
For the world it is weary, and true-love is vain, 
So let us, I pray you, have supper again. 


POLITICS FOR SCHOOL-GIRLS, 
TueEfollowing appears in the Daily News :— 
OVERNESS, dismissed from Conservative 
clergyman’s family for her Gladstonian views, 
desires the assistance of her party in getting 
SITUATION as COMPANION, or to teach young 
children, immediately, 


Undoubtedly this is a case for the considera- 
tion of Mr. GuApsToneE. In the same way, had 
the lady been dismissed from a Liberal clergy- 
man’s family on account of her Salisburian 
notions, the matter should have received the 
immediate attention of Lord Sarissury. At 
the same time, we object to any Governess 


having ‘‘views,” and we deprecate the intro- 
duction of politics into the schoolroom. If 
this kind of thing were allowed to go on, poor 
PATERFAMILIAS would never have a moment’s 

eace. When he sought the quiet of his 

ome he would be made miserable by the 
‘“views”? of rosy Radicals or gleesome 
Gladstonians; he would be aie by the 
orations of Home-rulers in home-spun, 
Tories in tailor-made frocks, Liberals in lace, 
Conservatives in crinoline, Socialists in short 
petticoats, and Fenians in frills. In fact, he 
would find the house divided in most un- 
parliamentary fashion. 


A DIGNITARY ON DANCING. 


THE Bishop of BepForp is willing 

That girls for Terpsichore thrilling 
Should join in a ‘‘ hop” 
Such as bigots would stop— 

Bilious duffers! Brayo, Bishop Biztine! 


Nay, more; this most sensible Bishop, 
Knowing innocent girlhood will wish hop, 
Would lead off the dance 
If he had a fair chance ! 
Bigots will not find custom at Azs shop! 


But, oh! won’t these bigots just fish up 
Complaints, and a scan : mag : soon dish up 
Against kindly Biriine ? 
But Punch bets a shilling 
Good Christians will back up the Bishop. 


Sour faces at this will be screwing, 

But dancing does not mean undoing. = 
‘* Saints’ given to curse 
Blameless joys, may do worse 

Than smile upon Brtine—and Cooing! 
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ALL IN PLAY. 
Deak Mr. Pouncu, 


Wuen I learned that it was your desire that I should, so to 
speak, sample the London Theatres, not only for the benefit of the 
etropolitan Public, but for the information of the greater part of 


CHARACTERS 'X GOOD OLD TIMES Fakd 
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** Good Old Blood and Thunder.” 


the civilised world (always ‘‘ coming to town”), I was delighted. as 
I knew I should at length have an opportunity de seeing Ma WON 
BakRETT once more in a romantic character, This pleasing tragedian 
1s, IN my opinion, at his best as a persecuted hero of Melodrama, 
I admit that some like his Hamlet (which certainly is a creation that 
would not be considered incongruous in the Tottenham Court Road), 
while others, I confess, find more pathos in his Claudian, than in 
all the ‘‘ serious moments”’ of Mr. Toorz in Paw Claudian (geod as 
that popular gentleman is in the character) put together. For all 
that, personally, I prefer Mr. Witson Barrett in some such imper- 
sonation as John Langley in Good Old Times, than in any other. 
It is delightful to hear him declaiming, in the centre of the stage 
the noblest sentiments. It is magnificent to find him brave but 
luckless during three-fourths of a piece, to come out braver than 
ever and overwhelmed with good fortune in the last quarter. In 
Good Old Times (I did not quite understand the title, but faney it 
may be meant as a subtle compliment to the ‘‘leading journal,” 
when I suggest that Good Old Punch would be better), Mr. Witson 
BARRETT Is _a Sheriff of Cumberland, who has a mad clergyman 
known as Parson Langley”? (this is the only way I can account for 
this strange ecclesiastic being seemingly dispossessed of his property 
y his own son, and certainly wearing the gaiters of a bishop) for a 
father. As Sheriff he has married Miss EASTLAKE, who, for some 
reason or other, shirks meeting the murderer of her father,—a 
murderer who also happens to be her lover, and who has concealed 
his identity under an assumed name. Mr. Barrett becomes jealous 
of this former lover, when 
he pays him a yisit on 
Christmas Eve (which is 
being kept festively in 
‘ Holme & Place, Derwent- 
water, with two motto-cards 
and a few 34 s of holly), 
but upon finding subse- 
quently that he (the mur- 
erer) has been shot by his 
(the Sheriff's) wife, oblig- 
ingly takes the consequences 
of Miss Easriaxr’s crime 
4 upon his own shoulders. 
» Those consequences entail 
Ne transportation for a series 
a s AN \ a years to peer a WILson 
angerous Situation. The Part-; , pARRETT, tor life to Mr. 
with his (fowling-) pi ie os author” Lewis WALLER (the excel- 


: lent re tati 
Hl presentative of the 
ik anous early lover of Miss EAstLaxkk), and expatriation to Miss 


A 2 ; : 
elt The consequences further entail scenes in a convict 
, » 4 tong panorama, a serio-comic savage, a wholly humorous 


would have been equally puzzled. Perhaps 
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in the play is where Miss EAstiake, cleverly disguising herself as 
Marie Ea, takes her convict husband into her household 
without his discovering heridentity. This is the nobler conduct on her 
part, as the pereeriteal Mr. Barrett continually carries about with 
him a gun that he handles so recklessly that it must be the terror of 
all those within its range in the neighbourhood. In the course of 
this charming situation, Mr. Barrerr laments that he (the infant in 
question unhappily being defunct) ‘‘ will never see his baby boy. 
And there are few who do not join in his sorrow, as a long line of 
Langleys (with speeches to match) is a prospect that offers to most 
persons a weird fascination. In the last scene the mad ‘‘ Parson 
arrives in Tasmania (apparently with the insane idea of causing 
Miss EastraKe to be hanged) is united to his son, and all ends 
happily. This being so, it is unnecessary to add that the heroine 
ceases to be Marre ANTOINETTE by discarding her wig, and, having 
done so, becomes once again the comely Mrs. Langley. 

I can conscientiously recommend Good Old_ Times to those who 
like the more ancient form of Melodrama. It reminded me fre- 
quently of Good Old Skelt, not to say Good Old Penny Plain and 


y, ie oe) fe} : 
A Theatrical Float. (Sketched from behind the Scenes.) 


Twopence Coloured. On the first night the Panorama was a little 
unmanageable, and consequently it was a comfort to me to see that 
Mr. WItson Barrett (who was very much to the front in a stationary 
canoe) was accompanied by his Chaplain, as I cannot help thinking 
that it would have been an extra trial to this always courteous 
Tragedian had not the presence of a Clergyman exercised a restrain- 
ing influence upon what would naturally have been, under such 
trying circumstances, the bent of his eloguence. Had I been in his 
place as part Author and leading Actor, I know that I should have 
found great difficulty in uttering noble sentiments. behind the scenes 
to the stage-carpenters. However, all’s well that ends well, and 
Good Old Times ended very wellindeed. Both Mr. Witson BARRETT 
and Miss EastnakKeE received any number of floral souvenirs—a 
demonstration which gave the former an opportunity of displaying 
once again his pluck and common sense. This time not behind, but 
before the curtain. A bouquet caught fire, and Mr. Witson Barrer 
immediately put it out with his boots. 

Of the other theatres, I may say that Nadgy is doing well at the 
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A Very Cold Audience. (Suggestion for the Stalls in Mid-winter.) 


Avenue, and The Balloon at the Strand. Mr. BrerBoum TREE, I 
.|am told, has strengthened his legs in Sir John Falsta , which were 


thought at first (by the hypercritical) a little thin for the part. This 
versatile Actor seems to be able to accomplish everything—he can 
even supply his own understudy! Pickwick is flourishing at the 
Comedy, and Macbeth is drawing enormous audiences to the yceeum, 
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Visitors to London should go to all the theatres: because, truth to say, | Old Copperashun might bly ask ’ i i ’ 

c : tO al ; ght posserbly ask ’em to dinner, and it woodn’t 
there is something worth seeing in every one of them. Probably by | have on at all a bad aber for the new Fust Commoner to haye 
the time these lines are published, the weather will be positively |inwited ’em to a nice snug little dinner at the Gildhall Tawern. 
charming. However, when I went the rounds, I found the roads | There’s nothink like a hinterchange of good wishes over a glass or 
covered with ice and snow, and furs and babe for evening dress | two of good old wine to smooth away diffrences and make things 
de rigueur. So cold was it, that it was wit genuine reluctance | ginerally plessant, and it must naterally have caused jest a leetle 
that I found myself THE CritIc FROM THE HEARTH. | feeling of gelosy to arise in the buzzums of at any rate sum of the 

SE New Counsellors, to think that they was leaving the old Home of 
Ospitality without so much as a stirrup cup to e p ’em on their long 
weary pligrimage to Bethnal Green or Bermonsey. - RosBeErr. 


ROBERT WITH THE COUNTY COUNCILLORS. 


WHETHER it was quite a wise thing of the old Copperashun to 
allow the new body-as has got to perform the rayther difficult tarsk 
A of guvverning the rest of Lundon in the 
one same grand style as the old City is guverned, 
—to meet in their butifool Counsel Chamber, 
remanes to be seen, but it suttenly was a 
bold and an ansum thing to do, and so in 
_. course they did it. naa I was there on 
\ i Toosday larst to see how the new-comers 
Il behaved theirselves. 
Jw, jy, There wasn’t quite the same amount of 

Yy quiet dignerty and quite -at- homishness 
Yyy among ’em as when the reel owners of the 
v— Eee takes their seats, and in course the 
= oc aspecks of the plaice was sumthink quite 
diffrent. The new Lord Mare, if he is one, didn’t make much of 
a appearance, for I ardly expecks to be bleeved when I says as he 
didn’t wear no butifool Robe of Offis, and still wuss, no Cocked Hat 
of Power! In course the nateral result follered, and scarcely 
nobody paid atenshun to what he sed, and so they set to work to eleck 
sumbody else in his plaice, which acshally took ’em just about 2 hours, 
altho amost ewerybody was agreed that, as they were most on ’em 
Raddiels, they coodn’t do better than have yung Lord RosEperry. 
I think as Brown must have been rong when he told me as they had 
got nineteen Aldremen among ’em, for I ony seed one a setting on 
their onnered bench, and he hadn’t no Skarlet Robe on, and, as has 
bin said, a Alderman without his Skarlet Robe is no ansumer than a 
live lobster. 

The butifool Counsel Chamber seemd just about to fit its new 
ockepants, but I opes as they won’t forget as they’re ony Quorterly 
Tennants and allreddy under notice to quit. 

I seed quite a lot of the old ritefool Owners up in the Gallery, and 
they looked on at the rayther noisy perceedings, I think, with more 
estonishment than hadmirashun. But they had a good menny broad 
grins at the rayther noomerus mistakes as the yung Counsellors 
made. Seweral Pints of Order was called for, but, I rayther think, 
as many on ’em, judging from their thirsty looks, wood have 
preferred ordering Pints of quite a different kind. Why the wery 
artiest larf of the hole arternoon was caused by the alushun of one 
Counsellor to a ‘‘Shampane Supper!’ Ah, my poor hard-working 
Lundon Common Counsilmen! you may hutter such delishus words, 
and cheer ’em to the Ecco, as you did on Tuesday arternoon, but 
they will never be anything more reel to you than recklecshuns of a 
fairy dream ! : ’ 

At the end of the 2 hours of not werry hinteresting tork, xcept 
when one onerabel Counsellor called another onerable Counsellor a 
Trayter! Lord Prorose Rosgeserry was elected Chairman in 
plaice of the other almost unanimusly, and went and took his seat in 
the Lord Mare’s onered chair. And then came the treat of the 
arternoon, and that was the new Chairman’s speech, which I most 
respecfly calls a reel staggerer. In the fust plaice he sed as he had 
never spent two more uncumferal hours, for they had all bin a tork- 
ing about him all that time, and he wasn’t alowd to say a word. He 
then estonished us all, Counsellors, and Common Counselmen, and 
Waiters, and all by declaring that he quite agreed with the few 
gentlemen as had woted against him that, neether by traning, or 
capasity, or xperiens, was he at all fit for the plaice! Of course I 
naterally thort as he was about to give it up, but he didn’t, but 
Booy pied the Chair for about two hours, and, allowing for what we’re 
accustomed to in Lord Mares, did it werry creddibly. How the old 
sperrit bubbles up in a true man! One of the new Common Counsel- 
men, who is also a old Common Counselman, kept adressing the new 
Chairman as *‘My Lord Mare,” at which they all larfed, but I’ve 
werry little dowt but that my Lord Prrmrosr RosEBEeRRY wished as 
it was true. Who nose but that the singler mistake may be the an | 
ferst thing to put the hambishus idear into his Lordship’s honnerd hed. | passengers constantly in it or on it, was sheer cruelty. (Cheers.) 

Sum great Feelosofer has remarked that you can allers form sum-| Another Bus Horse said in the Company to which he belonged, the: 
think like a currect idea of the amount of branes in a Publick | horses were well treated. (‘‘ Oh! ””) He meant what he said. He 
Assembly, by the preportion of ball deds among ’em, as it is the|would never condescend to draw what was called a ‘ Pirate,” 
hactivity of the brane as wares off the hare. Judging the New belonging to some needy Fae jobber, who could not afford to treat 
Commnslions by this standpoint I shood say as they compares werry | his animals properly. (Cheers, and ‘‘ Question ! 7) 
unfayerably with the Ouse of Commons where the habsence of hare} . A vote of thanks to the gentlemen who had taken part in the City 
is remarkabel. meeting being proposed, the Chair-Horse requested those present to 

The Counsel broke up about 7 a clock, and most on ’em drove away | signify their assent in the usual manner, by holding up their hoofs. 
direckly ether in their own private Carridges or Cabs. Butacon-| The Vote being carried without a single neigh, the audience then 
sidaratle number lingered about jest as if they thort as the grand | dispersed to their respective stables. 


eee 


THE NAGS’ TALE. 


A REPRESENTATIVE gathering of London horses has just taken 
place (in response to an urgent ‘‘ whip’’) to consider the state of the 
streets, and to support the action of the horse-owners and horse- 
lovers who recently met at 
the Barbican Repository to 
debate the same subject. 

A Bay Mare proposed that 
their respected friend, the 
Sorrel Nag, having once had 
the honour to run in the 
Derby Race (cheers), should 

occupy the Chair. 

_ The proposal was voted by 
; acclamation. 
_ The Sorrel Nag, on takin: 
= a pe Chair, begged oe 
: : is assembled friends for the 
Light and Leading. honour they had done him. 
He supposed every horse present understood the object of the meeting, 
(Cries of ‘‘ Yes, yes !”’) Me believed a gathering had recently taken 
place in the City, at which some very sensible opinions were expressed 
as to the execrable state of the London pavements. (Cheers.) After 
all, men could not know so much about that sort of thing as horses 
themselves. Men laid the pavements, and horses used them. Itwas the 
horses that slipped—the men only whipped. (Laughter, and cheers.) 
He would now invite suggestions from any horse present. ( Cheers.) 

A Cab Horse, whose name failed to reach the reporters, in a lively 
and humorous speech, described the awful condition of asphalte when 
greasy. The wood pavement was little better. What was wanted 
was scouring when muddy, and this scouring could take place at night. 
(Cheers.) If that were done, and gravel strewn in slippery weather, 
they would have very little to complain of. (General cheering.) 

A Brewer’s Dray Horse hoped his presumption—(‘‘ No, no /”?)—in 
rising to address such an aristocratic assembly of horses would be 
pardoned. He knew he was.-called clumsy, but then he was very 
strong. (Cheers.) What he could not understand was, why the 
Authorities insisted on laying wood or asphalte at the bottoms of hills 
just where a horse’s real collar-work began. (Cheers.) He would 
rather sacrifice his oats any day than have to go up Ludgate Hill 
in 4 greasy thaw. (Sympathetic cheering.) 

A Spirited Roan said he noticed that the City people were going to 
form themselves into a Standing Com- 
mittee to watch the state of the roads. 
The Horses who had to use the roads 
were a falling Committee. (Laughter) 
He thought it was very appropriate 
that the Authorities to appeal to about 
the slimy nature of the pavements 
should be the Commissioners of Sewers. 
(More laughter.) 

A Piebald remarked that he should 
like to say a few words about shoes, “ vine! 
which he feared werea necessity of what A Turn for the Turf (a sketch by 
was called civilisation. He had recently Horse-lie). 
had to change his shoe-maker 

The Chair-Horse, interposing, remarked that he thought they 
must keep off the subject of shoes; to which the Piebald replied 
that the difficulty was to keep them on. (Laughter.) 

A Bus Horse said that what he chiefly complained of was having 
too heavy a load behind him. To expect two horses to drag a cum- 
brous machine uphill and down dale, with an average of twenty 
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HARDLY CONSISTENT. 


Brown (to Smith). ‘‘UaH! THERE GOES JONES, AS USUAL, WITH A CROWD OF ADORING DUCHESSES HANGING ON HIS Lips, AND 


GROVELLING AT HIS FEET, AND FOLLOWING HIM ALL OVER THE Room! 


THE ARISTOCRACY LIKE THAT!” 


“A FLOURISH OF TRUMPETS!” 


Sounp an alarm, ye brazen trumpets, sound, 
And call the brave, the eager brave, around! 

Of an old lay the latest of new versions. 
Twang! Tootletoot! List to the fourfold bray ! 
How mighty heralds multiply to-day, 

And how increase alarums and excursions. 


Time was when trumpets twain sufficed to rally 

Two rival hosts. They twangled musically, 
Competing horns in well-set antiphone. 

But now four-square to the four winds they blow 

Conflicting blasts, loud, gentle, fast, and slow, 
Cacophonous and querulous of tone. 


The Jewish ram’s-horns blew in unison - 
Round Jericho, but this strange four find fun 
In harshly hurtling forth discordant shindy. 
One wonders much what stable party-wall 
Will be the first to totter and to fall 
At this sonorous summons wild and windy. 


The public tympanum has long been strained 
y vigorous revedlés that have rained 
All the recess in ceaseless charivari 
From brazen lips and loudly-braying throats, 
Till sense has wished the noodles and their notes, 
With other nuisances, at—well, Old Harry. 


Bugles and penny-trumpets silence now 
Before the rousing right official row 
_Of the four heralds in their motley tabards. 
Now hurrying hotly up, the rival hosts 
, Will tumble with loud tumult to their posts, 
Maces will lift, and swords will fly from scabbards. 


fan-ta-ra ‘ Tory Smrrn, that herald sleek, 
Sounds an advance that is not wild or weak ; 
So think at least the troops that heed its summons. 


How DISGUSTING IT IS TO SEE A MAN OF GENIUS TOADYING 


Toot-toot ! That seems a friendly echo on 
The brazen bass of Herald Harrineton, 
Big-lipped, the steadiest twangler in the Commons, 


Hark! Tirra-krra! Surely that is not 
The silver clarion of Sir LANCELOT ; 

’Tis strident, strong, a blast to fret and frighten. 
See, see, the Grand Old Trumpeter, with lips 
Full-puffed, and nervous tremulous finger-tips, 

Is blowing stoutly, like a Grand Old Triton. 


No want of wind! Some hold there’s overmuch, 
And that the ancient stately truth of touch, 

Famed in old tourney days, has now diminished ; 
But blow he can, like Boreas, and will blow 
Until the tourney’s issue all men know, 

Or the old Herald’s fiery course is finished. 


And in his rear what blast is that which blown 
Appears to blend and mingle with his own ? 

The harp upon the tabard ’scutcheoned only ! 
Yes, ’tis the new Hibernian Herald, he, 
Whose tirra-lirra has so little glee, 

Who, fixed amongst the four, yet looks so lonely. 


Blow! Blow! Alarums and Excursions soon 
Will follow. ’Tis a more than doubtful boon, 
This innovation of the Fourfold Flourish. 
Blow! Blow! But, Heralds all, remember pray 
Your business is not ad/ brazen bray 
Wisdom on wind alone you cannot nourish. 


ScaRcELY First Cnop.—Count Hersert Bismarck, to judge from 
his demeanour towards ambassadors and others with whom he is 
brought in contact, exhibits himself in the character of a chip of 


the old block. A chip that (if rumour is to be believed) has recently 
been cut. 


Tue Mosr Conscientious ALDERMAN.— Miss Cons, of course! 
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A DISTINCTION 


Cautious Craner. ‘*Hr! I say! 
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WITH A DIFFERENCE. 


WHAT’S THE OTHER SIDE?” 


Sportsman (just landing). ‘‘ You Arg!” 


VERY CIVIL LAW. 


Inthe course of the prosecution of Patrick Mottoy for perjury 
a witness of the name of DELANEY was examined, and informed the 
Court that he was ‘‘ a convict undergoing penal servitude for life,” 
for having conspired to murder Mr. Justice Lawson. A little later 
Mr. CHartes Matrruews, the most courteous of Counsel, had 
occasion to recall this misguided and luckless individual, when the 
following dialogue is reported :— 


“ Mr. Matrnews: I think, DELANEY, you wish to make a correction in 
your evidence. You said on Friday that you had not seen the prisoner from 
the year 1882 until you saw him in the dock here, when you gave evidence. 
Is that so?>—Witness: No. I saw him in Holloway Prison. 

“¢ Where you are at present detained >—Yes.’’ 


‘* Where you are at present detained’ is delightful, and suggests 
reflections of the pleasantest character. Why should we not be 
olite with our prisoners? After all, harshness is a relic of bar- 
arism. We have it on the authority of Ovip that the polish of 
social life ‘‘ Hmollit mores, nec sinit esse feros,” and surely the 
Bench and the Bar should lay the lesson to heart. Instead of the 
usual painful conclusion to the more serious trials at the Central 
Criminal Court, which commences with ‘‘ Prisoner at the Bar,’ and 
ends with ‘* mercy on your soul,” why should we not have something 
like the following ?— 
ScenE—TZhe Old Bailey. 
The Audience are awaiting the delivery of the Sentence. 


Judge (assuming his black cap). Mr. WittiamM SIKeEs, will you 
favour me by kindly standing at that Bar for a few moments—I will 
not inconvenience you for many seconds. Thank you. I must ask 
your pardon for wearing my hat while you remain uncovered, but 
the fact is this Court is terribly draughty, and I find that even my 
wig is not a sufficient protection against the chance of my taking a 
sudden chill. Coughs and colds are so very prevalent at this incle- 
ment season of the year. Hem! I am sure we are very much 
obliged to you for giving us so little trouble. Thanks to you, the 
Svidonce upon which the jury have founded the verdict they have 
just delivered is of the clearest possible character, and they have had 
no difficulty consequently in arriving at a just conclusion, I am 


: sure that you will wish to join with me and the Lorp Mayor who 


sits on my right in offering them our sincerest recognition of their 
valuable services. I will not weary yeu with the details of a matter 
in which you have taken a prominent part, and with which, there- 
fore, you are equally conversant as myself. Itismy duty, however,— 
a duty which is at once a pain and yet a pleasure,—to inform you that 
the law requires certain formalities to be observed which I am con- 
vinced will meet with your entire approbation. On leaving the par- 
ticular portion of the Court which has been graced with your presence 
on this most interesting occasion, you will be invited to return to 
the apartments you have recently occupied. You will find that my 
worthy friend, the Sheriff, has studied your comfort by providing a 
handsome carriage and pair for your convenience. It is heartily at 
your service, and I hope you will have a pleasant drive. A little 
later, the Sheriff will call upon you and submit other arrangements 
in contemplation, for your consideration. I have no doubt every- 
thing will be entirely to your satisfaction, and—you will pardon the 
innocent pleasantry—that enough rope will be given to you. We 
must not be too strict with persons like yourself, accustomed to have 
their own way. In conclusion, believe me, you have my earnest 
desire for your future happiness. i must now reluctantly say adieu, 
as we both have engagements that require immediate attention— 
moreover, I am unwilling to trespass further upon your goodnature. 
I have the honour to wish you a pleasant afternoon. 
[ Raises cap, bows, and exit. 
Surely this would be an improvement upon the present painfully 
disagreeable formula, Perhaps Mr. Justice Hawxrys (who has not 
unfrequently taken a part in proceedings somewhat similar to those 
to which we have referred) might like to inaugurate the new 
régime? His Lordship is never wanting in courtesy, even now, 
Were he to advance in the direction we have indicated, we feel sure 
that, in a very short time, it would bea genuine pleasure for all of 
us to hang upon his every word. : 


Chess So! 
[Dr. Kine, Bishop of LrncoLy, is about to be tried for ritualistic practices.] 


Wuat, going to try the great Bishop of Lincorn ? 
A terrible thing for a layman to think on. 

Their game? Oh! it’s not an unusual thing, 

A Bishop to move to give check to a Kine. 
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SO VERY LIKELY! 


* SHALL I TAKE CARE OF YOUR LITTLE DAWG WHILES YOU ’RE A SHOPPIN’, Miss ?” 


DOWN SOUTH. 


Villa Rouge-gagne, Monte Carlo, Feb. 14. 
CHER ET Caro MonsieNorE Puncuto, 

HERE at 9°30 a.m., having just finished my early chocolate and my 
fragrant cigaretto per esser felice—the adjective reminds me of what Mrs. 
RamsporHaM said when, after telling her nephew not to smoke in the dining- 
room, she found him with what he called ‘‘a fragrant weed” in his mouth, so 
that, as she said, ‘‘I caught him in fragrante delicto’’—but this quite ‘en 
parson,” as the waiter said when he saw his white tie reflected in a looking- 
glass—here I am, sitting out amid the orange and lemon trees, feeling myself 
making part of a Burne-Jones picture, in summerish attire, under a sunshade, 
looking out on to the blue Mediterranean, down on to the hot and dusty road to 
Nice, and up at the saffron-coloured tiles and the pale white-and-yellow walls of 
the Citadel of Monaco. Itis too hot to walk much—except, presently, down 
hill, as far as the terrace of the Casino—so I prefer to bask beneath the pleasant 
verandah while I read the day before yesterday’s Times, which recounts how 
London is in difficulties, as usual, with the snow, how the sun has shone fitfully, 
for a few minutes at a time, during the day, and, ina general way, how beastly 
the weather is everywhere but here. 

, On Monday we had our share of wind, for there was what Mrs. Ram terms 

a Minstrel,” which raised blinding clouds of dust, and one minute you were 
ee and the next you were cold, the whole entertainment “ presenting,” as the 
beg old lady above-mentioned says, ‘‘a complete illustration of one of ALLSOP’S 
“he es about the Sun, the Wind, and the Traveller.” But to-day life is worth 
AE Dre it would be still more so if one could look back without regret to 

e result of last night’s roulette, when I lost quite fifteen francs, or could 
septa ate with certainty the successful issue of planking down the maximum on 
fe ae Sumber and, at the present moment, life would be perfectly enjoyable, 
oe irty raffish-looking troubadours, with a couple of guitars, had not 
Wh, see! vee gardens, and commenced a serenade. Where are the police? 
So pe the army of Monaco? They don’t expect police, but they do expect 


And I shan’t be | i i 
Bcrig fi De paPPy wi they get them. Their style and manner 
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outside public-houses in London, pursuing their calling, 
or rather, their bawling. I eae under the influence 
of a Franco-Italian sky I am dropping into poetry. 
‘It’s the fine weather brings them out,” says our con- 
fidential waiter at the Hétel Windsor, ‘‘ Comme les oiseaux 
au printemps,” which is small compliment to the birds. 


Everybo y here in this wonderful Casino! Many who, 


be neglecting their professional duties 


I imagine, must 
ities Some excellent people woul 


‘*to serve tables.’’ 


d like 


to see each of these tables a ‘‘ tabula rasa,” but where’s 


the special and particular harm, any more, that is, than 
in horse-racing, card-playing, Stock Exchange specula- 
tion, or any other form of gambling egy 

Perhaps all gambling is bad,—I don’t say it isn’t, and 
I certainly am far from saying it is,—but why is this 
particular form of it at Monte Carlo to be denounced as 
so utterly monstrous ? : 

‘‘ Why,” says some one to me, ‘‘ notice the faces round 
the tables! Look at the people! Did you ever see such 
aset? Look at the women, ia themen! The Demon 
of Play has seized them all! It is a Pandemonium !” 

** Quite so,” Ireply, ‘‘ and by the way I observe several 
distinguished En fish tatesmen and highly respectable 
English ladies in that crowd—and—and—as the red hasn’t 
turned up for the last four times, I shall put on les quatre 
premiers, and on red—excuse me.” nd turning to 
apologise to my companion for interrupting his flow of 
moral conversation, I find Iam addressing myself toa 
perfect stranger, and that my virtuous friend has con- 
trived to get a seat, and has his money on_in four differ- 
ent places. The Mediterranean is blue, the oranges and 
lemons are yellow, the sun shines brightly, the air is 
exhilarating—health before everything byallmeans. But 
at Monte Carlo—as in Denmark where there was some- 
thing rotten in the state tempore Hamletto—“ the play’s 
the thing”—il n’y a que ca—rien ne va plus—and so I 
finish my brief correspondence just to let you know where 
I am. ell, Iam on the four first, the middle dozen, 
and red. I sign myself yours truly, singing— 

‘* Monte Carto Is My Name!” > 


P.S.—I have returned from the Casino, Yes. The 
pon i ought to be vat dace The weather is chilly. 
will have the fire lighted. Such a fire! Only wood 
no coals, ! Why come here for health and change 
of climate? Isn’t good honest snow and muck in England, 
and no sun, better than losing 500 francs in - 
quarters of an hour? And to think that if I had only put 
on the quatre derniers, instead of the quatre premiers (as I 
did), I might have won something fabulous. I shall send 
for my bill. Where’s a cheap restaurant? Shall I have 
one turn more at the tables? Well, just one. To-night. 


P.S. No. 2.—Lovely night! Beautiful moon! Stars 
magnificent! Such an atmosphere! Whowould stop in 
England, and, above all, in eS London, if they could 
only get out here? Let me see; I’ll just empty out m 
pockets—750 francs; that leaves me 250 to the good. 
After all, there’s no harm in gambling; merely pour 
passer le temps. And then the place is so healthy! 
Why, one can be up till two in the morning, and take 
anything and everything, and smoke any amount, with- 
out feeling the effect. The air is so exhilarating. Shall 
stay here a few days more. Shall I play again? that is 
the question. At present I am inclined to say, Monsieur, 
faites votre jeu! J’y suis! Isend you this as a sort of 
diary just to show you what good the climate here is doing 
to Yours truly, M. C, 


Those Happy Japs! 
(Ifem. by a Parliamentary Cynic.) 


AND 80, without riot or revolution, 
Japan has got a brand-new Constitution, 

he which, according to quidnune and quacker, 
Was the one lack in the great land of lacquer. 
From the Mikado’s rule to true M.P.-dom 
Is a long stride in the great March of Freedom. 
Our western progress is more slow and breezy. 
Those Japanese do take it Japaneasy ! 
They a taught in Art (though some that as an error 

trate 

Next they will teach us how to job and perorate! 


‘‘A Bor From THE Brvur.”—Running away from the 


the itinerant musicians whom one sees Policeman, 
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House of Commons, Wednesday.—New Session opens to-morrow : 
old one seems to have closed only yesterday. Time coming when 
we shall refuse to make two bites at cherry, and, meeting on 1st | 
of January, shall adjourn on Christmas Eve, as we did last. year. 
Found OLp Moratiry here taking last glance round before battle 
begins. Looks plump and pleasant. Has laid in new stock of copy- 
book headings, a few culled from foreign languages. 

“A little more flowery some of them,” he said, affectionatel 
surning over leaves of stout note-book, ‘‘ but I fancy theyll fit in.’ 

** Heard you were not coming back,” I said. ‘* Reported that you 
were going a step higher to consort with the Barons of England.’ 

“Well, if you listen attentively you may hear a good deal of me 
that is not actually consonant with truth. Never was any founda- 
tion for this particular fable. Shall never desert the Commons until 
they wear me out.” 

Glad to hear this. Oxp Moraxiry not as brilliant as Dizzy, nor as 
eloquent as GLADSTONE. But everybody likes him, and wishes him 
luck in the new Session. 

Business done.—Going to begin. 
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WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
SIXTH EVENING. 


Ti ine tks d Mr. Punch :—‘‘I knew an Ant some time ago. 
Bi tcenped % ry ine Han se Ants, though he had ne too ee g eee 
in his mind of late to attend to his duties. Otten of a nig t, when I was at my 
full, and all the other ants in the hill were ——__ 
busily engaged in their various labours, — > 
he would come to the entrance of the 
ant-hill, and gaze up at me with sorrowful, 
hard, bright eyes. Frequently the other Ants 
would follow, and endeavour, by striking him 
with their antenne, to recall him to the work . 
he was born to perform—but he heeded them : 
not. He complained bitterly that the whole 
universe was in league against him. Many a: 
time has he reproached me’ for what he called : 
my ‘cold and passionless serenity’—and yet I 
could not help it,”’ the Moon said, plaintively, i 
‘©and I was really sorry for him. Fora long = 
time I did not know the reason for his unhap- : 
piness—I thought it was what in Germany is 72 
called ‘ Welt-schmerz,’ or despair over problems 77 
in life which his intelligence was powerless to ~~ = — 
solve. This is not uncommon among the more thoughtful Ants, and is a very 
sad thing to witness, because there is no certain cure forit. _ 

‘* However, it was worse even than this, as I learnt a few nights ago. It was 
not to me, after all, that he confided his sad secret, though I happened to be 
shining when he unburdened himself to a Soldier Ant who was on sentinel duty 
at the gates. They conversed, of course, by touching one another with their 
antenne, but I understood them quite well. From what passed, it appeared 
that this unhappy Ant was indeed to be pitied. He was suffering, as he sai 
himself, from the pangs of hopeless love, an attachment for one so far removed 
from him in station that any return was impossible. The Sentinel was a rough 
old warrior, and I thought he might have shown more sympathy. Females, such 
was his opinion, were not worth so much fuss being made over them ;_ he recom- 
mended the other to ‘ be an Ant,’ and forget his infatuation, but this, the Civilian 
Ant declared, was out of the question while he lived. Then, gathering courage, 
he disclosed who it was that was the object of his passion; and I myself grew 
pale as I heard, for I could not have imagined such audacity. When I have 
told you, it will be your turn to be shocked. You may even disbelieve it, 
though it is quite true—the object of this misguided lover’s attachment was no 
less a personage than the Queen of the Ant-hill herself! With antenne that 
were quivering with emotion, he described how he had first beheld her, sitting in 
the State Apartment, surrounded by pupe and eggs, and how he had never been 
the same Ant since. Yes,’ said the Moon, thoughtfully, ‘‘I have seen many 
lovers in my time, some of whom were in much the same position. I have seen 
Antony at the feet of CLEoparra, I have heard the lutes of Rizzto and of 
CHASTELARD—but that poor, humble, labouring Ant showed a passion more really 
voleanic than any I had ever witnessed before. He absolutely rolled in the dust, 
and bit his hind legs in the agony he suffered, though the Sentinel remained un- 
moved by it all, and, as soon as the hapless lover had grown calmer, summoned 
the guard, and informed them of his monstrous presumption. Next I saw that 
they marched back through the gates into the Ant-hill with the labourer Ant 
between them—a prisoner. The whole affair must have been kept very secret,” 
concluded the Moon, ‘“‘ for, up to the present time, I have not seen a word about 
it in any of your papers. Yet I should like to know his fate, for I have not 
been so interested in anything I have seen for a very long time.” 
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IN THE ‘SUNNY SOUTH.” 
(Notes from the Travel Diary of Toby, M.P.) 


ON bleak Bayonne 


; Drifting to Lourdes ; 
No sunlight shone. 


By fog immured. 


At Biarritz At Arcachon 
Wild hailstorm-tits. Re-rained upon. 
At Jean de Luz And at Bordeaux 
Fur coats we use. A gale did blow. 
A peep at Spain My , ; 
Blinded with rain. ate wit 


At crested: Pau 


Never to roam 
ut in by snow. 


Again from Home. 


So a eb of Koshiu, by the Hon. Lewis Winerrmtp. Curse-o’-Koshoo! 

“aan re ike a sneeze, doesn’t it? But, anyway, this is not a book to be sneezed 

a freshi 18 an original story, treated in an original manner, which is mighty 

thrilling » Pa a most eee aD in the same groove. It isa 
: ’ Nin Japan, with re : : 

scenery pee on the spot. It is a hie J “DATES sensation, properties and 

untravelled chap, an easy task to write—a capita 
should not lack a large number of readers. 


anese story, which is not, to an 
bit of Japanese lacquer, which 


cS NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contri 
in no case be returned, not even when 
there will be no exception. 


It was a rough old Admiral who «Se 


butions, whether MS., Printed 
accompanied by a Stamped and 


THE IMPROMPTU ARMAMENT. 
A Lay of the Gunless Fleet. 
“It has been circumstantially stated, that at least 15 great 


war-ships are useless for purposes of defence or attack, because 
they are without guns.”’— Universal Review. 


‘* Tr’s as fine a fleet as you’d put to sea, 
If you come to measure by steam and tons ; 


But you see, my Lord, it’s no use to me, 


If it ain’t got none of them blessed guns!” 


And then a muffled oath or two he swore. 


The First Lord smiled. He recognised the joke.— 


The French in force were threatening the Nore. 


For war had on a sudden been declared, 


And things had gone,—well, just a little wrong. 


=|In fact Whitehall had not been quite prepared, 


Although on paper they had come it strong. 


-| The Channel somehow had been deftly cleared : 


And now the sole force left, the foe to meet, 
Was, as the evening papers truly ‘‘ feared,” 
These fifteen vessels of the Gunless Fleet! 


And so the First Lord thought it out a bit. . 
‘* Look here,” he cried. ‘* Don’t fear. Well see you 
through, : ’ 
You ’ll have your ships all right and trim and fit ; 
And this is all, you know, you’ll have to do. 


d| ‘‘ Behind the Horse Guards—there, two guns you’ ll find; 


They mayn’t, perhaps, prove quite the proper sort— 
But take’em. Then a third Ive in my mind, 
At Margate, by the flagstaff on the Fort. 


‘On Ramsgate pier you ’ll find a couple more. 
If of their size you’re going to complain, 
Well, go to Mr. Harris. He’s a store, 
And p’raps might lend you some from Drury Lane. 


‘*Tf you want more, there ’s some cracked thirty-twos 
They ’ll let you have, at Portsmouth, I’ll be bound. 
So, though if not quite up to modern views, 
Your fleet in guns won’t be half badly found! 


‘*So set about your work without delay! ” 
The Admiral responded, ‘*‘ Yes, my Lord!” 

And gloomily went on his darkened way, 
And, in low spirits, got his guns on board. 


They had but one a-piece. He shook his head 
As he, in tears, surveyed the sorry sight: 

And then he called his Captains, and he said,— 
‘**D’you know, I think, we didn’t ought to fight. 


‘*But here’s my orders sealed.” He looked them o’er, 
Then shook his head again. ‘‘It’s all no go!” 

He cried—‘‘ we’ve got to stop ’em at the Nore! 
So follow, Mates ; I’m off to meet the foe!” 


Then they set sail. They hadn’t far to run 

Before they met the foe, and did their worst,— 
Which wasn’t much, for every British gun 

That day, soon as they fired it, ntraiehiwied burst. 


And so the Frenchmen triumphed down the line, 
Sank half the fleet, and took the rest in tow; 

Sailed up the Thames, crushed Woolwich by a fine, 
And with a shot or two laid Greenwich low. 


And when the Times came out next day and moaned 
In three long leaders o’er the ‘‘ base defeat,” 

And let the First Lord have it hot, and groaned 
At his shortcomings with his ‘‘ Gunless Fleet ; ” 


Until it stirred the mob, who then and there, 
Determined jobbery should have its fall, 

Dee the First Lord from his official chair, 
And lynched him on a lamp-post in Whitehall. 


Rough justice, p’raps—but still it served its turn ; 
For to the Board the revelation came, 

That this new lesson they might have to learn,— 
That public trust was not a party game! 


And since that day each First Lord has relied, 
The chances of invasion to prevent, 

On ships with proper ordnance supplied— 
And not on an “* Imprompiu Armament!” 


Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of -any cescription, will 
Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


January 21.—I am very much concerned at Lupin haying started 
a pony-trap. I said, ‘‘ Lupry, are you justified in this outrageous 
extravagance?” LUPIN replied, ‘‘ Well, one must get to the City 

os somehow. I’ve only hired it, and 
can give it up any time I like.” I 
repeated my question, ‘‘Are you 
justified in this extravagance?’’? He 
replied, ‘‘ Look here, Guv.; excuse 
my saying so, but you’re a bit out 
of date. It does not pay nowadays, 
fiddling about over anal things. I 
don’t mean anything ersonal, 
Guy’nor. My boss says, if I take his 
tip, and stick to big things, I can make 
big money!” I said I thought the 
= ,, very idea of speculation most horri- 
Wi fying. Lupin said, ‘‘It is not specu- 
Hy lation—it’s a dead cert.” I advised 
him, at all events, not to continue the 
pon ane cart ; Ee he replied, ‘‘I 
fae made £200 in one day; now suppose 
: Piisy Sut 16. _. . ,Lt only make £200 in a month, BF bat 
it at £100 a month, which is ridiculously low—why, that is £1250 a 
year. What’s a few pounds a week fora trap?” I did not pursue 
the subject further, beyond saying that I should feel glad when 
the Autumn came, and Lupin would be of age, and responsible for 
his own debts. He answered, ‘‘ My dear Guy., I promise you faith- 
fully that I will never speculate with what I have not got—I shall 
only go on JoB CLEANAND’s tips, and as he is in the ‘know,’ it is 
pretty safe sailing.” I felt somewhat relieved. Gowrne called in 
the evening, and to my surprise, informed me that, as he had made 
£10 by one of Luprn’s tips, he intended asking us and the Cummines 
round next Saturday. Carrre and IJ said we should be delighted. 

January 22.—I don’t generally lose my temper with servants, but 
I had to speak toSanrau rather sharply about a careless habit she has 
recently contracted of shaking the table-cloth after removing the 
breakfast things in a manner which causes all the crumbs to fall on 
the carpet, eventually to be trodden in. Saran answered very 
rudely, ‘Oh, -you are always complaining.” I replied, ‘‘ Indeed, 
I am not. I spoke to you last week about walking all over the 
drawing-room carpet with a piece of yellow soap on the heel of your 
boot.” She said, *‘ And you’re always erunplay about your break- 
fast.” I said, ‘No, I am not, but I feel perfectly anstitied in com- 
plaining that I never can get a hard-boiled egg. The moment I 
erack the shell it spurts all over the plate, and I have spoken to you 
at least fifty times about it.” She began to cry and make a scene, 
but fortunately my ’bus came by, so I had a good excuse for leaving 
her. Gowrne left a message in the evening that we were not to 
forget next Saturday. Carrie amusingly said, ‘‘ As he has never 
asked any friends before, we are not iets to forget it.” 

January 23.—I asked Luvin to try and changé the hard brushes he 
recently made me a present of, for some softer ones, as my hair- 
dresser tells me I ought not to brush my hair too much just now. 

January 24.—The new chimney-glass came home for the back 
drawing-room, CARRIE arranged some fans very prettily on the 
top and on each side. It is an immense improvement to the room. 

January 25.—We had just finished our tea, when who should 
come in but Cummines, who has not been here for over three weeks. 
I noticed he looked anything but well, so I said, ‘‘ Well, Cummines 
how are you? You look a little blue.”’ He replied, ‘‘ Yes; and 
feel blue, too.” I said, ‘‘ Why, what’s the matter?’ He said, 
**Oh, nothing, except that I have been on my back for a couple of 
weeks; that’s all. At one time my doctor nearly gave me up, 
yet nota soul hascome nearme. No one has even taken the trouble 
to inquire whether I was alive or dead.” I said, ‘‘ This is thefirst I have 
heard of it. I have passed your house several nights, and presumed 
you had company, as the rooms were so brilliantly lighted.” Cum- 
mines replied, ‘No. The only company I have had was my wife, 
the doctor, and the landlady ; the last-named having turned out a 
perfect trump. I wonder you did not see it in the paper. I know it 
was mentioned in the Bicycle News.” I thought to cheer him up, 
and said,—‘‘ Well, you are all right now?” He replied,—‘‘ Thats 
not the question. The question is, whether an illness does not 
enable you to discover who are your érue friends.” I said such an 
observation was unworthy of him. To make matters worse, in came 
Gowine, who gave CummMINes a violent slap on the back, and said, 
‘**Holloh! Have you seen a Ghost? You looked scared to death, 
like Irvine in Macbeth.” I said, ‘Gently, Gowrxe—the poor 
fellow has been very ill.””? Gowzve roared with laughter, and said, 
** Yes, and you look it too,” Cummines quietly said, ‘‘ Yes, and I 
feel it too—not that I suppose you care.” An awkward silence fol- 
lowed. Gowrne said, ‘‘Never mind, Cummines. You and the 
Missis come round to my place to-morrow, and it will cheer you up 
a bit, for we’ll open a bottle of wine.” 
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January 26. An extraordinary thing happened. Carnrix and I 
went round to Gowrne’s, as arranged, at half-past seven. We 
knocked and rang several times without getting an answer. At last 
the latch was drawn and the door opened a little way, the chain still 
being up. A man in shirt-sleeves put his head through and said, 
‘“Who is it? Whatdo you want?” I said, ‘‘Mr. Gowrne. He 
is expecting us.” The man said (as well asI could hear, owing to 
the yapping of a little dog), ‘‘I don’t think he is. Mr. Gowrne is 
not at home.”” I said, ‘‘ He will be in directly.” At this moment 
Cummines and his wife arrived. CumMMINGS was very lame and 
leaning on a stick, but got up the steps and asked what the matter 
was. The man said, ‘‘Mr. Gowrne said nothing about expecting 
anyone. All he said was he had just received an invitation to 
Croydon, and he should not be back till Monday evening. He took 
his bag with him.” I was too indignant to say anything. CummMiInes 
looked white with rage, and as he descended the steps jand struck his 


stick violently on the ground and said, ‘‘ Scoundrel! 


A WEATHER WAIL. 


‘¢ T wonder whether, bless your eyes, 
Can any man be weather-wise! ”—Songs of a Sangarorum. 


Fas 


Wuat is the use of forecasts and | Disregard dartings in regions he- 
barometers ? patical, 
Silly the study of airand ofsea.| Mind not the shoot of your 
Useless are weather-cocks, warn- favourite corn ! 
ings, thermometers, Thoughtless the Clerk of 
Storm-drums and signals mean the Weather is he— 
nothing to me! No one can tell what the 
Hopeless the conning of clouds and weather will be ! 


hygrometers, : ; 
No one can tell whatthe weather | Lured by the sunshine, so bright 
will be! and magnetical, 


How you will grieve if your 
Gamp you ’ve forgot ! 
If in fur garments you’re peripa- 
tetical, 
Doubtless you’ll find that the 
day will be hot: 


Captious the climate, I 
think you’ ll agree, 

No one can tell what the 
weather will be ! 


Weather-wise prophets, precise 


and emphatical, Should you wear clothes that are 
Heed not their prating at night thin and zsthetical, 
or at morn ! Then the Nor’Easter will blow 
Do not take notice of twinges —will it not ? [as she, 
rheumatical, Coy as a woman, and fickle 
Treat all catarrhical symptoms No one can tell what the 
with scorn ; weather will be ! 


THe WaAtTER-CompPantzs’ ViEw.—An eye to the Main Chance. 
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I HAVE no Men to govern in this wood: 


SoC hat makes my only woe!” These mannikins of mine. In my disordered state ; 
0 ULEOPATRA cried in mournful mood , Not one witha strong head and dauntless heart | Midget to midget, rather. My heart bleeds 
Myon] (Tennyson tells us 80). Like a faa star toshine. _ O’er such a petty fate. 

a Yyrie. is of another kind, GAMBETTA’s gone, brave little THrERs is dead. | Trrarp to Froquet, and to TrRARD whom— 
1S lana Mark Antony No Czsars they, and yet In, say, six weeks or so 

seek ; my sorrow is that I can find That fiery spirit, that sagacious head, No Men to govern me, that seems my doom, 
Marx ae ” 3 oleae me. I cannot but regret. And that’s my only woe. 

ae a in ee b That steel-clad tool | Nay, even perj ured Louis, for a space, But for this Phrygian cap I could ery out 

Rath Cc oe ae Nay! Made shift to stand and seem For C.msar’s self again : 

ather some USAR who at least can rule, The hero he was not. But this new race If there be any Cmsars—which T doubt. 


nd where is such to-day ? 


LA FRANCE’S LAMENT. 
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They come like shadows, and they so depart, | Not AmuratH to AMURATH succeeds, 


f pigmies? A bad dream! BouLaNGER? He may strain, 
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And strut, and crow; but, after all, a cock 
Is not an eagle—no !— 
And yet—and yet—when all the others mock 
y hopes, rise, fall, and go, 
E’en a NaPoLEon pour rire attracts, 
He poses well, but then 
Should disillusion come when he once acts ?— 
I’m sick—for want of Men! 
[Left lamenting. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS, 


Aw AmArruR MewnacErte.—Your deter- 
mination to make the two full-grown Bengal 
tigers and the boa constrictor, that have 
recently reached you as a present from your 
friend the Indian Nabob, the nucleus of a 
little private Menagerie, which you purpose 
starting for the amusement and entertain- 
ment of oor friends, does credit to your 
spirit and enterprise, and your temporary 
sojourn at your invalid Uncle’s suburban 
residence seems, on the whole, to offer some 
conspicuous advantages for the inauguration 
of your little project. It is certainly a matter 
of congratulation that, with the aid of the 
sixteen dock labourers who brought them, 
you were able, by getting their heads into a 
couple of coal-sacks, to move the tigers 
up to the back drawing-room; and _ that, 
though they have torn down the looking- 
glass, the chandelier, the wainscoat, and have 
eaten away the inside of a cottage-piano, as 
you keep them su noes with a fresh leg of 
mutton every half hour, yon may consider 
that, for the moment, at all events, you have 
them fairly under control. Your having, 
however, consigned the African lion you 
peed at the Wild Beast Emporium at 

ile End the same evening to the bath-room, 
though only a temporary measure, strikes us 
as slightly injudicious; for, in the event of 
your invalid Uncle wishing to take his 
customary bath before retiring to bed, the 
creature could hardly be got out of the way 
at a moment’s notice without the interven- 
tion of at least a dozen policemen, provided 
with red-hot pincers, gags, and other suitable 
apparatus, thereby causing a commotion, cal- 
Binted to act prejudicially on the nervous 
system of any one who, like youE Unele, is 
under strict injunctions from his Doctor to 
avoid, at all costs, any unusual or unneces- 
sary excitement. The elephant that you have 
managed to get into the front area seems all 
right, though his ‘‘trumpeting” all night 
appears to have annoyed your neighbours 
opposite; but it is a great misfortune that 
you have let the boa constrictor escape out 
of the attic window, and that it should have 
terrified a five o’clock tea-party next door by 
coming down the drawing-room chimney. By 
all means send round a clothes-basket for if, 
with your apologies, as soon as it is dark, 
and keep it in future, as you propose, in the 
linen-cupboard. As your Uncle is still keep- 
gee his room upstairs, perhaps it would be as 
well not to mention the arrival of the creatures, 
especially as he are intending, as you say, 
to get them all down to-morrow to the house 
of a friend in the country, who has given you 
leave to bring a few domestic ‘‘ pets” with 
you. Yes, certainly, if you can’t get an 
omnibus big enough, take them all down in a 
furniture-van. The elephant, by the way, 
might walk. It would perhaps be as well to 
arrive in the dark, 

Rake Prants.—The itinerant vendor who 
persuaded you that he was letting you have 
a selection of ‘‘ the choicest Orchids out” at 
one-and-twopence a dozen, must have been 

eceiving you. We don’t know the Tropica 
ggantiflora Hackneywicki, but feel sure you 
can’t have been offered the correct thing at two 
plants for three-halfpence. 
that you have been taken in, 
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* THE FOURTH ESTATE.” 


Dapper Gent (former Employer). ‘‘ WELL, BowseR, HOW ARE YOU GETTING ON? WHA 


ARE You-—?” 


Bowser, ‘‘THANKY, SIR, VERY WELL, Srp. 
! Eprror?” 
I DIRECT THE WRAPPERS, SiR!” 


Dapper Gent. ‘‘OH, INDEED 
Bowser, ‘*No, Srp. 


I’M ON THE PREss Now, SiR.” 


VERY EARLY SPRING. 
(By a Mixed-Impressionist. ) 


THE day lengthens 


In crocus and daffodil light ; 


The cold strengthens, 


Till one’s wife is a regular fright ; 


Blinding and choking, 


Like a storm ina desert of sand, 


Is the dry joking 


Of the well-meaning mud in the Strand. 


Snowdrops tranquil, 
Glad of their snowdrop lot 
Fragrant jonquil, 


! 


Hyacinths, sixpence a pot! 


Yellow in Jaffa 
Oranges, juicy and sweet ; 
Yellow in daffa- 


downdillies sold in the street ! 


Se and amber 
ver St. Clement Danes 
The clouds clamber 


Then—oh, my hat !—how it rains ! 


An hour’s journey ' 
By a leisurely local train, 
And, furzy and ferny, 
Here is the home again. 


Important Lirrrary ANNoUNC 
We are afraid| History of the Round Table. 


The tree-tops feather 

The sare cold line of the sky ; 
In the windy weather 

The clacketty mill-sails fly. 
The brown furrows 

Follow the sturdy team ; 
On sandy burrows 

Patches of sunlight gleam. 
(The breezy vision 

Is banish’d from fancy’s eye 
By fierce collision 

With a corpulent passer-by.) 


Like solemn Hindoos 

The night-clouds are swathed in white, 
And the shop-windows 

Shame them with shameless light ; 
But day lingers 

Over the weary land, 
With wan fingers 

Soothing its sleeping hand, 
As a lone mother, 

Weary with anguish wild, 
Her grief will smother 

Nursing a neighbour’s child. 


———. 


EMENT,—Sir WILLIAM Harcourt is about to publish a 
He would doubtless like to end his 


prose epic as Lord 


TENNYSON did his poetical one, with a ‘‘ Passing of ARTHUR” (BALFouR), 
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having (so it appears to me) shown some dissatisfaction that the 
name of the cause referred to had not been disclosed, I beg to supply 
the omission, speaking roughly, from recollection. I ask leave to 
instance the unreported case of Brown v. Jones, or was it Smith y. 
Robinson ? . ’ . 

Wednesday.—As I had been so seriously inconvenienced on the 
previous day by having no seat, that I had had to abandon my note- 
taking prematurely, I entered the Court early. My right to sit down 
again being challenged, I appealed to the universally respected 
Secretary to the Commission for redress. That learned gentleman, 
having explained to me the scope of the verb hypothecate, most 
courteously invited me to occupy a seat in the box usually reserved 
for the Jury. I was very grateful thus to find at length a spot, the 
possession of which ana not be challenged, as I had hitherto felt a 
sort of Nineteenth Century forensic embodiment of the old legend 
(immortalised by the pen of Sux, and the pencil of Dor&) of the 
continually perambulating pedestrian, who, although travelling all 
the world over, had a legal domicile in Palestine. And here I may 
note that I was much amused at the changes of position of some of 
the spectators from day to day. The movements of Mr. SHaw- 
LEFEVRE, for instance, reminded me of a game of chess. On the 
Tuesday this eminent statesman had occupied a seat with the Junior 
Bar, but on the Wednesday he had moved down a bench, and, so to 
speak, had taken a Q.C.—presumably my learned and respected 
friend, Mr. Lockwoop, who did not appear during the sitting. 
Then there was Professor Bryce (whose Lectures before now have 
filled me with a sensation of indescribable awe), who occupied a> 
place next to a well-known artist, who on the previous day had been 
on the other side of the Court, and during the adjournment, presumably, 
had (once more to use the chess phraseology) ‘‘ castled.”” The genial 
Professor appeared to take a. great interest in his neighbour’s 
sketches, Ha seemingly frequently encouraged him to renewed 
exertions with a smile of friendly approval. This being the case, I 
was sorry to find, later on, Mr. Bryce shifted away from his neigh- 
bour, and carried (by a sort of Knight’s move) from the right of the 
Bench to the left of the Witness Box. 

The feature of the sitting was the cross-examination of Mr. 
Hovsron by Sir Cartes Russert. It is my candid and deliberate 
opinion that more searching questions could not have been put to 
this witness, even had I cross-examined him myself. 

Thursday.—I notice that a great deal depends upon the Ushers of 
the Court. Seemingly, when one of these officials thinks a statement 
of sufficient importance has been made to cause a sort of bold whisper 
end tee ye the Peers Weiss! in the daily reports), 
: : } : e shouts ‘* Silence! e adopts the same plan to mark the proper 
feat cult eine Le Saal ed my note Eee a very penly insertion of ‘‘ laughter” after name one has Saat smiled. da 
friendly (but still equally an) elbow in my anh aes a e u Be first half an hour or so, there being nothing to do, the Ushers 


ae ; d time of it. The Secretary was also well to the front 
situation was further distracted by the movements of one of the Th elena Ww ea i ; 
officials, who while the Court was predont, waa foes a direc. e celebrated Parnell Letters were examined in the course of the 


: sen day’s proceedings, and then came Azs opportunity. Thi 
ons oe (who I fancy was sitting on someone else’s hat) in} in eee degree Sint followed, thrown inte a deamatib Colma 


: : : tas Mr. Attorney (addressing Secretary courteously). Will b 

The proceedings commenced with an application by Sir CHARLE ; i =f i Ys SS Sa 
: Q i Sg 

Reaaeie tcomuitit comeons for sonore reso ve Rone ie good as to separate these two letters, which, I ad are in the same 


: r 
scarcely so good as it used to be, and I regret to say I did not quit Ons . sery distt: i i i 
- catch what passed. And this was the stranger, as Sir ae end Seorelary Wg aaa. (ou ore egret ae 


ih ; : same case. (Solemnly.) I put them in the same case myself, fo 
me Sa aes eth convenience, (4s a concession.) But if you think they sill be Gre 
Noes eat Serie ct- convenient in separate cases—(with an SS, 
Sees Sie chat had aw of authority)—I will have them | Ki 
ioe e divided, and put into separate cases at; WS 


‘The same old 2” onee . 
paar tha! Game weet ea. Mr. Attorney (bowing deferentrally), 


vee If you please. 

Fepivieaa + we ate ae Secretary (good-naturedly). Certainly. 
hae oF teak ea aan suede es eer shall be put in 
cee ; erent cases forthwith. 

e chaps on the Bench This dialogue, heard in a dead silence, 
was really most impressive and interest - 
ing. Exciting, however, as was the \ 
evidence given during the sitting, the < 
day’s sensation was, in fact, the sensation 
of the Day. It has been suggested (in 
my Opinion most improperly) that the 
Spates Les _of ey name, has 
occasionally, during this protracted oe 
inquiry shown signs of ed Imust _ The Sensation of the Day. 
confess that, when the occasion warranted it, his Lordship was very 
much awake indeed. Several times during the course of the examin- 
mental note that, a etipn ang tp ee eruna tion of Mr. po ~ Justice Day showed 
treet ht, , was following the inquiry wi m i 
se Biplane a of mee Sem a ae as my devil. During the | excited spectator. it may eae Agee tHe oie ee 
cha Waser ok « Beane a ‘ ad a Counsel the right to ask | preconceived idea of his Lordship, but to those who have lone kno 
CHARLES RUSSELL contended the - re = ss pene 5 Xe him as one of the ablest Judges on the Bench, and one of the wittiost 
Mr. Justice SmirH) for a case, gave the instance of ” ae ees hed pecmiminir ok 


refreshing his memory f iar 
eee? Clary or an account-book. The Court| At the luncheon adjournmentone of the officials, as usual, was good 


ON COMMISSION. 

Preliminary and Explanatory.—I must confess that I felt very 
greatly gratified when pes learned friend, Mr. Tony, Or M. "y 
having work in “‘ another place,” asked me to take a note,” for 
him, of the proceedings now claiming attention at the hands of the 
President of the Probate, Divorce, and Admiralty Division, and 
Messrs. Justices SmrrH and Day. A ’ a 

‘* Just jot down what occurs to you, BRIEFLESS, he said. ‘‘ You 
see we have a pretty full report in the daily papers, to say nothing of 
the verbatim shorthand note pei shed by the Court itself, so that I 
am not very anxious about the evidence. But I should like to know 
how it’s going. I give you the greatest latitude, and would suggest 
(if you have no objection) that you should not robe, for you will be 
more at home without your wig and gown.” 

I did not quite follow my learned friend’s reasoning in the last 
particular. However, without further preface, I append the ‘‘ note”’ 
taken in the unconyentional fashion that has received his recom- 
mendation. 

Tuesday, February 19.—Some difficulty in obtaining a seat. 

Soaininele the place, if 
any, to which ihe green 
ticket I held entitled me 
was occupied. Upon re- 
monstrating, I was in- 
formed that I could not 
possibly have it, and I 
felt that as I was not in 
my robes, I was practic- 
ally powerless. I was 
glad at length to sit 
amongst the gentlemen 
of the Press, for whom a 
limited number of places 
had been reserved. The 
rest of the Court was 
HH | occupied by persons who 

Nl certainly did not look in 
Reserved for the Press. the least like journalists. 
‘ ; I was forced, I fear, to 
be the cause of great inconvenience. I cannot sufficiently thank, under 
these trying circumstances, two eminent descriptive writers who, in 
the most courteous manner imaginable, permitted me, so to speak, to 
occupy a moiety of their laps,—each supplying one of their knees 
for my accommodation. However, in this position I suffered under 


\ in » . 
‘ My, 
RY 


the acuteness shown by this 


dness were equall As f 
uitted himself so admirably, that I ee 


my learned friend, he acq 
mental note that, should an opportunity ever occur, I would do my 
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enough to give information on seemingly abstruse points of law to 
the more intelligent and younger members of the aristocracy, who 
very properly seemed to regard him as a second edition of that 
admirable legislator the present Lorn Cuancentor. Again Sir 
CHARLES RussELL conducted his case with an ability that made me 
feel regret that I could not claim him as a pupil who had read in my 
own chambers. 
Friday.—We have at length reached the end of the week, and my 
note. I must confess the last 
few sittings have been exciting 
r. ones bristling with surprises. 
XS) To-day the “laughter” and 
" “sensation” were genuine 
| \S enough. Whatever the Com- 
\! off. mission may yet bring forth, 
Ws, ~ it will have served to prove 
A\\\_ that ‘‘ Buckshot Forster” was 

the kindest-hearted and gent- 
\ \S lest of men. Once again Mr. 
yn—~ Justice Day was very much 
SIVY on the alert as Mr. Preort’s 
statements were tested after 
the customary fashion. 

uring an adjournment, I 
had a pleasant chat with one 
of the officials, who (so I 
understood) had known every- 
one connected with the Law 
Courts for nearly half a cen- 


tury. 

**Then,” said I, with a 
leasant smile, ‘“‘you must 
now me,” 

Stupy or A MAN oF LETTERS. ‘Well, Sir,” he replied, 
“« Amongst those present was Mr. B-rne evidently searching his me- 
-n-s8, who seemed to take a great interest mory, ‘‘I never forget a face, 


in the proceedings.” h eems to 

N.B. However, it is not suggested that ony to no oe He 

the above sketch was extracted from his hesitated a little. as if about 
b 


ae to puta fishing question. Then 
he asked, in a tone suggestive of great doubt, ‘“‘Am I wrong, in 
pepporing that you are a Member of the Bar ?” : 
This tome! After practising for—— Well, such is fame! 
Pump-handle Court. (Signed) 


\ lpr 


A. BRIEFLESS, JUNIOR, 


WATERLOO! 


(A Lone Way Arrrr Lorp Byron.) 
Being a Lay of the Leash written at the great Coursing Cup Meeting of 1889. 
Hark! there is shouting 


ees ame at Hill House! Brave 
CouRSING j sight ! 
Rank, Sport, and Capital 
WATERLO Get have gathered then 


|| Their ’cuteness and their 
coursing zeal, and bright 
The winter day shines on 
the sporting men. 
i A thousand hearts beat 
eagerly ; and when 
Swift Miss Glendyne beats 
smart Happy Rondelle, 
Dark eyes look hate to eyes 
which gleam again, 
And some laugh merry as 
a marriage bell ; 


To some the favourite’s fall 
is as a gleomy knell, 


See, there goes Sorais, 
swift as flies the wind, 
Rattling up points in 
fashion smart as fleet. 
Off with the leash! E’en 

Fullerton will find 
That Barbican the Second’s 
hard to beat. 
But Colonel Nortn’s great puppy ’s flying feet 
Forge well ahead, the black~and-tan can’t score. 
Great Herschel though his victory doth repeat ; 
And nearer, nearer, deadlier than before, 
Comes the great final struggle. How the people roar ! 


And yet bad luck poor Herschel doth befall, 
For Mr. Hornsy’s favourite, one must fear, 
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And toss’d them o’er the palings in the golden evening light, 


Is gravelled by that last fierce rush of all, 
That hare was a fair demon, fleet as deer, 
And there’s a voice prophetic in our ear 
Which hints to-morrow Herschel won’t be well, 
And Fullerton will have the pull, that’s clear. 
Yes, Miss Glendyne as ever ran right well 

But to young bloed at last in rattling Troughend fell. 


Third day! There is much re ba to and fro, 
And gathering crowds, and signals of distress. 
Backers are Fs that but two days ago 
Flushed with the cheerful prospect of success, 
Herschel runs pluckily, but the stern stress ; 
Of eran grueller foils him, though he tries 
The North Star still isin the ascendant. Yes! 
Troughend beats Danger Signal, shouts arise ; 
And Fullerton and Troughend share the well-earned prize! 


And there is mounting in hot haste; the weed 
Lights at pale lips, luck tends the Colonel’s car ; 

He pe huge price for those two dogs indeed, 

And well they ’ve served him in the long-drawn war. 
And the cheers thunder peal on peal afar, 

The Cup is his, bought at a tidy sum. 

Next year we 4] follow the Great Northern Star, 


If to the slips again his dogs should come ; _ 
But this year’s ‘‘ Waterloo”’ is o’er—the ery is, ‘‘ Home!” 


BALLADS OF TO-DAY. 
DRIFTING. 
(By Houquet Walkere.) 


‘ WILL we walk a little faster?’ said the Miller to the Maid. 
‘‘ There ’s the Cooper close behind us, and a Miller’s ne’er afraid ; 
But ’twould make the laddie’s heart beat sair beneath the chestnut 


shade, 
If he saw us walk together in the hey-day, yeo-ho weather, 


Since hand in hand a week agone wi’ you the Cooper stray’d.”’ 


“Oh, Miller, Miller, Miller,” the winsome lass replied, 
‘*Tn flow’ring rush and meadow-sweet that grow the stream beside, 
The ferry-boy his ferry-boat against the bank has tied ; 


Then, sweetheart, blithe and merry, you shall row me o’er the ferry ; 


Theugh Cooper Joun is cross and sad, the stream is deep and wide.” |” 


He has row’d her o’er the river; they have climbed the ‘fencing 


sli¢ht, 


Where Lerrice fair, the laundry lass, has hung the kirtle white, 
And in Farmer Gizxs’s clover-field their troth they ’re fain to 


light ; 


But the brindled bull was feeding, broke in upon their pleading, 


Up to the star-land sailing, 
Over the pleasaunce paling, 
It is merrie, merrie merrie in the crimson evening glow ; 
Birds in the orchard housing, 
Kine in the clover browsing, 
And a ferry-boat is drifting fast where deep weir-waters flow. 
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WHAT TOMMY DREAMT ONE NIGHT 


ArTER Miss SMITH HAD TOLD HIM THAT THE MAMMOTH WAS LIKE AN ELEPHANT, ONLY EVER SO MUCH MORE SO—AND THAT ITs LIMBS 
WERE LIKE THE TRUNKS (AND ITS TRUNK LIKE THE LIMBS) OF THE TREES IN KENSINGTON GARDENS ! 


PATCHING THE “ PALLADIUM.” 
Mr. Nestor-Punch speaketh :— 


Wuo knows not Ilion’s tale? How, dropped 
from heaven, 
Pallas’s statue, to King Ilus given, 
Assured the safety of Troy’s citadel 
So long as Troy that image guarded well ? 
True patriot’s charge was the Palladium’s 
Neglected, lost, or out of due repair, [care; 
Its power-protective property was lost 
To traitors shrinking from its charge or cost. 
For what could reconcile ‘the blue-eyed 
maid” [trayed ? 
F or her stol’n statue, and her tower be- 
** For so religion and the gods ordain, 
That if you violate with hands profane 
Minerva’s gift, your town in flames shall 
burn.,’’* [learn 
JoHn Butt, from the old legend you may 
Opportune lesson. Trust your Punch, old boy, 
And take to heart this ancient Tale of Troy. 
Traitors kick out, strike dogs of faction dumb, 
England, like Troy, has her Palladium, 
BRiTannr4 rules the wayes! The brave old 
boast [cost. 
If you’d maintain, you must not count the 
Britannta’s self in crested helm arrayed 
Resembles wondrously the blue-eyed maid 


Whose shield was Troy’s assurance, and 
_ _ whose spear, (fear. 
Unblunted, shook Troy’s fiercest foes with 


The helm, the trident, and the buckler, Joun 
Are arms that Pallas would be proud to don ’ 
As goddess-guardian of our sea-girt isle, 

One pictures Neptune, with a pleasant smile, 


* VIRGIL, Eneid, IT. 


Placing his tri-pronged fork, the emblem 
grand 

Of ocean rule, in his great sister ’s hand. 

‘* Here you are, Pallas! JoHn’sa pal of mine, 

My pet and partner on the billowy brine ; 

Your head-piece and my trident ought to be 

Combined to keep him ruler of the sea— 

Minerva armed by Father Neptune! Come! 

That’s something like a New Palladium!” 


Twig, JoHN? The truth is patent to your eyes, 

Though put by Punch in semi-classic guise. 

Ilion’s Palladium was Minerva’s form— 

Whilst Troy held that, no foe its walls might 
storm : 

Ours is BRITANNTIA, armed to hold the main, 

So that no foe our citadel may gain ; 

’Tis yours to keep the Sea-queen helmet- 
crowned, 

Her trident pointed, and her buckler sound. 

That duty to, fulfil grudge no expense, 

England’s first aay is National Detence. 

Patriots no wise expenditure would spare 

To keep our great Palladium in repair, 

Which lost, or left to fall into decay, 

England, like Ilion, shall have seen her day ; 

Her pride is lowered, and her hope is sped, 

Then let Ulysses come, or Diomed, 

Alien astuteness, foreign valour, creep 

Into our citadel what time we sleep, 

Or count our coin, we by false thrift ensnared, 

For valiant onset shall be unprepared, 

And lost in petty reckonings of pence, 

Lack time or heart for National Defence. 


No, JoHN; to do you justice, you’ll mot mind 
The cost of your Palladium, if you find 

Its guardians vigilant in honest care, 

And its proud panoply in full repair. 


Tis their first duty, all too long ignored, 
They’ve spent your money, but have not 
restored 
That tutelary figure to such state 
As only makes you master of your fate. _ 
What mean those blunted points—that dinted 
shield ? {should yield. 
Not thus the crest should droop, the neck 
Erect and cap-d-pie the shape should stand, 
Vigour at heart, and valour in its hand. 
Cost money? Yes, good GoscHEN, without 
doubt, he’s about, 
And Butt—like Punch—would know what 
In loosening his purse-strings once again, 
ee often posed aforetime, rege vain. 
o trumpery temporary patching, pray, 
To furbish our Pelladinns fora in ; 
No squandering of millions, spent sans wit, 
On arms that bend, and helm that will not fit. 
No, put it once for all in sound repair, 
JoHN Butw’s Palladium, and he will not care 
To haggle over pence. But fumble on 
As oe and those whom you succeed, have 
one 
This many a weary year, and Joun, tired out 
By rival bogglers turn-and-turn-about, 
Each potent in self-praise and party curse, 
Till each. guards the Palladium—and the 
purse ; 
Kicks out the rival duffers—and does worse. 
J ne ey declare the whole bad squabbling 
ate 
Not patriots but Sinons; not a match 
For hostile Greeks, or champions, or spies. 
But warders who invite the foe’s surprise, 
| Like those of old Troy’s Temple, who slept on, 
| Waking to find death near, and their Palla. 
dium gone! 
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PATCHING THE “ PALLADIUM.” 


Lorp Saispury. “FIRST, WE MUST PUT THIS IN ORDER.” 


CHANCELLOR OF THE Excurqurr. ‘*H’M!—IT WILL COST A LOT OF MONEY!” 
Mr, Burr. ‘I DON’T MIND,—IF YOU’LL ONLY DO IT THOROUGHLY !!” 


Mice erie Faire ares . eden a thine yang as 
Va Oe ay a : ee, t 


( \V 17 
Vn it {fi} Wf i; 
vs 
= A 


f 


ig ees be 
Wee? ; 
FE, I) 


4, 


#7, 


“CLEVER WITH HOUNDS.” 


MOANS AT A MATINEE. 


‘* For years we ’ve come to this decision, 
That lovely woman blinds our vision !’’ 
The Gloomy Gargler of the Ganges. 


In a well-cushioned ten-shilling Stall, 
An elderly gentleman sat ; 
But he sat ef saw nothing at all— 
His vision was barred by a Hat! 


For a lady was 
sitting before 
—I fear the 
old gent 
muttered, 
**Drat ! ?— 
When he saw 
that her lady- 
ship wore 
A marvellous 
steeple- 
crowned Hat! 


AY) 


the stage, 
With feathers, 
and flowers, 
and plait ; 
And the playgoer got in a rage— 
His pleasure was spoilt by a Hat! 


All the music he heard, it is true, 
And sound of the dance—pit-a-pat ; © 
But of singers and dancers the view 
Was hid by that horrible Hat ! 


Thus for aught he could tell of the play, 
He might have been blind as a bat ; 
He had nothing to do but survey 
The build of a frivolous Hat! 


So he dodged it each side with a frown— 
And, testily, murmured he, ‘‘ Cat !”— 


a glimpse of | probably be able to find all 


He got up, but they all cried, ‘Sit down!” 
He wished he could sit on that Hat! 


Now let Managers quickly decide 
To issue at once their fi-at, 

That the ladies should all be denied 
Such tyrannous use of the Hat. 


For why should we ten shillings pay— 
Can. Managers answer me that oe 
To see, at a long Mati-née, 
Just naught but a feminine Hat ? 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
SEVENTH EVENING. 


**T tove the Children,” said the Moon, 
“‘especially the quite little ones—they are 
so droll. Why 0 you look like that? I 
will know. ... Oh, so Hans ANDERSEN 
declares I said the same thing to him long 
ago, does he? J should have thought it 
would have been more polite to put it down 
to a ‘literary coincidence ;’ but, as you will 
that I was going 
to tell you in his book, I shall evidently 
waste my time in talking to you!” said 
the Moon, looking distinctly flushed.—‘‘ Good 
evening!’ and, drawing a cloud around him, 
he promptly became invisible. Mr. Punch 
however, ‘‘lay low and said_ nuffin,” and 
presently, as he had foreseen, the Moon came 
out again. ‘‘If you really want me to goon,” 
he said, in a much milder tone, ‘I will— 
but please have the goodness not to mention 
Hans ANDERSEN to me again. know very 
well that I am not clever, and that he was a 
genius—but, for all that, one doesn’t care to 
have words put into one’s mouth, even by a 
genius, does one? 

* Last night, then, I shone down on a small 
garden at the back of a suburban villa, Two 
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MR. TOPPLE’S SECOND HORSE. 


children, a little boy and a still smaller girl, 
were digging in one of the side-beds; both 
looked very solemn, and this was proper, as 
they were engaged in asad occupation. The 

were burying the little girl’s doll, which ha 

died that morning, of scarlet fever and old 
age. Atleast, the boy said so most positively, 
and his sister,—although she would never 
have discovered for herself that the doll had 
died, and could not, even now, see any striking 
difference in her ap- 
pearance, — had _ too 
much respect for his 
opinion to dream of 
contradicting it. So 
the doll—a forlorn- 
looking object, cer- 
tainly, — was being 
buried, and the boy, 
who was grave-digger, 
undertaker, and chief 
mourner, all in one, 
was enjoying himself 
in a decent and sepul- 
chral fashion. Before 
he had quite finished 
digging the hole, 
(which fe made deep 
enough to holdadoll’s 
house), the little girl slipped quietl aaey 

because, so I thought at the time, she co d 
not bear to stay to the very end. Presently, 
however, she came back, carrying some little 
china dishes, which, to my great surprise, 
she placed in the grave with the doll. ‘ For 
the worms!’ she said in a whisper, and I 
really think she found an odd comfort in 
this forethought of hers, for when I left the 
pair, she was planting a garden-stick bearing 
an appropriate inscription above the doll’s 
resting-p ace with what was almost a cheer- 
ful air.’ 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Maron 2, 1889. 
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\ESOIZA NG \\ Yj 
Yy o ~'5, Ul, 
. pas 


106 


: eons 
© SH 
fi Ley L hag Xs \ 
os Wreea y, \ 


' 
tan 
a 
— 
— = ’ 
. 


"95 Om? 


( 


\ “+ ie . 
ae ry ‘= - — -] 
\A a ee i fl 
ae en at ! 
= ‘ 
< (flea IN 
a ar eae ‘ ve TS Fie , Nt Zo / \a = tn 
f a / t “ 7s eS TN po see ain 4 aw : 
' l ¢ ‘ — . - ; 
AS A 28 beaed Y,. wile 
IX oS Yj 
S q eee 


— 


- 


vas] 
Cel 


a | 


AAW 


EO 


j 


7 cal WA, (eS 
i) bra, 7 
5 ‘A 
o~ 
Nema 


a 
ros WY 


see 


_ - A me 


— a , 
-?* : rf ; 
Oe K) 1 DA : > 
; S Lys A a \ 
~ 2 j . ‘ 
to x \ 
Yj a > A , 
~ SWAY & 


DON COUNTY COUNCILAIN{THE COUNCIL CHAMBER,{GUILDHALL. 


| Marcx 2, 1889.] 


“ BUS”-ING ON THE CHEAP. 
(What it may Come to.) 


Conpuctor, I have come from Hammersmith, and wish 
to be set down at the Bank. Here is a half-penny—could 
you oblige me with change ? 

What! Twopence for the journey from Greenwich to 
the Royal Exchange? Oh, this must be a Pirate Tram, 
and I shall certainly speak to a Policeman. 

_ It is satisfactory to have hot-water tins and the electric 
light provided in the busses of the Universal Omnibus 
Company ; but I should feel more comfortable if the Con- 
ductor always got his ‘ Sunday off,” 

This T st be a triumphant success! Not 


is Tram Line mu 
only does it return fifty per cent. dividend to its share- 
holders, but it takes passengers from Hampstead to 
Croydon for three-ha fpence, and gives them mulled 
claret in winter, and iced champagne-cup in summer, 
gratis, on the journey. 
__ No wonder that the Underground Railway has closed 
its stations and gone into the Insolvency Court. The 
rivalry between the ‘‘ Road Saloon Company” and the 
“‘General Car Company” is so great that the latter 
actually carry their passengers for nothin , and supply 
them with concertina melodies, sandwic es, and the 
daily papers to beguile the tedium of the way. 

Yes, that ‘‘wheeler’” certainly does appear to be 
rather thin, and I am convinced that he is ante supported 
on his legs by the rigidity of the pole to which he is 
attached. But it is, of course, impossible for the Company 
to pay thirty per cent., and carry passengers fifteen miles 
for a penny, without economising their quadrupeds’ oats. 

Hi, Conductor! I asked to be put down at Hyde Park 
Corner, and here I am at Picoadilly Circus! Why, the 
man looks just as if he had been It’s abomin- 
able, and I shall pupa to—eh, what? ‘Only five 
hours’ sleep last night,” do you say? ‘And fourteen 
hours’ work a day, Sundays included?” H’m! Result 
of free competition in fares, I suppose. But is that the 
same thing as fair competition ? 


asleep ! 


DUE SOUTH. 


Evening of the Fifth Day.—Beautiful night for walk- 
ing home. Moon bright. Air fresh. Charming place! 
Lovely weather! After many ups and downs at the 
tables, I have come off a winner of ten francs. Had I 
lost ten francs, I do not think the night would a pear to 
me 80 lovely asit does. It is a long way. up to the Villa 

ouge Gagne, so my companion, who says he is out to 
**see life,”’ purposes taking light refreshment en route. 
Among the many light refreshment-places here, one of 
the most successful seems to be an English Bar, on a 
small scale. Here distinguished compatriots stroll in 
after the tables, to take a ‘‘ John Collins”—I believe 
this is the name of the harmless beverage—or a few 
oysters and stout, or a glass of beer, or spirits and water. 
Odd to come all the way from London merely to play 
roulette in a hot and crowded room, and afterwards to 
sit at the bar of a small public-house overlooking the 
blue Mediterranean. But I do—and so do very many 
others. In front of this bar, within the last few minutes, 
the policy of an empire could have been quietly arranged 
over a ‘‘ John Collins” or glass of whiskey-and-water 
and acigar. We stroll out into the moonli ht, and just 
look in *‘ Chez Prrmrs,’”’ Here, while the dignified but 
obliging and industrious Monsieur Prrers serves be- 
hind the bar, sportsmen gather round the simple marble- 
topped tables, discussing pigeon-shooting, and strange 
stories of the chances of war, at trente et quarante and 
roulette. One very big man, with a loud voice, is ener- 
getically recounting toa small circle of admirers some 
wonderful coups that he had made at the tables. Thirt 
thousand francs at one go is the lowest amount he wilt 
condescend to talk about. 

“I put down, Sir,” says he, emphatically thumping 
the marble table with his fist, and addressing no one in 
particular, ‘‘four times I put down a thousand frances at 
each corner, and one of the numbers came up every turn.” 

‘“‘No!” exclaim some young men who are listening, 
open-mouthed. 

.“* Very odd!” drily remarks a shrewd-looking person, 
with the cynical air of an elderly Mephistopheles, 

‘’ Yes, Gentlemen, I did,” says the big man, empha- 


sising his narrative with more thumps on the marble 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER 


‘WELL, I Must say Goop-ByE, Miss GREEN. I’vE Gor My SERMON TO 
PREPARE.” —‘‘OH, SURELY YOUR SERMONS NEED NO PREPARATION ! ” 


table, ‘‘and then I put down forty on passe, ahundred on six Bare and 
another forty on 22. They all turned up, and so I went on, and that evening 
made just eighty thousand francs, in something under an hour.” 

‘‘No!” again murmur the younger portion of his audience, while the elderly 
Mephistopheles, lighting a cigarette as he raises his eyebrows, and observes, 
**Did you really? Very strange!” ; : 

I certainly became interested in his stories. They made me thirsty. Some 
one suggests oysters andstout. I think, hearing of all these vast sums of money 
being won, has given me a strong inclination for oysters and stout, as sug- 
gested. Though I had not thought of them before, I now feel that I can’t 
possibly go on for another five minutes without them. An additional incentive 
1s, that the friend who has joined us, and who suggested this form of nourish- 
ment, is in excellent spirits, having unexpectedly won forty francs, and offers 
to provide the entertainment at his own expense. Offer immediately accepted. 
Gel so we sit down to oysters and stout, and bread and butter ‘ Chez PETERS,” 
at Monte Carlo, and for all that we see of the Southern sky, the brilliant moon, 
and the blue Mediterranean, we might as well be at Ruxx’s, in Maiden Lane, or 
Wirton’s, in King Street, St. James’s. But when we leave “‘ Peters,” and 
walk up the hill, then we feel the effects, not of the supper, but of the invigo- 
rating air, and the clear atmosphere ; and as we look upwards at the deep b ue 
sky, and the brilliant moon, we say to one another, Shakspearianly, On 
such a night’ we could stay out for any length of time, and walk aor ghar 
without fatigue’”’—which sentiment may be more poetically expressed in the 
words of the immortal bard, who sang, ‘* We won’t go home till morning, Till 
daylight doth appear.”’ As a matter of fact, it is, 12°30, and we retire now, one 
of the party to Villa Rouge Gagne, and the other two to the Hotel Windsor, 


On a Current Controversy. 
(By a Sufferer from Smoke.) 
No Coal! That’s a prospect of which we the cost shun, 
Though seventy years hence, savants say,’tis our goal, 
But Coal has cost me such a deal of exhaustion, 
I could almost desire the exhaustion of Coal! 


Wuewn dear old Mrs. R. was visiting her American cousins, ‘‘there was 
nothing,” said she, ‘‘ that I enjoyed so much as the Terrebene soup and sparkling 
Micawber wine! ” 
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E t to Address: but that 


shall be row over JouN Mortey’s Amendmen dd t 
not coming on till Monday. In the meantime two sittings to dispose 
of. At eight o’clock some one proposes Count. Out. Very nearly 
done, but just fails, and speech-making goes on till midnight. — 

OLp Moratiry in fine form. Sells the House once or twice by 
approaching table with padi air, pausing till profound silence 
reigns, and then making formal announcement. Irish Members noting 
his serious look, thrilled by his deliberate manner, thought he was 
at least about to proclaim a Province in their unhappy country; 80 
cried, ‘‘Ha! ha!” ‘‘Ho! ho!” and ‘*Picorr!” 

O. M. sternly regarded them, making 
their flesh creep: then solemnly said, ‘I 
beg to remind the House that, under Stand- 
ing Order No. 16, unopposed Bills may be 
brought in before the commencement of 
public business to-morrow.” 

Made impressive oration in reply to GLAD- 
STONE’S disquisition on Speech from Throne. 
‘*T trust,” he said, ‘‘ due regard will be had 

to the exigences of the public service and to 
ar J the duties this House has to discharge to the 
AL \ country.” Later, evidences of foreign 
travel manifested themselves. Extolling the 
Government as the custodian of English 
honour abroad, and the fructifier of its hap- 
iness at home, Orp Morauiry, glancing at 
fie note-book, said: ‘‘ Huviter les contre- 
facons! Exiger le véritable nom! Se 
méfier des imitations! Quant a mot, M. le 
SpRaKER, je frappe seulement sur la boite !” 
and suiting the action to the word, he 
brought his clenched hand down on the 
brass- bound box. 

This splendid passage strangely moved 
audience. Two distinguished members of 
Parisian press in SPEAKER’S gallery. 

‘© Quel homme!” cried M. JoHNstoN, of 
Le Figaro. 

‘Wee, wee!’? said M. Brown-JoneEs, of 
Le Temps. 

Business done.—Address moved. 


Friday.—Business of Session really begins 
on Monday; but something must be done 
to-night, to keep up appearances. So Brap- 
LAuGH, taking foreign affairs under care, 
discourses at length about Suakim, Red Sea, 
Thibet, China, coming home by Leicester 
q Railway Station, where, as he told House, 

GES. = he ‘*met a railway porter.” Understood 
or ite | . \ uy, that ects shall stand over Lea Monday. 
5 oHN O’ConNoR no party to such arrange- o ; 
ment. Gradually drawing himself up to lea 
full length, discoursed about state of country between 1880 and 
1841. Everyone going to sleep, when PARNELL came in with news 
that Carew had lost not only his flannel shirt, but his hair and 
moustache. Ba.rour tried to laugh the little incident away; but 
Opposition very angry, and sitting closed in a storm. = 
Business done.—Debate on Address. 
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House of Commons, Feb. 21. 
—‘‘Here we are again!’ said 
OLD Moratity, coming into the 
Commons cart-wheel fashion on 
the stroke of half-past four. 

House delighted with evidence 
of Leader’s agility and lightness 
of heart. GLapsTone arrived half 
an hour later, but content to walk 
in ordinary fashion. ‘‘ All ver 


The Rule of the Ring. 


Rivne here, and ring there. Everything seems to indicate 
That Mammon his right to sole rule means to vindicate. 


well for young fellows like O. Mw,” he said, ‘‘ to betray this sportive- He ’ll ne’er be content 

ness. Another letter makes all the difference. G. O. M. must Till, at sixty per cent., 

eschew such vanities, and reserve strength for the final and crowning The whole Solar System is run by a Syndicate ; 

labour of his life.” And then some shrewd knave, since Old Sol is our one light, 
Harcourt, into whose sympathising ear these words were dropped, Will want to establish a ‘‘ Corner in Sunlight!” 


squeezed his revered Leader’s hand, and wiped away a tear. a Se, Se ee ee 

_A pretty full House of Commons; but the Lords looked more : 
lively, with benches well filled, rows of ladies in the gallery, and Firy THe Pues and Poopixs!--On Monday, March 4, a Dramatio 
crowd of Privy Councillors on steps of Throne . Bishops tained up and Musical Entertainment is to be held at Grosvenor House, for the 
in serried row, representing Peace below the Gangway, whilst benefit of the Home for Lost and Starving Dogs. A host of talent 
LoyprsporoveH and Penryn, in military array, fittingly ombedied will assist in the good cause. Mrs, Bancrorr and Miss ELLEN 
martial strength of Great Britain. GRanvizE played prettily TERRY will both be there to kindly give their services. Fearless of 
ae the Speech, dealing some nasty thrusts as he smiled. Brought | ® possible attack by his protégés, a Woirr (a gentleman, although 
oF SELBORNE in state of almost Pagan wrath; accused GLADSTONE | @ Herr) will play the violin, and a Grex GE give a musical sketch. 
am his colleagues of “organising opposition not Against the poliey There will be songs, too! And all for a guinea, or half-a-guinea! 
i: a opponents, but against the administration of the Law.” Surely this will not be an extravagant price for a ticket, although 

€ MarRkiss, with few rapid touches, sketched-in real picture of the money weil go to the dogs! 


Trish Question—0O’B ; ; 
etae ont of Poles oeraseling into his small-clothes ; HEALY 


t t, and HARRINGTON ing for hi I a : 
moustache. N oe mourning tor his pioTic ReAson.—The only excuse the absurd peopl | 
tis od "eine Fah hugely over this, and, there| want to pull down GEORGE DaNdes picturesque APs area ti 

Hin Commons eyen less show’ ot Fier frowned on London for more than a century—is that such a proceed- 


Everybody agrees that there | ing will render Newgate nugatory. 


> NOTICE.—Rejected Communicati hues : : 
in ‘no csne be Weuinibd ne ions or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 


there will Sains aelicn. even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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address of Sir CHARLES RussELL about something or other. 1. Mild 
remonstrance of the Bench. 3. Renewed fiery address. 4. Desire 
of Mr. Attorney and ‘‘ the friends, with whom he was associated,” 
to consider their position. 5. Adjournment. Their Lordships’ 
appearances and disappearances were not only frequent, but (from a 
spectacular point of view) most pleasing—the Commissioners seemed 
to be taking part in a new figure of a sort of forensic set of legal 
Lancers. The ‘‘ setting” every time the Commissioners appeared on 
the Bench of the Judges to the Bar was full of a semi-gay and semi- 
gloomy grandeur. During the absence of my learned (but slightly 
embarrassed) friend, Sir RicHaRD WEBSTER, and those with whom he 
was acting, my learned and laughter-leading friend, Mr. Lockwoop, 
occupied his place, and I have reasons for believing employed his 
brief leisure in preparing proofs that, had they been made exhibits 
in the case, would, I fancy, have illustrated the situation in a manner 
entirely satisfactory to all parties. And here I may note, that 
during the absence of the Commissioners, their ever courteous 
Secretary served asa truly admirable locum tenens. One of the most 
dramatic situations of a day full of excitement was the moment 
when a loudly-talking audience were hushed to a deathly silence to 
hear the ever courteous Secretary ask (in tones at once solemn and 
business-like) for the name of the constable who should be charged 
with the duty of apprehending Picorr. The day’s enter were 
brought to a pleasant close by a merriment-compelling joke of Sir 
JAMES HANNEN about ‘‘ catching a hare,” which sent me and the 
rest of my learned friends into hearty but respectful convulsions. 
Wednesday.—Again the Court was crowded. Since the adjourn- 
ment it appeared Sir RicnarpD WeEsSTER had devoted his whole 
attention—‘‘ almost entirely every second of his time”—to the 
rave matter claiming their Lordships’ consideration. My learned 
riend handed to the Court a packet bearing a superscription, 
which was alleged to be in the handwriting of Mr. RicHarp 
Pigorr. Sir'JamEs HaNNEN gave the necessary permission to the 
ever courteous Secretary to read the documents which the packet was 
found to contain, and the obliging official (with the zealous aid of 
talented assistants), carried out his Lordship’s instructions. The 
documents consisted of a signed confession, witnessed by Mr. GrorcE 
Avcustus Sata, and a brief but cheery letter from’ Mr. Pigott, 
pleasantly intimating that he ‘‘ would write soon.” The ATTORNEY- 
GENERAL then made a statement, in which he presumed (and, if I 
may heat suggest, rightly presumed) ‘‘that everyone would 
agree with him that no one ought to attach any weight to the 
evidence he (Picorr) had given.” He further expressed sincere 
regret, in which I think all of us (and I even venture to include the 
persons accused in the number), must have shared, that the letters 
received from Mr. Picorr had been published. Mr. PARNELL 
was then called, and on oath denied the authenticity of the letters 
which had been imputed to him—he had neither written them nor 
authorised them to be written. He moreover gave evidence of his 
skill as an expert in the comparison of penmanship. During the 
examination of this witness Sir CHARLES received assistance from my 
learned friend Mr. AsquitH, whose services in the case (if I may 
be permitted to suggest) have been of very great and very distinct 
value. My learned friend’s learned leader listened with the greatest 


attention to his Junior’s remarks. ee 
BREN 
\ fl \N 


ON COMMISSION. | 


Tuesday, February 26.—Quite delightful to find so many persons 
of distinction turning their attention, at length, to the Law. The 
wife of. an eminent ex-Premier was accommodated with a seat 
amongst the Press. So far asI can understand, it seems to be a rule 
of Court, when in doubt as to what to do with an importunate cele- 
brity, to find him or her (as the case may be) a seat amongst the 

Press. Thus the seats reserved 
for the chroniclers were, as my 
learned and laughter - leading 
friend, Mr. Lockwoop, would 
say, ‘‘rather suggestive of 

ressure.’ I am quite sure, 
owever, that my learned and 
laughter - leading friend will 
agree with me that the occasion 
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See-Saw. 


scarcely warranted a distinctly mirth-provoking display of what (in 
our opinion) might be tested: forensic jocularity. For the occasion 
was certainly a solemn one. , 

On the Commissioners taking their places, after bowing to the Bar 
(by the way, I fancy their Lordships must sometimes miss the cordial 
courtesy of the briefless brotherhood who have had to surrender their 
benches to others), there was a slight pause. My learned. friends, 
the leaders on both sides, were present, but the witness-box was 
empty. ‘Then it transpired that Mr. Picorr (a gentleman whose 
cross-examination, I think I may venture to say, without laying 
myself open to a charge of contempt, was becoming quite a feature 
in the case), had removed himself without giving reasonable notice of 
his intention so to do. Immediately Mr. ATTORNEY—(by the way, 
how sincerely my learned friend Mr. Soricrror must regret that he 
is not associated with his brother Law Officer of the Crown in this 
deeply interesting case)—had announced and proved that Mr. Picorr 
was non est, Sir CHARLES RussELL, in his most persuasive manner, 


However, this did not create 
surprise, as Sir CHARLES is well D>. 
known for the marked courtesy he ~) 
invariably displays to those mem- 
bers of the Outer Bar who have 
the honour to act with him. 
Shortly afterwards, as there were | 
no other witnesses ready for ‘J} @ 
examination, and Sir RicHarp %, 
Wenssrer haying also expressed a °24.<) 
desire for further time, the Court //// 
adjourned. Thusthe proceedings 4 
of this sitting only occupied about “< 
forty minutes, and were not quite 
of so exciting a character asthose = 
of the previous day. Indeed the ~ 
rising of their Lordships was at 
so early an hour, that my learned 
friend Sir CHARLES RvSSELL 
did not consume his usual self- 
strengthening ‘‘ refresher” —a “—S..S. 
compound in a soda-water glass, A‘ Retrashiks 
that, from a distance, suggests . 
some delicious preparation of coffee. However (and I have no doubt 
my learned ea laughter-leading friend, Mr. Locxwoop, will confirm 
the assertion), the documents received from Mr. Pigorr were in them- 
selves a “‘refresher”’ of a sufficiently supporting character, 
Friday.—Only formal evidence and paper-reading. However, the 
law-loving spectators were cheered by the promise that an important 
statement would be made to them on the following Tuesday. 
Pump-handle Court. (Signed) A. Brieriess, JUNIOR. 


x < \\\ asked for a warrant 
\ GURY ss for the witness’s ap- 

SS / \ prehension. To this 

Sas SN Sty =the Bench consen- 
ams ss SES ey _after ip 
edging, in suitable 

Ready for a Box. terms, SirCHARLEs’s 
eloquence. Then there was quite a competition for a place in the 
witness-box. Mr. Soames was Sir RicHarp’s candidate, and Messrs. 
Lewis, Lasoucuerr, PARNELL, and persons of lesser note were ready 
to represent the other side. Ultimately, Mr. Soamns appeared, and 
gave additional particulars about Mr. Picort’s correspondence—a 
correspondence always of a more or less interesting character. After 
Mr. Guorce Lzwis had been called, came an adjournment—nay, I 
believe many adjournments—in fact, I do not think I should 
be far out if I describe the day’s proceeding as ‘intermittent 
adjournment.” The order was somewhat as follows: —1. Fiery 
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MR. PUNCH’S NOTES—IN CORRECT TIME. 
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REALA. 
Another Study from Life, after “ Ideala,” 


SHE came among us with a flourish of trumpets, and 
we have neyer been able to bo rid of her since. We 
have leaped over her, careered around her, and yelled at 
her. Yet there was nothing very remarkable about her. 

think something was wrong with her hair, But she had 
those lustrous and translucent eyes, like great saucers 
of whelks, which thrill yet confound the unobservant 
spectator with a sense as of some remote and ill-disci- 
plined longing. She had curious notions on the subject 
of dress, and it was never easy to say exactly what she 

got on. Sometimes she would appear in a sort of 
loose bed-curtain that fitted her like a sack ; sometimes 
In a eretonne tea-gown bouillonné, with a ruching of 
antimacassars ; but whatever she wore it was sure to be 
staring and inappropriate. ‘‘It isn’t the clothes that 
make the woman, but the woman that makes the clothes,” 
she said to me one afternoon, throwing off with her rich 
aluminium laugh one of those profound philosophical 
ee that used to fall from her so plentifully at 
about this time ; and we all clapped our aids and capered 
after her. 

It was at a garden-party at the Bishop’s that I first 
met her, and she was in one of her absent moods. A 
performance of Punch and Judy had been provided for 
the entertainment of the guests, and she was seated 
opposite this watching the progress of the story with a 
art and earnest gaze, slowly helping herself the mean- 
while from a large plate of muffins that she had uncon- 
scious] ee and held on her lap. At length she 
reached the last half-slice that made up the dozen, and 
erearently realised the feat she had accomplished, for 
she rose with an impatient sweep of her head, and made 
for the house. I don’t think she can have been feeling 
very well after that, but we were anxious to see what she 
would be up to next, and we followed her. REALA was 
in a curious mood that afternoon. She found the dear 
good old Bishop fast asleep in an American rocking-chair 
with his feet on the drawing-room mantelpiece; and she 
tilted him out of it under the grate. We quickly rescued 
him, and sat_him up on a sofa, and rubbed his legs for 
him, but on being informed what had happened, he onl 
smiled feebly and shook his good old head and said, ‘It 
was so like Reata!” ReaLa meantime was supremely 
unconscious of the whole incident. She had taken the 
red-hot poker from the fire, and in a dreamy abstracted 
manner was drawing patterns with it on a blue satin 
ottoman. On one of us pointing out to her the damage she 
was doing, she suddenly looked up with a surprised smile, 
and saying, ‘‘ Dear me, I thought I was stirring the fire! ” 
deposited the poker, still red-hot, in the gold-fish globe. 
In less than two minutes the fish were boiled, and as she 
swept out of the room, humming the refrain of a low 
music-hall comic song, we all with one accord, echoed the 
good old Bishop’s words, and said, ‘‘ How like Reata!”’ 

* * * * * 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


He. ‘‘ By Jove, 1r’s THE Best THING I’ve EVER PAINTED !—ANpD I’LL TELL 
YOU WHAT; I’VE A GOOD MIND TO GIVE IT TO MARY MORISON FOR HER WED- 
DING PRESENT !” a 

His Wifey. ‘‘Ou, BuT, My Love, THE MOoRISONS HAVE ALWAYS BEEN sO 
HOSPITABLE TO us! YoU OUGHT TO GIVE HER A REAL PRESENT, YOU KNOW— 
A FAN, oR A SCENI-BOTTLE, OR SOMETHING OF THAT sorT!” 


blacking-bottles, polishing-paste, jewellery of the most delicate description, 
kitchen utensils, cases of British wine, and a thousand-and-one other miscel- 
laneous articles. 

Here ReALA would sit watching JeRRYMANDER as he rushed raving about the 
room, tearing his hair, and maddened by the confusion and disorder which he 
was powerless to control. They would be for hours together like this, then he 
would suddenly start up and say, ‘‘ There is no means of getting a sandwich in 
this confounded establishment; let us come to the railway buffet round the 
corner, and have a regular champagne luncheon.”? ReALA asked no questions, 
but followed him. And this went on daily. But thin gs came to an end at last. 

One afternoon, when the customary champagne lunch was over, and they had 
returned again to his quarters, JeERRYMANDER, looking at her almost savagely, 
said, ‘‘ I tell you what, this can’t go on.” 

Reaxa faced him steadily, and drank him in with her large melting saucer eyes. 

‘“Can’t you guess?” he hissed, slowly. Then he groaned and tore his hair, 
and rolled about the floor, in a paroxysm of uncontrollable emotion, knocking 
over chairs and tables as he proceeded, and scattering pearls, pork chops, 
diamonds, patent medicines, mechanical toys, and new potatoes in every direc- 
tion in his progress. REALA got on a chair and watched him. 

‘I guess,” she said softly, to herself, ‘I had better get out of this.” Then 
she left him. 

After this, she disappeared for several years; but one evening, when we had 
invited a few dozen friends to meet the Bishop at a quiet little dinner, she sud- 
denly turned up with the railway omnibus, and took us all by surprise. We 
rushed at her in a body, gave her three cheers, and carried her up in triumph 
to the drawing-room. She bounded from us, and came down with a heavy 

trouette upon the good old Bishop’s toe. He started with the pain, and, rubbing 
his glasses, said, ‘‘ Why! bless me, if this isn’t Reata!l” * Yes, my Lord,” she 
answered, chucking him, in her old familiar manner, playfully under the chin— 
tarts, diamonds, pork chops, heads of celery, unstrung | ‘‘and, what is more, I’ve come tostay for six months.” She had—for she is with 
pearls, rich Eastern silks, choice ohjets de vertu, patent | us still—and how we shall ever get rid of her again—Goodness only knows! 


a ee 


But a great change had come over Reata latterly. We 
had all noted it, and agreed that her moral nature had 
undergone a pantomimic-transformation scene. The truth 
was she had met JrRRYMANDER. I don’t know where she 

icked him up. ‘‘I just saw him, and went for him,” 

EALA had said to me one day, with her own marvellous 
incisiveness of expression, when I asked her about him. 
She had found him at the Pauper’ s Cosmopolitan Palace 
of Superfluous Delights, a colossal undertaking to which 
he had been appointed managing director. She was at that 
time thinking of putting Bradshaw's Railway Guide into 
blank verse, and I fancy she went to him to give her a 
hint or two how to set about it. They took in the half- 
oy papers at the palace, and so he would naturally 

ve had these to fall back upon as'a library of 
reference, 

But it was a peculiar institution. It had been founded 
by several millionnaires, for the purpose of supplying 
indigent paupers with useless commodities. These were 
arriving all day, at the front entrance, in waggon-loads ; 
and JERRYMANDER’S spacious eight-winddivad room, to 
which they were continually being transferred, afforded 
a spectacle of chaos and confusion that defies description. 
The splendid Louis Thirteenth silk-brocaded furniture 
of the apartment was literally covered with piles of jam 
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‘i TS LETTER. DUE SOUTH. 
ee LT Monte Caro, February, 1889. 


“There is no doubt about it. There is a distinct and steady 
decline in the time-honoured office of a Chaperon; and, as far On my road to the Casino at Monte Carlo I meet Hopexins, PrrEeRson, and 
as we can see, there is every prospect that this much-maligned, | Fricxmore, “* How have you done ?”’ I ask, as I am collecting all the informa- 


long-suffering individual will soon cease to exist.” —The Lady. | tion I can about the country, so to speak, in which I am about to try my fo rtune, 
My dear Mr. Punch, I must shout Hip! Hurrah! 5 ‘* Pretty fair,” riaasie Hone ‘*Not bad,” says PETERSON, Might 
ee ity ag begs ; ave been worse,” observes FLICKMORE. : 
= oy uy do ‘ eso a ee aS he hundred louis first day,” says Hopexrns, looking sharply at his 
ins Are, : two friends. 7 
Ufending the grim choperonion’ say I smile sympathetically. Five hundred! Dear me, a large sum to lose. And 


ene girls wall be abe a path Ne el I began to think that I’d better reflect before I tempt the hazard of roulette. 

When I may sit talking with Someone alone, , # We picked it up aca day, though,” puts in Pererson, also looking round 
: . " at his companions, and smiling. 

Unmindful of frowns from a prim Chaperon’t ‘And the second day were two thousand to the good,” says FLICKMORE, 


‘¢Not pounds—louis; but not bad business even in that.” : 

Bad business, indeed! I wish it would happen to me even in francs—or 
half francs, for the matter of that. I am eager to know the system. : 

‘‘Well,” answers Hopexrns, ‘‘ you see it’s a little difficult to explain and 
to carry out, unless you’re really going in for it. Perhaps you’d hardly 
understand it.” 

Well, I think my powers of comprehension are quite up to this; I mean that, 
if these three chaps, who are mere fldneurs on the face of the earth (except when 
they are in their business in the City) can master the system, I’m pretty sure 
that J can. 

‘‘Can’t you give me an idea of it ?”’ I ask, almost piteously. 

‘‘ Well,” says Frickmore, ‘‘it takes a day to carry out properly, even with 
luck, and it requires three fellows to play it. We’re a Syndicate, and we bring 
in five hundred apiece. Lose that, we stop.” 

Thank you. Much obliged. I needn’t trouble them for their system, as I 
am not ‘‘ three single gentlemen rolled into one,” and so can’t be a Syndicate. 

They are going in to the Casino, and pass me on the steps. Now what shall 
Ido? While I am meditating on my plan of campaign, Lord ArrHuR STONE- 
SC )) BROKE, passing me hurriedly, cries, ‘* Halloa, old chap, going in to break the 
—— SP) ——= Bank, eh?” Lreply, as he halts for a second by the door, as carelessly as I 

ee es =a eee can, as if I hadn’t.quite decided whether I should let the Bank have another 
day’s grace or not,—‘‘ Well, I don’t know.” And then I pay him the com- 
pliment of asking ‘‘ what he is going to do,’’ as if to imply that my movements 
shall be decided by his. 


If I’m at the Play, in the smartest of frocks, 
And BeErtri& should chance to look in at our box: 


(He’s tall and extravagant, well-dressed and dear— ‘6 ” . Tin 2 : : 
ae younger son, we has nothing a year /) boeceanee aes oi ps nade ioaie : just going, in, Snes 
I Ee bu. hee Spee eee ee tae the play, I nod to him pleasantly, and he passes in, and disappears. ‘‘ Only five 
Wioagh force { tr ee rm ; 3 Nath hundred louis to play with before dinner!” I am debating with myself 
fee T could s noe pe shi i Ch d ai whether I shall lat on three five-frane pieces all at once, or extend the opera- 

fee asd Buen tion as they used to do the torture of the rack by doing it in three turns. 


ie hard that Palbaye amvunder het thrall Shall I stop at three five-franc pieces, or shall I go on to six? Let me see— 
: five five-franc ee are a sovereign, and therefore ten make two sovereigns. 


That I ne’er can escape at a rout ball; < : 
Phe vows T shall eee Sth Sir Cnr ee or ARRIVERE, I wish one could make two sovereigns—and that one be myself. 
Because he’s a banker with thousands@ year ! First Decision.—I settle that it is better to have the ten five-frane pieces in 


He’s fat, and he’s gouty—just look at his shoes— my pocket, 2m case I want to play. 

If Aney should ask me, I’m bound to refuse ! Second Decision.—The number of my coat is 200. I’ve often heard that a 

Though none can valse better than he, I must own man backing the number of his coat, or multiple of it, or some division of it, 

Such partners are gall to my sharp Chaperon! makes a heap of money. Happy Thought. Try it. Iask Smurruson, who has. 
been an habitué for years, how he would divide 200 so as to make it into playable 


Her eye is a piercer, which few can evade— numbers. SMITHSON, with an air that inspires me with confidence, says offhand 
aoe od ber — oudey “eee Parade! Ri on the siz premzers—that includes ie two—on the middle ‘doagat so does 
es tate eos ¥ : rie to bo good, t noise ae ais which Rae: the 20, and on zero, that’s your game.” And, 
Sade ematans a neace were Pind ok se ane : pee to me, he walks away with the satisfied air of a man who 
He spelled pes . my fie ee ° aughty disdarn— : + Bas e best he can for a friend, and who, throwing off the responsibility 
Saatinwers. wa e to ee eon n sae ere and then, leaves the friend to do the best he can for himself. I note it 
ren sited ea ae power to swiftly at hrone own, and determine to act upon it. It is, one fiver—I mean one five-frane 
my strict Chaperon! ree saute df gon eno twoneeiey ony it boumee more qDOTUDE ff speak of them 
Bhatk o : ; as ‘‘fivers’’—one fiver on the first six numbers, another on the middle dozen 
re Pee ns et ae ea , ines another on ‘‘ even,” and another on zero. Good. Stay—that makes four all at 
Bera all,cisid veteu-let oe feet : once, and I only intended to put on three. If I lose these, then on go four 
The irksome restraint of her cold Brictcite : pers ges : fal ieee! ees whe Ss 
For we will decide what is quite comme ¢ faut I decide to change a third sovereign—just as well to have fifteen ‘‘fivers” 
The men to be danced with, the people to know! re et) POck ok a fog 
So, dear Mr. Punch, let it wi aiown. Tentertheroom. I walk up to the Changers’ bureau, and get my fifteen French 
In future a girl is her own Chaperon ! ’ five-frane pieces in exchange for three beautiful golden English sovereigns. 
It doesn’t seem fair, to begin with. I look upon fhent as counters, and three 


sovereigns seems a lot of money to pay for fifteen counters. I go to a rowlette- 
table in first room. Crowd. No getting nearit. I see Prrerson with a pile 
of gold before him, looking very serious; behind him stand Hopexrns and 
FrickmorE. Their eyes are on the table. They don’t see me. Next moment 
the croupier cries out something that I don’t catch, and the effect of it is that 
a lot of money is swept off one way, a lot another, and then Hopexmys and 
FLICKMORE seem to breathe again as Permrson has notes and gold pushed 


‘Ir I’ve no appetite,” 

) no appetite,” says Mrs. R., ‘I always find 
as = thing to take is a glass of nice Manila Ghats 
and Anaconda Bitters, about half-an-hour before dinner.?’ 


Bo-Peep in : : 

Loxp Carn veo re BERXB- towards him with the croupier’s rake. Somehow I don’t like this table. I 
From the Peers all eb nee leave it. - I don’t even visit the one opposite, and enter the middle room. Here 
Says Sauisnury. * Wh, sheep ; the table at the lower end has an attraction for me. Some one standing b 

; ; ere will you find them? | one of the croupiers just moves out, and leaves a momentary vacancy, alae 


Let them E l é 
There habe on sates eat: fate — a cont fy to mie pee) Wie a & me. It is almost opposite 
Best ¢ | ; ; pair, which just suits my plan, the o ifficulty being to get at the oth 
st go on our way, and not mind them!” of the table, and deposit my fivosinetel piece athe vidale dozen, and re i 


a 
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it back again, with the companion which it ought to win, from that 
distance in safety, At the tables I have often heard of old French 
women collaring what doesn’t belong to them ; and then, indignantly 
protesting that the expostulating Englishman had tried to rob them. 

This rather sets me against the middle dozen. Also somehow I 
don’t fancy zero. If I snub the middle dozen and zero, then I only 
need risk two fivers each time, and this will give me more sport for 
my money. And, after all, on the middle dozen you only get two to 
one, and the odds against zero turning up are greater than against 
Se hese else on the table. Besides, instead of losing four each time, 
I should only lose two. For all these excellent reasons I decide to 
follow only half of my friend’s advice, and I select the six premiers 
and pair. When shall I begin? No time like the present, Now: 
this next turn. I brace up my nerves, I give a nod that the Duke of 
WELLINGTON, at Waterloo, might have copied, when he shut up 
his telescope with a snap and gave the word to charge, and eee 
two five-frane pieces, I lean over the man in front, and with a polite 
‘* Pardon, M’sieur! ”” I takechis rake from him, and push my piece on 
to pair, nearly jobbing him in the eye with the handle as 1 draw the 
instrument back again, Elderly Frenchman looks up angrily. I 
feel hot and awkward: I foresee a duel, and so give him a smiling 
apology to turn away his wrath (which it doesn’t), and then catching 
the croupier’s eye—not with the rake this time, but figuratively with 
my eye—I ask him to shove my other five-franc piece on to six 
premeers, which he does with a careless air as if it didn’t matter two- 
pence to him (and it doesn’t), or to anybody (no more it does except 
to myself and family), what becomes of this absurd stake. 

Then I draw back, fold my arms, try to appear utterly indifferent 
look round the table to see if I can spot a friend to nod to, fail, and 
then I keep my eye on my pieces, and stoically await the issue. 
** Rien ne va plus !*’—click !—it is over. Vingt-cing—middle dozen 
and uneven. Thank you—five-franc pieces, fare ye well! 

Two more on the same. Same business of jobbing Frenchman’s 
eye with rake, catching croupier’s eye, folding arms, awaiting ver- 
dict—which ... . nineteen. 

Thank you. Exeunt second supply. Upon my word, I think I’ll 
try the whole lot at once. Six premiers—zero (hate zero) —pair—and 
middle dozen. Ido. MrmpLETon comes up at the minute. “ Doing 
any good?” he asks. I shrug my shoulders. As I turn round, the 
number is called—I don’t see what it is—but whatever it was, I find 
that it was neither zero, nor pair, nor middle dozen, nor six premiers, 
and all my pretty chicks are gone at one fell swoop. No, 1’ll limit 
myself to two. It’s quite enough to lose ata time. And those two 
shall be—stay .... shall I change my plan—evidently I’m not in 
luck, Wish I hadn’t asked Smrruson how to divide 200. Also wish 
I’d never heard that some gamblers choose the number of the ticket 
given them for their coat, and have immense luck with it. Stupid 
story : it’s stories like this that lead one so astray. 

My last two. I object to zero. The first six have played me false. 
The middle dozen can no longer be trusted. Impatr has once stood 
my friend. Suddenly the number 19, which has nothing whatever 
to do with my calculations, seems to stand out from the rest, and 
invite me. It absolutely seems to say, ‘‘ Put five francs on me, and 
one on the red.”” My whole plans are deranged. Nineteen is staring 
at_me. ‘‘ You'll regret not planking down on me,” it says. 
** Messieurs, faites le jeu!” ‘* Faites!” Fate it is. Once more 
“pardon,” and I job the irate Monsieur in the eye with the end of 
the rake. On to the 19 plump, en plein. Already I see the croupter 
preparing to pay me thirty-five times my stake. Shall I put 
another, the other—and the last—on something? If so, on what? 
The ball is whizzling round! The second—shall I on zero? SmirH- 
son said zero—it was part of his original plan—as I catch the 
croupier’s eye—an inspiration. ‘‘ Six premiers, s'il vous plait ?— 
he pushes it on just where I would give any amount—another five 
francs to recall it. The croupier opposite says, inexorably, ‘‘ Rien 
ne va plus!” and—click!..... zero!/! Ha! ha! and I was 
within an ace of putting on zero. O SmiruHson! When I tell you 
that, after asking your advice, I’ve not acted on it, you will think 
I’ve been making a fool of you—and of myself. 

Shall I change another sovereign? And try another table? I 
will. I go to the ade who warily examines and changes the 
gold into silver behind the pigeon-hole of the bureau, and get my 
five-frane pieces. Odd! this time asI slip them into my pocket, [ 
feel as if I’d won them from the man behind the i ueon Tle, and 
somehow, I experience the pleasant sensation of having somehow or 
another got the best of him in a bargain. To which table shall I 
go? What plan shall I pursue? With Smrruson’s I can only play 
once with four francs, and if I lose, then once with one. At this 
moment up comes BYNGLEIGH. 


ALL IN PLAY. 
My Drar Mr. Pouncu, ; : 

As the most recently produced piece at the Princess’s will, 
no doubt, sooner or later, find its way to the Provinces, I give you a 
few particulars for the information of all England, Scotlan , Ireland, 
India, and the Colonies. It is ‘‘a new Romantic Drama,” and also 
‘“a Tale of the Turf ;” it is called Now-a-Days, and is written by 
Mr. Witson Barrert (again to quote from the programme), “* the 
most popular actor of the age.” So far as incident is concerned, it is 
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Now-a-Days. 


very like Flying Scud and The Odds—two sporting Dramas that 
were exceedingly popular some ten or twenty years ago. There is 
also a sayour about it of the Run of Luck, which was produced a 
little while back at Drury Lane. The dialogue is rather uneyen— 
some of it not very good; some of it very far from bad. The author 
introduces us to a strange set, in which are included a “ heavy 
father,” who makes an honest livelihood by gambling; a pathetic 
bookmaker, who is the bosom friend of a country squire ; a masher 
jockey, who is joyfully accepted as the said squire’s son-in-law; and 
a wicked baronet, whose better nature comes well to the fore in the 
last Act. So far as I am aware, it is nota very correct realisation of 
modern society. To go into details, the scenery is excellent, and the 
acting quite as good as the piece deserves. Mr. AUSTIN MELFORD 
greatly distinguishes himself in the part of a low-class betting man. 
It is a very clever sketch, and quite worth seeing. Mr. Witson 
BARRETT (who reminded me not a little of Mr. WEEDON GROSSMITH), 
appears in a character that I fancy is intended to be more comic than 
tragic, but of this I will not be sure. Mr. GrorGz BARRETT is the 
pathetic bookmaker, and certainly the creation is an interesting one. 
Still I think the two brothers might swop parts with advantage. 
Miss Grace HawrHorne, “‘ the sole lessee of the theatre,”’ is also 
included in the caste. I may add that the ‘‘ most opular actor of 
the age,” although fairly amusing in the last scene focsscially when 
he condescended to show nothing but his legs kicking over a hoarding), 
was more to my taste as the Silver King, or even in Hamlet. I shall 
not be surprised if Now-a- Days is very well attended during Lent. 
The Yeomen of the Guard is going merrily at the Savoy. The 
music improves on acquaintance, and the acting is excellent all 
round, Sir ArrHur, I fancy, will not be required to supply any- 
thing better to fill this popular house for a very long time to come. 
Weather, as I write, bitterly cold, consequently I shiver as I sign 


myself, once more at home, THE CRITIC FROM THE HEARTH, 


What Next? 
(By a Votary of the Weed.) 


TueEsE Leagues are just getting too doosed despotic. 
There are Leagues against Landlords, and Leagues against Drink ; 
And now here’s another called ‘‘ Anti-Narcotic,”’ 
Whose object—confound it !—is—what do you think ? 
To put out our pipes, and taboo our Tobacco! 
By Jove, Mr. Punch, ’tis too much of a joke! 
Many Leagues we to faddist, fanatic, and quack owe, 
But this P—Well, thank goodness, it must ‘‘ end in Smoke!” 


Now and Then. 


A 1ittLx while ago the Knights of the Modern Round Table, were, 
according to Mr. CHAMBERLAIN, ‘‘ within sight of each other.”’ Now 
they Bppest (politically speaking) to be taking sights at each other 
all round. 


A Misstne Corire.—‘‘ Ianoramus”’ writes to say that he went to 
the Collie Show held last week at St. Stephen’s Hall, Westminster, 
and was disappointed. Among all the Collies, he didn’t tind a 
single CIBBER. 
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The ‘‘ Macwhuskey.” ‘‘WEEL, MY BRAW WEE ENGLISH LADDIE ! 
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NORTH AND SOUTH. 
(Differences of Dialect.) 


LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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HERE HAVE I COME A’ THE WAY TO LONDON TO VEESIT Y’R GUID 


FEYTHER AND MITHER, THAT BROUGHT YE WITH "EM TO SEE ME IN THRUMNITROCHIT LAST YEAR—WHERE YE RODE A COCKHORSE ON 


MY KNEE! D’YE MIND ME, THE NOO?” 


The Braw Wee English Laddie, ‘‘OH No—I DON’L MIND YOU—NOT A BIT. 


It’s PAPA AND Mamma!” 


Oh, for any Boreas-cum-Eurus, 


BLOW IT, BOREAS, BLOW IT! 


A PLAIN MAN’s ODE To MARCH. 


“Tt is an ill wind that blows nobody good.” 


‘** RoaRING moon of daffodil and crocus!” 
(As I think you once were dubbed by 
TENNYSON, ) 
Clear us of foul cants that blind and choke us, 
And you’ll earn our benison. 


Your East Wind is an ill wind to most of us, 
Torment to our lips, our lungs, our livers ; 
Giving to the suffering human host of us 
Shock, and smarts, and shivers. 


Yet if you will only waft away from us 
Much that makes our public life so hateful, 
Blow the foul miasmas of the day from us, 
We shall be quite grateful. 


Life, dear March, is getting too mephitic. 
Clear us, if you can, of scurril shindy, 
Party Pasquin, and log-rolling critic, 
Spouter wild and windy. 


Blow away the blatant Boanerges, 
And the perorating public liar. 
Yes, the year on vernal verdure verges, 
Whiff from budding briar 


Soon shall greet us when abroad we wander: 
But there’saneffluvium foul and sickenine— 
Tis the pestilential breath of Slander, 
aily, hourly thickening, 


a ee eee 


Though as fierce as Harcourt’s hot 


polemic, 
That should clear the atmosphere, and 
cure us 
Of this epidemic ! 


This fierce Saturnalia of Spitefulness, 
This base Billingsgate ot mutual ‘‘ slating,”’ 
Robs the dawning Spring of all delightfal- 
’Tis asphyxiating. [ness— 


Blow these mad M.P.’s, all blare and blether, 
Madly bent on mutual provoking, 
While in all this fury of foul weather, 
Public spirit’s choking ! 


Blow these big and little party papers, 
Basely slandering and boldly lying, 
Whilst amidst their mean, malignant capers, 
Common sense seems dying ! 


Blow the whole vile, venomous fraternity, 
Tools of huckster greed or party profit, 
Who, for pence, would make to all eternity 

Public life a Tophet ! 


Yes, loud March, I own I do not love you; 
But I’d brave your asthma and bronchitis 
If you’d scatter—zs the task above you ? 
Malice’s mephitis, 


Cant, and calumny, and mean mendacity, 
Cloud our civie atmosphere—all know it. 
If March winds can clear the fout opacity, 
Blow it, Boreas, blow it! 


VERY O.U.D.-ACIOUS! 


‘*Ho! Lictors, clear the way!’ This is 
just what the Lictors at the Oxford revival 
of Julius Cesar failed to do. They didn’t even 
‘‘clear’’ the Curtain, but got their ‘‘ fasces”’ 
mixed up with it in such a curious fascion 
that the audience tittered. Probably they were 
not aware that Lictors and ‘‘ sticks’ have 
been connected from the earliest classical ages. 

Then, weren’t there too many women and 
children about the stage? We confess not to 
know much about these classical occasions, but 
surely when a revolution was going on, all the 
little Roman girls didn’t appear in the streets ? 
Anyhow while Antony was making his funeral 
oration they seemed superfluous. 

Mr. ALMA TADEMA must have revelled in 
that Scene of the Forum! He and Mr. Har 
between them have made an admirable thing 
out of it. The Temple of Janus and the 
ie in the background are picturesque, 
and so is the ‘‘ Rostra’? in front—so-called, 
we were told by an undergraduate who accom- 
peace us, because it was the place where the 

oman ‘‘ beaks” used to give judicial de- 
cisions. Some old Roman wag had actually 
peated picturesof beaks on the pedestal! Very 

isrespectful! Perhaps one of the classical. 
children before-mentioned as pervading the 
performance did it. 

Asa whole, the play was good, and interest- 
ing. Lovers of the Bard might have done 
much worse than take a return-ticket to the 
Isis to see it. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—Marcu 9, 1889. 
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‘RIDE HER ON THE SNAFFLE, Tom ! 
‘HANG youR CuRB AND SNAFFLE ! 


Don’T RIDE HER ON THE CuRB!” 
I’VE ENOUGH TO DO TO RIDE HER ON THE SADDLE!” 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
EIGHTH EVENING. 


‘THERE is a Blind Man whom I know very well,’’ the Moon told 
Mr. Punch. ‘He has never seen me, but I have seen him for many 
ears now. All his dogs I have known, too—some of them really 
intimately, for most dogs are in the habit of telling me their private 
affairs, when they are tied up alone and I am at leisure to listen to 
their grievances. One dog of his was a particular friend of mine, 
and it is about him that [ am going to tell you this evening. He 
was a terrier, with long bluish hair, and a face that somehow 
always put me in mind of a pansy. His master had trained him 
very well, and he was naturally intelligent. Every morning when 
the Blind Man left his lodging, the dog would take him to a corner, 
where the omnibus passed, and, when he had seen him safely inside, 
would run away across the Park, and wait for his master there ; and 
when the omnibus arrived, and put him down, the dog’s leash was 
fastened on again, and he led the Blind Man to a certain passage 
behind a church, where he sits all day and makes nets. I have seen 
this myself on many a morning, when t have been up later than usual. 
And the dog would lie by his side with a tin cup under his chin, 
and, whenever a passer-by dropped a coin in the cup, the dog 
would thump his thanks with his tail on the pavement. He 
was, of course, deeply attached to his master. One night, when 
I came out as usual, and looked down into the deep narrow passage, 
I found the Blind Man sitting all alone; and for many nights after 
that he sat there, netting by the light of a candle stuck in a lump 
of clay, with no dog by his side. The fact was, that some thief (who 
must have been more wicked than most thieves) had stolen the poor 
man’sdog. However, before very long, a kind-hearted person gave 
him another—a great ugly lurcher this new dog was, who would not 
wag his tail even for silver, and who growled, and showed his teeth, 
if any stranger attempted to pat him. Still, he was honest and faith- 
eg in his way, and his master soon grew used, and even attached 
im. 

‘‘ Well, and this is my real story :—One evening, long after this, I 
saw another dog come hurrying down the passage, and I recognised 
him instantly—it was the pansy-faced terrier, the one that had been 
so cruelly stolen. He was greatly changed, and, I am glad to say, 
for the better, since I had seen him last. Then he had been gaunt, 


and his coat harsh, and uncared for; now he was sleek and smooth, 
he wore a silver collar, and his hair was carefully parted all down 
the middle of his back. But, for all that, he seemed overjoyed at 
getting back again to his old master, and the leash, and the tin cup, 
and lying still all day, and he danced round him, barking violently, 
and leaping up frantically to fondle and caress him. 

‘*The Blind Man sat there, puzzled. He could only recognise 
objects by the touch; and this silky-coated, well-fed animal, did 
not remind him in the least of his shaggy old servant—he imagined 
it was some gentleman’s pet, who had taken a sudden fancy to him. 
I longed to tell him who it was; but a poor Moon can’t do every- 
thing, and I found I could not make him understand me. - 

‘* All at once the original dog saw his successor, and grasped the 
situation in an instant. Before he could take his old place, he must 
drive the intruder away—so, though he was no match for the lurcher, 
he flew at him furiously. 

‘There was a terrible-combat ; the coppers flew out of the tin cup, 
and went rolling and chinking over the flagstones; the lurcher, 
though hampered by his chain, fought savagely, and the pansy- 
faced terrier was generally undermost, though that was, in some 
ways, better for him, for then he see the heavy stick with 
which the Blind Man laid about him in all directions. 

‘*The fight could only end in one way ; the lurcher was so much 
stronger, and the original dog seemed to get so much more than his 
share of the stick. He fought on as long as he could, but at last he 
saw that he was beaten, and must give it up. So he disengaged 
himself, all torn and bleeding, crept up to his master’s side, and 
licked his hand once more, in token of forgiveness and farewell, 
and then limped away, whining, into the darkness, while the 
lurcher, still grumbling, coiled himself up, and, after licking his 
wounds a little, went to sleep. 

**I think,” concluded the Moon, ‘‘ that the defeated dog went back 
to his new owners, where he was certainly much better off, and he 
has certainly never returned to the passage again. I am sorry for 
him, nevertheless, and I wish he could haye been allowed to stay.” 


“ENGLISH AS SHE IS SpoxE.”—Anglo-Saxon is being hurriedly 
acquired in Biarritz in honour of the QuEEn’s visit. A shopkeeper 
already hopes ‘‘ to be a ritz person” before Her MasxEsty’s departure. 
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BELGRAVIA VY. BOHEMIA; | 
Or, ART AND ADVERTISEMENT, 
Scene—A Studio. The Bohemian speaks :— 

So his pee ’s sold, and mine isn’t! 

Well, I own it is rather a blow. 

My coat is so painfully shabby, 

And my friends are so saintly low. 

They say that I keep in the background, 

Don’t put myself forward enough, 

For these are the days of advertisement, 

Paragraph, Posters, and Puff. 

Well, no one can say that of him, 

No bushel hides his Tittle light ; 

Ile’s nobbled the Press pretty well, 

And perhaps, after all, he is right— 

There ’s nothing he’s kept from the Papers, 

Nothing he’s ever conceal’d. 

Except, p’raps, his talent for painting, 

And that is—as yet—unreveal’d. 

You may read of the servants he keeps 

Of his butler, and coachman, and groom ; 

Of the size of the bed that he sleeps in, 

And how many sleep in a room. 

Of the lemony-pink of the doorway, 

The hall with its luminous mauve ; 

And the duck-weedy green of the boudoir, 

And the soft yellow-tinted alcove. 

The lamp that’s so quaint and artistic, 

With its gentle and soft diffused light— 

So soft that you can’t see to read by it. 

And certainly can’t see to write, 

You can fad of the terrible quarrel 

He had with his whilom dear friend 

When one of them wanted to borrow 

And t’other dear friend wouldn’t ler d. 

You can read of the parties he gives, 

And the dresses the fine ladies wear, [them 

With the names of the firms who supplied 

And a list of the ‘‘smart”’ people there, 

Some two or three ladies of title, 

Who really don’t know why they go; [dear, 

‘* But, those artists you know, are so odd, 

And quaint in their ways, don’t-cher know.” 

Then forsooth he declaims about Art, 

The Beautiful, Chaste, and Sublime ; 

How Art must be kept Pure and Holy; 

Art is not for now, but all time! ! 

T'augh! why can’t he try and be plainer, 

And placard himself once for all 

With sauces, and boots, and mix’d pickles, 

On ev’ry street-hoarding and wall ? 

But why should I bother about him, 

It’s no use to snarl and to whine ; 

If he chooses to crawl in the gutter, 

It’s surely no bus’ness of mine. 

What reason have J got to grumble ? 

I’m not badly off as I am. 

What I’ve earned, I have honestly earned, 

And never by shoddy or sham. 

I’ve plenty of friends at my back, 

Tho’ you wouldn’t describe them as ‘‘ smart ;”’ 

But they’ve brains and, moreover, they ’ve 
what 

Some ‘* smart’ people haven’t—a heart. 

So I think I’ go quietly on 

Independent and free while I can, 

After all, tho’ my coat is so shabby, 

There’s something in being a Man!! 

I wonder now if he remembers 

The old student days long ago— 

There were four of us chumming together 

In a little back-street in Soho— 

How hungry we were in those days, 

And how seldom we had any meat. 

When we hadn’t we eat baked potatoes 

** All hot,” from a can in the street. 

I wonder now if he would come 

And sup with us three as of yore ? 

No! I don’t think he’d like baked potatoes, 

And beer from the public next door. 

No! Farewell, my old student friend, 

We can never recall the old days. 


‘“A STRICT REGARD FOR TRUTH.” 


Nephew. ‘‘Houp up, UNCLE! P£OPLE ’LL THINK YOU ’RE SCREWED !” 

Uncle (the Wedding Breakfast had been hilarious), ‘‘SHcrEw’p! No, no, SHeorcsH! No’ 
SH’ BAD ’SH THAT! ‘SHAME TIME— DON’ LESH BE” — (lurching heavily) —‘‘ OSHT’NTAS'HLY 
SHOBER! ’CAN’T BEAR OSHT'NTASH’N !!” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday Night, February 25.—House wore business air to-night. 
Two days spent in getting ready for work; ready now. Opposition Benches crowded ; 
electrical condition; going off in startling pops at slightest provocation. ATTORNEY- 
GENERAL innocently brings in two Bills. One deals with Criminal Evidence, the other 
with Disclosure of Secret Official Information. Amazing reception from Opposition as he 
strolls towards table with measures in hand. A quick-witted spout flash of humour. 

Windbag SExron, who always underlines his jokes, fearful lest meaning of this should 
escape attention, asks whether one of the Bills will prevent disclosure of documents and 
information in possession of the Government in a case in which the ArroRNEY-GENERAL 
holds a brief for one of the parties ? 

You stick to your new-found Belgravia, ‘Pigott! Picorr!” Irish Members cry. A new sort of incantation this; a strange 
And I to Bohemia’s ways. weird light illumines countenance of JosEpn GILLIs as he utters it; it stops the mouth of 
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; PRR Se 
Curer SECRETARY when presently he rises to reply— Hy: if it hab 
spiggot,”’ says JOHN O’Connor, who is presently going to prion, and 
in meantime claims all sorts of licence. It breaks out now an ena 


propos of all kinds of unlikely things, but always with SiR 


tion hilarious, 
uproarious; 
the Ministe- 
rialists de- 
pressed, dum- 
founded. The 
most potent 


\\ 
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word in the 


\\ , $ 
cp English lan- 
\\| rade just 

NK now. 

~ This,‘ or 
SS something 
else, inspires 
JOHN MORLEY 


to most suc- 
cessful effort 
in Parlia- 
mentary de- 
bate since he 
took his seat. 
Thrown aside 
all that aca- 
demical man- 
ner that for- 

a merly handi- 
“ Here to-day—gone to-morrow.” capped him. 


Got his notes with finely-turned, adroitly balanced sentences; but has 
learned howto use them. Good hard-hitting, slashing, debating-speech. 

‘* By far the best thing: Mortry has done yet,” said WHITBREAD. 
‘‘He has discovered the secret of his certain success. Always 
marvel to me that his platform speeches should be so effective, and 
his House of Commons lectures so inadequate. What he had to do 
when standing at table of House was, to imagine he was on the plat- 
form at Newcastle. Did it to-night, and made a great hit.”’ 

Weighty words these. No one who has not lived in House of 
Commons for twenty years knows how wise is WHITBREAD. 
‘* Solomon in all his habiliments,’”’ as Lawson says, ‘‘ was not half 
as impressive as WHITBREAD’S waistcoat.” 

BaxrFour brave to the last; his back to the wall. So far from being 
depressed, he is defiant. Instead of retreating, sallies forth on encom- 
passing array. Perfect the single stroke by which he smote O’ BRIEN 
and GEORGE TREVELYAN. TREVELYAN, he said, had gone so far as to 
found upon the eloquence of O’ BRrEN the argument that he ought to be 
treated better than other people. ‘‘ About the merits of Mr. O’ BRIEN’s 
style,’ Batrour went on to say, with a graceful obeisance to TRE- 
VELYAN, ‘‘no man has a better right to judge than the Right Hon. 
Baronet. Few have had fuller experience of it ;”” an awkward remi- 
niscence of the days when TREVELYAN sat in the place of Chief Secre- 
tary, and the Irish pack, who now applaud, nightly howled at him. 

Business done.—JOHN MortEY moved Amendment to Address. 


Tuesday.—Only one subject of conversation in either House to-day. 
Picorr first, the rest nowhere. 
Debate on Address goes forward in 
Commons, but all ears strained for 
mention or reference to the, but yes- 
terday, obscure scoundrel whose 
name now echoes to uttermost ends 
of earth. Tm Heaty back, in high 
spirits. Has suggestion to make to 
y First Commissioner of Works. On 
walls in Octagon Hall is a vacant 
space for a fresco. Long been ques- 
tion what shall be done with it. Ti 
VY) hasidea. Why not ‘‘ The Parting of 
Z Picorr?” he says. Prcorr making 
off with a black bag, and in the back- 
ground two ‘‘old friends”? wringing 
their hands in despair. PLUNKET 
says he’ll think about it; but really 
so hard at all times to get any money 
for Works purposes out of CHAN- 
CELLOR OF ExcHEQUER, that hardly 
likes to broach the topic. Still, if 
Tim will leave it in his hands—and 
Tm does. 
Comedy and tragedy take turn in 
» full of quips and cranks, keeping 
Tragedy by Jonn Ditton, pale-faced, 
uncing a system of Government, which 


Saunderson’s Bottle-holder. 
debate. 


the House in constant roar. 
dark-haired, sad-voiced, deno 


Comedy, SaunpErson, 


(> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications 
in no case be returned, not ey 
there will be no exception. 
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he says “‘ breeds Picorrs as corruption’ breeds worms.” SAUNDERSON 
brought down prodigious number of tmpromptus neatly written down 
on note-paper. WARING takes charge of manuscript, as, sheet after 
sheet, SAUNDERSON flings it back on the bench. Also carries in hand 
a tumbler containing refreshment. Hands it up at regular intervals, 
occupying spare moments with collecting and rearranging the used- 
up manuscript. A pretty, touching sight ! 

Business done.—More debate on Address. 


Thursday.—Thought just now there would be bloodshed under 
black shadow of gallery on left of Spraker. An outburst of angry 
conversation ; a sudden tussle; and O’ HANLON discovered on his legs 
excitedly throwing his arms about. | : 

‘‘T want this Gentleman to apologise,” he said. 
him a minute to think, and if he doesn’t apologise I 

What O’HANLON contemplated drowned in roar from shocked 
House. ‘This Gentleman’? evidently Havetocx, who sat bolt 
upright looking into space. eed : 

This was O’HANLON’s second incursion into proceedings. A few 
minutes earlier had interjected remark from one of the side-galleries 
and been repressed by SPEAKER’S gern ery of ‘‘Order!” Had 
thereupon descended, entered from behind SpEAKER’s chair, skirted 
bench from which T. W. Russert was addressing House, and, 
a propos de bottes, persuasively whispered in his ear the magic 
word, ‘‘Pieorr!’’ Precisely what followed is a matter of conten- 
tion. Havetock, called upon for explanation by SPEAKER, said 
he ‘‘ happened, by accident, to 
come into contact with O’HaAn- 
ton.” O’Hanton, on the con- 
trary, shouted out, ‘The Hon. 
and Gallant Gentleman, as I 
suppose I am bound to call him, 
comes over and throws himself 
on me.’? However it was, here 
was O’ HANLON angrily regarding 
the clock, and narrowly limiting 
HAVELOCK’s opportunity. 

**T ll not give him much time,” 
he said. ‘‘Just a minute to 
think.” 

What a position for a man who 
had ridden into Cawnpore and 
won the Victoria Cross! Only 
sixty seconds and his blood would 
dapple the-walls of the House of 
Commons! CHAPLIN, standing 
at Bar, in Heayy-Father atti- 
tude, held his breath. 

SPEAKER attempted to bring 
about strategic movement in 
relief of gallant General. Called 
on RussELL to proceed. RUSSELL 
went on with his remarks; hadn’t 
got through many sentences when 
O’ HANLON discovered once more 
on his legs, waving his arms 
semaphore fashion, blood-thirsti- 
ness in his eye and a crumpled 
copy of the Orders in his hand. 

‘*Mr. SPEAKER!” he roared, 
‘*T beg your pardon again, but 
he says I had better get out of this.” 
HAVELOCK. i 
_ SPEAKER interposed with increased gravity, and HAVELOCK, cast- 
ing on O’HANLON a glance that should have withered him, stalked 
away with his still unerushed head defiantly upeast. 

Business done.—Debate on Address. 


Friday.—G. O. M. resumed Debate to-night. Seems to have 
renewed his life, like the eagle, in foreign parts. Voice come back 
in all its force ; bubbling over with high spirits, particularly tickled 
by proximity of CHAMBERLAIN; goes through some high comedy 
scenes with him, amid rapturous cheers from Pit and Gallery. 
Parties in the Stalls a little glum. Been the usual lever de rideaw, 
in which Ministers called over the coals about alleged connection 
with the departed Picorr. Tim Hearty got his back up; cross- 
examines OLD Moratiry with pitiless persistency. Harcourt tries 
to put an oar in; but not to be mentioned in same boat with Tr. 

_ Just before midnight ended Debate, PaRNELL turns up. Enthu- 

siastic reception; disposition to chant, ‘*He’s a Jolly Good 
Fellow,” stopped by SPEAKER. Business done—JOHN MoRLEY’s 
Amendment to Address rejected by 339 votes against 260. 


“Tl just give 
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The Heavy Father of the House of 


Commons. 


‘*He,” the indomitable 


AN Imperrect Rippte.—When is a Joint Stock Company like a 
watch ?—When itis wound up. Obviously. Only then the watch 
will go, but the Company stops. 


or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
en when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


To this rule 
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my own, I should go to Mr. Fox (whose wigs at the Maske of 

ON COMMISSION. lowers at Gray’s Inn during the Jubilee were, so to speak, the 
toast of the Bench and the Bar), who, I feel sure would always 
fit me to my entire satisfaction. To return, the reproduction of the 
speeches of eminent statesmen and others (declaimed in his most 
brilliant style by my learned and energetic friend, Mr. ATKINSON) 
had certainly one advantage—it nearly cleared the Court. After 
the midday adjournment, the proceedings (like ‘‘ grey shirtings” on 
certain interesting occasions in the City), became more “lively.” 
Thanks to the gallant conduct of my learned and fiery friend, Sir 
CHARLES RussELL, there were several little ‘‘ scenes in Court” (sub- 
— sequently found of great benefit by 

Se the gentlemen of the Press) and now 

S) 


Tuesday, March 5.—The aristocracy becoming slightly. bored with 
Law. Still a fair number daily tax the amiability of the ever- 
iors. < courteous Secretary. Having 
settled in our places, the Com- 
missioners bd i to take the 
armchairs, which had _ been 
arranged beforehand for them at 
“x an angle calculated to allow of 
’ their entrance with a dignity 
fitting to their exalted station. 
“Ss There was the usual bow from 
the Bench to the Bar, which, 
alas! had no briefless brother- 
hood (in the back rows) to 
\ gratefully and gracefully return 
~ it! Then Sir James Hannen 
i gave a decision about the admis- 
= sion of certain newspapers, 
— which, it was alleged, had been 
— used by the staff of the Land 
League for disseminating disaf- 
», fection. That decision once 
known, Mr. ATTORNEY was 
called upon to read the para- 
prephs complained of. It was then that I fully appreciated 
ow disastrous it would be were ladies ever admitted to the 
Bar. I could not help feeling that had two aged females been 
in the place of my learned friends, Sir RicHarD and Sir 
CHARLES, there would have been any amount of squabbling and 
loss of time. As it was, it is scarcely necessary to say that Mr. 
ATIORNEY was ready on the instant to go on, and that he received 
the greatest possible assistance from his learned friends on the other 
side. The Commissioners could scarcely conceal the gratification 
they evidently felt in presiding over so happy a family. It was a 
Peay and touching sight to gaze upon Sir Ricwarp as he turned to 
is learned friends and asked, ‘‘ Are you ready?” Ina moment 
any number of miscellaneous documents were handed to him—all, 
| no doubt, of the greatest possible value, if put in at the proper time. 
Mr. ATToRNEY’s gratitude to ‘‘ those associated with him” seemed to 
be unbounded, and he constantly called for Mr. Soames, no doubt to 
express to that learned gentleman his warmest acknowledgments for 
the valuable assistance that was being so copiously extended to him. 
Then came a few witnesses full of ‘‘information,” as, no doubt, my 
learned and laughter-leading friend Mr. Lockwoop would say, as 
they were informers—hence the smile-compelling pleasantry. The 
last was seemingly a youth 
of somewhat tender years: 
and when my learned and 
laughter-leading friend sug- 
gested that Mr. Ronan 
should wheel the witness 
home (after re-examination) 
in a perambulator, the Court 
became quite Christmassy in 
its merriment before adjourn- 
. ing to the morrow. 
S\N) _ Wednesday. —Interest in 
wwe Law once more on the wane. 
= he perusing of extracts 
GH A 7 SIL ee, FD continued at the rate (after 
oo = taking into consideration the 
Mr. Lockwood, Q.C., kindly assists expense of the inquiry), of 
Mr. Ronan to act on Counsel’s Advice. I suppose, about a pound or 
so a minute. However, this 


rather costly exercise was of distinct value to my learned friend, 
Mr. AsquitH, who had the benefit of a reading lesson, personally 
conducted by Sir James Hannen. ‘‘ May I ask you, kindly,” said 
the revered President of the Probate Division, courteously but firmly, 
*‘to raise your voice, and hold yourhead up?” For a moment I 
almost expected to hear his Lordship add, ‘‘ And slap your right 
leg with your cane, Sir, and wink at the girls!” I hasten to say, 
with heartfelt respect, that Sir JamEs gave no such martial, but 
entirely unlawyerlike direction. Moreover, it is only just to my 
weed friend (whose services in the case have been of the greatest 
value to his leader) to express my opinion that had he received such 
an order he would have hesitated, and rightly hesitated, to have 
carried it into execution ; and this would have been the more com- 
mendable, as my learned friend has other than forensic claims to 
the title of ‘‘Junior,’’ and Beauty in the Court has never lacked 
representatives. But it will be patent to everyone that it is no part 
of a counsel’s duty (even under direction of the Bench) to recognise 
female comeliness by the sudden drooping and upraising of a wig- 
surmounted eyelid. This reminds me that some of our forensic 
perukes are tar from perfect. Had I frequent occasion to renew 


and again there was quitea ‘‘ sensa- 
4% tion.” I left before the adjournment, 
%,. 3 and was surprised to hear a rumour 
that, after my retirement, in spite of 
the ample room in court for all pre- 
sent, the President was reported to be 
quietly sitting upon Sir Cuartes Rus- 
SELL with every sign of satisfaction. 
> Thursday.— A further falling off 
é/ ( in the attendance. Mr. Soames (the 
; most hard-working of. solicitors) of 

A Consultation. course was present, and if Mr. 
GrorcE Lewis was less en évidence, that learned gentleman left 
matters in the able hands of a most efficient representative. It was a 
very pleasing sight to see the principal conversing with his devoted 
adherent. My learned and fiery friend Sir Coar es RussExt, however, 
was instrumental in giving a distinct interest to the proceedings. With 
evident disinclination (for he assured us that he was “ singularly 
averse’? to PRA ea anyone), he somehow contrived to have quite 
an exciting little altercation with the Bench by (so it seemed to me) the | 
introduction of contention-breeding interpolations. He also cross- 
examined a witness with a verve and a go that may have recalled to 
some of us the most respee ed memories of that grand old institution, 
the Ancient Bailey. But when heaccused my learned and apparently 
rather depressed friend, Mr. ATrorNEY, of making an ‘‘ audacious 
request,” I reluctantly confess I could not enthusiastically follow on 
the same side. However, we were so pleased when we learned that 
Sir RicHarp expected to complete his case in the course of a day or 
two, that Bench and Bar seemed prepared to forgive and forget every- 
thing. Asa matter of fact, when the Commissioners retired for the 
week, they took their departure with an air of relief that conjured 
up a vision in my mind of three of the best and ablest of our J udges 
dancing with dignified joy in their own private apartments. 

And now, as this seems to be a suitable time for explanation, per- 
haps I may be permitted to make a personal statement on my own 
account. I have reason to believe that there has been some surprise 
expressed that I have not myself been ‘‘ retained” either on one side 
or the other in this very interesting case. I must admit that it is 
certainly a fact that no brief has been delivered at Pump-handle 
Court (up to date) desiring me to appear either ‘with me the 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL,” or “‘ with me Sir Caartes RUSSELL.” How- 
ever, on reflection, I commend the judgment of Messrs. Soames and 
Lewis in making what at first sight may have appeared (to the 
uninitiated) an omission. I venture to suggest that it may haye 
occurred to | 

| it 


= 


LT wee 
‘Well supplied with noble counsellors. 
Shakspeare. 


certain emin- | | ill | 
ent Solicitors SNyV2 “atl ~ MW 
in Ely Place WYO") 2a! a NN 
and Lincoln’s a | 
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that perhaps, ay || 
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future time Ts G8 


Genired” to: 
wish to join —— 
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enter Parlia- = 
ment, I might =| 
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trammelled by SS 
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which, al- 
though abso- 
lutely profes- 
sional, to the ‘ ase : 
lay mind might be suggestive of Party predilections. And not having 
been engaged in this matter, of course such bonds, so far as I am 
concerned, are non-existent. For the rest I feel sure the Juniors asso- 
ciated with Sir CHARLES RussELL have got on very well without me; 
and as for the case of the Zimes (especially that branch of it that 
engravers would scarcely term ‘‘ proofs before letters ”), T honestly do 
not think any effort on my part could have materially improved it. 
Pump-handle Court, (Signed) A. BRIEFLEsS, JUNIOR. 


Au revoir ! 
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THE OSPREY AND THE EAGLES. 


; » Shanta ars — Times. 
‘The abdication of King Mman of Servia... . has at length fallen like a thunderbolt on the State-craft of Europe Ti 
‘ e abdication 0 Sma 
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FALLEN at last, b 
Osprey is hard] 


ut not quite like a thunderbolt! 


uite | True birds of prey should be boldly belligerent, 

y a Jovian bird ; Dauntless in danger, and strong on the wing ; 

Rather a fowl that will, after big blunder, bolt ; Crises on cocktails will act as refrigerant, 
Timid rapacity ’s slightly absurd. C 


ourage he needs who of air would be king. 
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Fish-eating Osprey—men do not think much of him ; 

Not e’en a white-tailed Sea-eagle is he. [of him, 
His prey, when he’s pressed, he lets slip from the clutch 

Shrieks, and seeks safety in flight o’er the sea. 
Aquila imperial is chasing him ; 

sprey now hears his strong wings on the wind, 

Hates him, but has little fancy for facing him, 

Hooks it—but leaving his booty behind ! 


Obrenovitch Osprey, you never were eagle-like, 
Jackal at best to true kings of the air. 

Nemesis long on your track has hung, beagle-like, 

_Destiny’s down upon those who can’t dare. 

Yes, you have made a big splash, there ’s no doubt of it, 
Dropping your prey in this summary style. 

Poor puzzled fowl, you are surely well out of it, 
Osprey ; but apres? A deluge of guile, 

Or war's cataclysm? The prey you have parted with, 
Drops from your clutch; will it fall where you please ? 

Swift on your track two true eagles have darted, with 
Eyes on that prey. These are turbulent seas, 

Wild and wind-swept from the East; fierce and furious 
Swoop those two fowls in competitive chase, 

Whilst on his crag, in an attitude curious, 
Watching the fray with a Sphinxian face, 

Perches a third one, Teutonic; the Thunderer 
Throned on Olympus might own him for mate. 

He is no rashly belligerent blunderer ; 
Watchful as Memnon, he’s silent as Fate. 

What shall the issue be? Poor pusillanimous Hy 
Osprey, the Eagles are gathered ; you go! ZB 

Iron-winged might is not mild or magnanimous, A\\\ 
Aquila’s ever a pitiless foe. 

Into whose claws will the quarry you ’re frightened from 
Fallin the end? The horizon looks black; ([from, 

When the far East a fresh-storm shall have lightened 
Which of those Eagles will ride out the wrack ? 


Dr. Rozson Roose has written an admirable article on 
the Water Supply of London in the current Number of 
the Fortnightly Review. Seemingly, we poor Cockneys 
are fairly well off, if we take-care to keep a filter in the 
house. However, it is as well tosee that itis not supplied 
(like another philter) by some modern Dr. Dulcamara. 
While thanking Dr. Rosson Roossz for his really valuable 
contribution to the welfare of mankind, Mr. Punch, in 
dealing with the subject, has a natural preference for a 
rather more spirited policy—a policy which would include 
in its scope lemon, nutmeg, alcohol in various forms, and 
other Saeed? ingredients. The water used in this mix- 
ture s 


‘* Now, 
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AN APPEAL. 


SMITHERS, LET ME EARNESTLY EXHORT YOU TO TAKE THE PLEDGE,” 
I’M NOT ONE 0’ YOUR PEOPLE AS CAN’T KEEP 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
NINTH EVENING. 


‘* Not very long ago,” said the Moon, ‘‘I shone down on the deck 
of a large Emigrant Ship, which was just leaving its moorings. It 
was crowded with people—men, women, and children, and many of 
the faces I saw wore a very sad expression. They were leaving the 

——— country of their birth, and the friends 
and scenes they had grown up and lived 
amongst, to begin life again in a strange 
land; so it was not wonderful if they 
were not in the best of spirits. Still they 
bore up bravely, especially the men, 
though some of the women wept a little 
behind their shawls, and the children 
cried too, for company and the strangeness 
of it all. But they were sensible people 
at heart, and they quite anders that 
it was best for themselves, their country, 
and everybody, that they should go. 
They were strong, industrious, and sober, 
but there was no room and no work for 
them at home, the population was too 
large already, and by going they were 
s 5 making it better for the others who re- 
; hin mained, And in the New World, far 

gh setae away, with their energy, industry, and 

health, they would be sure to prosper and become a credit to the colony. 

t All that they knew—and yet, now the time had come to quit the old 

country for ever, they could only feel how dear it was; and some of 

them would have given all they had in the world just then to be 
allowed to stay in their own land, even though they starved there. 

“ As the great ship began to move slowly, another vessel passed it 
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quite close in the opposite direction. Its deck was as crowded as 
the first, and the passengers on both thronged to the sides and looked 
curiously at one another. I could not help noticing,” said the Moon, 
‘* what a difference there was between the two sets of passengers. 
The first were peasants and artisans, sturdy, honest-looking, self- 
reliant, pinched some of them by recent privations, but all belonging 
to a class of which a great country might well be proud. Of the 
others—those in the vessel that was arriving—as much could not be 
said. They were undersized degraded-looking creatures, ignorant 
and filthy, of whom their own land was only too glad to be rid. 
They were coming to your shores with vague ideas of getting more 
money and living better than at home. I know what will happen to 
them!” said the Moon, ‘‘for I have seen it many atime. They will 
fall into the power of some of their own countrymen, only a little 
less degraded than themselves, and they will become slaves, herding 
together in horrible dens, and spreading disease and squalor and 
general bestiality in the neighbourhood they dwell in. 

‘* And as the English emigrants looked at these foreigners, I know 
what the thought was which rose unbidden in all their minds. 
‘If there is no room for us,’ they were asking with their sad eyes, 
‘Why is there room for these ?’ 

‘* And, upon my word,” concluded the Moon, “‘ although I suppose 
your clever statesmen could answer the question satisfactorily, I haye 
not found it so easy myself! ” 


Nemesis. 
(By a Sufferer from the Ring in Copper.) 
THAT huge Copper Syndicate came a huge cropper! 
Hooray! Like Hoon’s laundress they shiver and quake; 
For, like her, they went in for ‘* Skying the Copper,” 
And blew up themselves—by mistake. 


|New NAME FoR THE CAPTAIN OF H.M.S, ‘‘ Sutran.’’—Ground-Rice. 


DUE SOUTH. 


Tue BATTLE OF FLOWERS AT Nror. 


Waar I did with Bynezeren, who came up after I had ay fens 
all, and had changed some more gold ins ia yeaa Ase ne 
count on a future occasion. At present a ay , a fet 

i he tables, and takes me over to 
day, which removes me away from t ‘ joke: a 
ice inly, being at Monte Carlo, let us go to the second day 
of the Battle of Flowers.” This is March ne 4th, and the Battle 
nd such a summery proceeding. 
- fe. Garrure and her niece MABEL want to see it,” says Mrs. 
GRAYLING’S brother-in-law, the generous TapLIn, who, when out 


i ‘kes to do the thing well; ‘*‘ and so, if you ’ll come,”’— 
ee ay A 1} take the lot of you. One more or less makes no 
difference.” 


Being delighted at hearing that my presence will make no differ- 
brace the offer. 

fay et is at the door. There are two baskets of flowers and 

two bouquets. This looks like the First of May, old ‘‘ Chimney- 

sweepers’ Day.” It may ‘‘ look like ” the First of May; but witha 
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Going to the Battle of Flowers at Nice. 


entting North wind, with just a touch of East in it, it feels like the 
timeot year itis; namely, the fourth day of March, at Monte Carlo 
and elsewhere. . At-all events there is no fog, as there probably is in 
London at this moment, The sky is clear, the Mediterranean is blue, 
| the sun is bright, the view is lovely; yet the windiseutting. Wetake 
rugs, wraps, and overcoats, but out of compliment to the appearance of 
the place, with its hedges of geraniums, its red roses on the walls, 
the spreading palm-trees, the cactuses, the olive-trees, and the 
prickly pears, ‘‘ all a-growing’’ and looking tropical—(how they do 
itis a wonder tome! Iam inclined to think they’re most of them 
sham, the deception being connived at by the authorities, and kept 
up by the hotel-keepers and the Casino officials at an enormous cost) 
—so, as | say, out of compliment to the tropical ‘‘ scenery and pro- 
perties,”’ we decide on not having foot-warmers in the carriage. 

TaPLIn, huddled up in rugs, with only the upper part of his head, 

under a pot-hat, appearing above (so to speak) the bed-clothes, 
exclaims, from time to time, ‘‘ There’s a beautiful view !”’—nodding 
at it, for he won't take his hands out from under the coverings,— 
‘* Lovely, isn’t it?’ to which we all assent, the pair on the back seat 
not turning their heads to look at it, for fear of getting a stiff neck 
and being ‘‘ struck so;’’? and then TapLin, wriggling down lower 
than ever under his counterpane and blankets, murmurs, with con- 
viction, “‘But, J say, it 7s cold!’? And so say all of us, and all 
snuggle down under the rugs. For all this, we are going to the 
celebrated Battle of Flowers at Nice. 
_ Nice.—We pull up at the Restaurant Francais. Descend. Nice 
is en féte. Flower- baskets everywhere. Fans for sale. Ragged 
urchins with baskets of flowers. Everybody moving about. For- 
tunately we find one table unoccupied. We swoop down on it, and 
occupy it bodily. We are here for the Battle of Flowers; so dla 
guerre comme a la guerre! 

Restaurant doing enormous business. Crowd too big for the small 
room. Prices up probably in consequence. It will be ‘‘ breakfast at 
the fork out.” Head-waiter imposing personage, but with his wits 
about him. Good breakfast and good wine. We begin to feel warm 
and ee . 

musing scene,’ says Mrs. GRayLine, patronisingly. Miss 
MABeEL is delighted with everything. ey says, ‘‘ i dont see 
eying very Carnivalish about the place.” Miss Manet exclaims, 
h, don’t you think so! ”” She is evidently afraid that if Uncle 
TaP.in begins to be disappointed with it, he may suddenly decide to 
return without seeing any more. So she continues, ‘‘ Why, Uncle 
look at all the people! And then, you remember, we saw that ficure 
of King Carnival sitting in a ship as we drovein!” ‘Ah yes, 80 
we did,” replied Uncle Tarrin, brightening up. Whereat we all 
brighten up too, and Uncle Taprry insists on our having some old 
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whereupon we brighten up still more, and become warm 

We perand like the flowers, and by two o'clock, Wass 
we get into the carriage again,—this time with the rugs conceale , 
and only the flowers displayed, —we are all in full bloom. The N ge 
wind has blown itself out,—at its own luncheon, perhaps,—at 
events, we don’t feel it so much in the town, and the sun 1s eyes 

Everybody is now en féte. Shopsare closed, all business suspende 
for the rest of the afternoon. It is the Flower Derby Day. All 
sorts of Tom-fools among the populace in false noses, dominoes, as 
Pierrots, and in a variety of shabby fancy costumes, the odds and 
ends of costumiers’ old clothes. A carriage comes along, being one 
mass of flowers, wheels and all. Itis J ack-in-the-Green. on wheels. 
These faded costumes, and ruddled cheeks, these clowns, and harle- 
quins, and columbines, do certainly recall my bo ish recollections of 
Chimney Sweeper’s Festival in London, with My ord and My Lady, 
Pantaloon, the Swell, and Clown with the ladle collecting the coppers. 

It is a great day for the Mico’s’ARRy and’Axrter. Itisa great 
day for everyone who has anything in the way of a fan ora bouquet 
to sell. Any price. How much for that fan? ‘‘F ifteen francs. 
Bah! ‘* Then Rov much will Monsieur give ?”? Monsieur will give a 
third of the price. ‘‘Oh, impossible!”’? Monsieur passes on, and 
purchases two fans (with which the ladies are to protect their faces), 
for one frane each. ‘‘ Let’s have two good bouquets,” says Uncle 
Tapin, becoming enthusiastic ; and the ladies exclaim, ‘‘ Oh, yes, 
do! Let’s!” So Uncle Tap purchases two bouquets, and our coach- 
man, being an ingenious creature, and a bit of an artist in colour,— 
having already decorated his horse’s heads with small nosegays,— 
now takes the carriage-lamps out of their sockets, deposits them 1m 
a shop (I hope -with a trusty friend), and in half a minute, the two 
bouquets have replaced the lamps, and give quite a gay and festive 
appearance to our equipage. ‘ 

Basket after basket of flowers is offered to us. 
franes, any francs, down to one franc, accordin ( ‘ 
good basket-full. How much Madame? Madame replies readily, 
hazarding a likely price, ‘‘ Monsieur shall have it for nine francs. 
Monsieur, who is hard at a bargain this morning, won't hear of it. 
What, then, will Monsieur give? Monsieur will give five francs. 
‘’ Tenez!” she exclaims, shoving it into my hands, ‘‘ prenez-le 
prenez-le !*? She won’t wait—the bargain is concluded—she is afrai 
I shall change my mind. I take the basket, and, my hands being 
full, I ask Uncle Tar for the money. ‘‘ Et encore un frane pour le 
corbeille!? shrieks the lady, who is a type of a Ntcowe as an 
outside-Covent-Garden market-woman. ee 

‘‘Hey, what’s that?” asks Uncle Taprin, suspiciously, under 
the impression that something has gone wrong with the bargain. _ 

, One frane more for the basket,” I say, carrying it off to the 
adies. 

** All right!’ says Uncle Tap, much relieved, and pays up. 

Boys surrounding us, begging to be taken as ramasseurs. Fortu- 
nately some one has told me beforehand that a ramasseur, at two 
franes for the afternoon, is ne- 
cessary as a sort of running foot- 
man, to pick up the nosegays, 
and return them to the carriage. 
I select a sickly-looking ehap, 
who really does seem in want of 
a job. Five franes he wants. 
No. Three. Very good, he’ll 
undertake it for three,— and 
will Monsieur pay before- 
hand? No, Monsieur won’t. 
This engagement being made, 
our successful ramasseur shows 
that he is not quite the sickly 
creature he appears, by kicking 
and cufling all the smaller an 
unsuccessful candidates for our 
ramasseurship, and then he 
mounts by the side of the coach- 
man, and we are off to the Promenade des Anglais. 

At the entrance we are stopped, and a louis is demanded. 
‘*Halloa!” says Uncle TaPrin, induced to resent the demand as 
an imposition on confiding foreigners, ‘‘ What’s this for?” I 
remember the Derby Day, and remind him that even in free England 
we have to pay a guinea to take our place among the coaches on the 
hill. ‘‘ Ah, so we do!’ says Uncle Taprrn, and seeing the matter 
in a different light, and rather pleased that this price of admission 
should be an imitation of an English custom, he pays it with cheer- 
ful alacrity, and the coachman receives a yellow ticket, while for one 
franc more, our consumptive ramasseur has purchased a Carnival 
fool’s cap, which is the badge of his official connection with our 
carriage, and so we enter the rank as combatants in the Battle of 
Flowers. 

The Drive'is not crowded at first. It is railed in on both sides. 
There are mounted gendarmes keeping the course, and, occasionally, 
when tired of standing still, taking short sharp gallops from one 


Burgundy, 
and genial. 


Ten francs, nine 
to size. Here’s a 


Before the Battle. 
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point to another, on the evident pretence of giving each other orders, 
or delivering official messages, There are important personages, 
stewards of the course, on foot, wearing red rosettes, who are very 
ill-tempered, cross, and fussy. By the Hétel de la Mediterranée the 
crowd is really dense,— but never at any one point, or at any part all 
along the course, does it ever exceed the crowd to be seen in Hyde 
Park by the Serpentine on a fine day at the first meet of the Four- 
in-hand, or Coaching, Club. Here are the Tom-fools and clowns, and 
other professional gentry going about just as the acrobats, and the 
conjuror, and the strong man, and so forth, do on the Derby Day. 
There are very few good turn-outs, and the presence of voztures, 
hired traps, and vans, are rather suggestive (to the Englisher of 
Cockney experience) of a ‘‘day out” with the Foresters, ’Appy 
’Ampton, or Odd Fellows. There is a band playing somewhere, 
which is to be heard occasionally. 

_ ‘When is the battle going to begin?” asks Mrs. GrayLine, who 
is a trifle nervous. 

‘*O Aunt!” exclaims Manet, ‘‘look—they ’re throwing already.” 
And scarcely are the words out of her mouth than three small nose- 
gays fall lightly into our carriage, and a fourth drops outside, which 
is immediately picked up and given to us by our ramasseur, who 
from this moment has his work cut out for him. A gaily-dressed 
lady drives by, and throws a bouquet at Uncle Taprin. 

“Ha!” he exclaims, his eyes sparkling with delight at the com- 
pliment thus paid him by the fair stranger, and he discharges one 
at her, which misses. Mrs. GRAYLING receives nice little nosegays 
on her bonnet or her face, and returns them with a graceful sort 
of movement, as if she were curtseying on her seat. Miss MABEL 
becomes energetic, and goes in for rapid pelting, keeping the con- 
sumptive ramasseur hard at’ work. 

‘* Really,” says Uncle Taptry, chuckling, ‘‘ this is capital fun.” 
Here comes at him a small bunch of violets, which he returns so 
quickly that it gently hits his assailant—a very pretty woman—on 
the corner of her ear. ‘‘ Aha!” laughs Uncle Tap—‘‘ and all done 
with such good-humour! Oh!” he cries, suddenly, ‘‘ who the 
deuce did that?’ as a heavy-handled bouquet, bound with wire, 
gives him a stinger on the cheek. I can’t help laughing. ‘* That 
was a nasty one,” I say, and, seeing a big man, in a white hat, pass, 
I hurl the heavy bouquet at him. Bang goes his hat, and there isa 
shout of laughter. It is too late to retaliate,—he has been driven off 
one way, our carriage another. 

‘Capital!’ I exclaim. I’m really getting quite warm with the 
exertion of throwing. I select prominent personages, on coach 
boxes, or sitting up at the backs of the carriages. 

** Now look here,’ I say to Uncle Tap, ‘‘ see me catch that chap 
on——Ha! conf——.’”’ A heavy blow, as if from a tennis-ball, 
catches me behind the ear, another whack 
in my eye, and a third bang on the cheek 
—‘‘en plein’? —as we say at roulette. 
Shouts ot laughter from the bystanders. 
My cheek is smarting painfully, and my 
eye is watering. ‘his is horse-play. 
This is not good-humoured. That blow 
on my ear—my, how it tingles!—was 
vicious, distinctly vicious. I prepare a 
heavy, well-wired bouquet. If I could 
* only catch the confounded fellow who 
-—aAh! bangonmy hat. I turn sharply 
and discharge, savagely, my life-pre- 
server bouquet,—‘‘as an olive-branch out 
of a catapult,’’—whack, on to the nearest 
Tom-fool’s head. He flinches and goes 
down to avoid, whereupon, my life- 
preserver bouquet catches an_ entirel 
innocent person, standing just behind him, A laugh—and a whac 
at me—right on the tip of my nose—which feels smashed in. Nose- 
gay indeed! I feel my nose is anything but a nose-gay now. Shouts 
of laughter, in which Uncle Tapirn joins. This reminds me sud- 
denly, that I must keep my temper, or at all events, keep up 
appearances of being in the best possible humour; otherwise, if the 
crowd becomes nasty, vegetables might follow. So I take my 
punishment smiling. 

Mrs. Graytine and Mazen have recognised lots of friends, and 
have been pelting and pelted right and left. Once Manet gets rather a 
nasty one, and retaliates with all her might and main. Mrs, Gray- 
Line has her hat knocked on one side, which gives her a momentarily 
dissipated appearance; but she only smiles, and tosses back upon her 
fierce assailant a pretty little bouquet, making her usual half-curtsey 
on the seat, and then puts her hat to-rights. 

Happy Thought.—As our baskets of ammunition may be soon 
exhausted, let us attract the fire of others upon ourselves by feigning 
to be preparing to throw. This succeeds admirably, and in a few 
minutes our baskets are choke full again. 

Some one cries out, ‘‘ There’s the Prince of Warxs!” and in the 
distance we hear the band playing our National Anthem, but I am 
unable to catch sight of His Royal Highness, as, just when I am 


After the Battle. 
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raising my hat to salute him, I receive a heavy bouquet full in the 
face,—‘‘ en plein” again,—and can’t distinguish even the most dis- 
tinguished persons for the next couple of minutes. 
Having driven up and down the promenade three times, and 
having, all of us, received ‘‘ nasty ones,”’ more or less, in the eyes, 
nose, mouth, and ears, isn’t the amusement becoming a trifle 
monotonous? Isn’t the fun a little forced? Isn’t it rather devoid 
of ‘‘life” and ‘‘go”? ‘Is there anything else to do or to see?” 
I ask the driver when we get into a quiet part of the promenade 
where there is only a single line of carriages. The coachman shrugs 
his shoulders ; no, this is all. ‘‘ Tout ce quwil y a a fuire, ou a vow.” 
When does it finish? Well, about 4°30, the coachman says, naming 
an early hour, as he probably is becoming tired of it, and wants to | 
get home to tea. 
‘It’s not well arranged,” says Uncle TAPLIN, with his bat smashed 
in, and one side of his face as red as a rose from a recent violent blow. | 
‘‘No,” I reply, feeling very hot and very angry, because with a 
swollen cheek, a burning ear, and a partially discoloured eye, I have 
not been able to 
be revenged on 
‘‘The Man who 
struck O’Hara” 
—(Oh, if I had < 
only been near 
him with a thick 
stick! I’d have 
shown him whata 
Ae a abe 
ought to be, and 4 i JIN 
be blowed to him NORE: 
for a coward!). QeRSSM WSS) 
“Let’sturn back AZY\Sy aii 


and cut it,” I 
suggest. Yes— Sudden Interruption of the Battle of Flowers at Nice. 
_ “Sauve qui peut!” 


the ladies have 
had enough of it. : 
We are not vanquished. We do not retreat. No; we simply don’t 
want to play any more—and—ha!—a drop of rain! Rain itis! and 
rain it will be, when it once begins. So hurry-back, Coachman. Out 
with the bouquets, in again with-the lamps, lighted this time, for the 
sae is coming on, all the forces are routed, and in full retreat we 

ive along the road to Monte Carlo, arriving in time to vaseline our 
wounds, and prepare for dinner. ; 

It has been a glorious fight, this Battle of Flowers. Not quite s0 | 
lively as we expected, and yet a little too lively occasionally. We 
all agree that it is a pretty sight. But Uncle Tapiin and myself are 
of opinion that it is badly managed, and that the horse-play spoils it. © 

In excellent form for dinner. The very evening for a glass of real 
good champagne. Now in France, as a rule, this is just what you 
can’t get, pay what you will for it. But, to the eternal praise of 
Signor Zuccut (of our Hotel) be it recorded, that he is able to produce for 
our benefit Pommery and Greno’80, and very soon we are all unanim- 
ous in our expression of opinion that the Battle of Flowers at Nice is 
well worth seeing, that we wouldn’t have missed it for anything, 
that all the pelting was most good-tempered, and that if there were, 
now and then, a little horse-play, it must be expected from a crowd ; 
and-—after all—didn’t we join in it as heartily (and as fiercely) as 
any one? Certainly. Another bottle of Pommery, ’80 or 84, and 
here’s the health of the Battle of Flowers at Nice! 


Tips to the Two Sides. 
To an Ululating Unionist. 
‘‘ Union ts strength,’ when sense cements communion, 
But strength (of language) is not always Union ! 
To a Shrieking Separatist. 


‘* Force is no remedy ’’—that’s true, of course. 
Then why seek remedy in (verbal) Force? 


‘¢Dust Ho!” 


‘* A parr day’s work, and a fair day’s pay!” used to be considered 
the modest ideal of male labourers. A day’s labour of eleven hours 
knee-deep in a foul-smelling, disease-disseminating dust-heap, for 
tenpence seems, according to recent Clerkenwell revelations, to be 
the wretched reality amongst some of our modern women-workers. 
If this is how our ‘* Golden Dustmen”’ gather their gold, the ery will 
be, not ‘‘ Down with the dust!” but ‘‘ Down with the Dustmen !” 


Or tHE TurF Turry.—The case against Messrs. SANGER, on 
account of the accident to the ‘‘ Baldwin Pony” was dismissed by 
the Bench. ‘‘ Quite right too,’ says little Pronerr. ‘‘ Betting 
may be illegal—more or less—but it would be a pretty state of 
things, by Jove, if a fellow were liable to be had up for the quite 
too mertally common misfortune of ‘ dropping a Pony,’ dontcher P” 
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ScENE—A Dance at the Portman Rooms (late Madame Tussaud’s). 


Ingenwuous Masher (to Ancient Chaperons), ‘‘ Aw—I SAY—AWFULLY DRAUGHTY HERE, DON’TCHERKNOW. ; 
THE ‘CHAMBER OF HoRRORS’ ?—THEY ’VE GOT A STOVE, AND YOU ’LL FEEL SO MUCH MORE AT HOME THERE, DON’TCHERKNOW 


A WHITEHALL CANTATA. 


ARGUMENT.—The Wizard of the Admiralty 
attacked in his Official Mystic Domains by Mal- 
content Spirits of the Opposition, defends his pro- 
gramme, and ultimately, spite the intervention of 
the Melancholy Demon of Peace-at-Any-Price, 
carries it through triumphantly amidst the accla- 
mations of his supporters. 


CHORUS OF MALCONTENTS, 


WE wait here in our silent watch of wonder, 
Mark everything you leave undone or do, 
Keen to exult o’er every slip and blunder 
That indirectly may be traced to you. 
We care not tor your facts, nor what your 
case is, 
The whole may be well drowned in party din, 
Provided it supplies us with a basis 
Of ousting you,—and getting ourselves ‘‘in.” 
So mark us. If you prove to demonstration 
The Navy for its work is all too weak, 
And that the very safety of the Nation 
Hangs on your getting the increase you seek : 
It you prove this, and count on our assistance, 
You’ll find that you’ll be disappointed quite, 
For what you say is black, with much per- 
: sistence 
e're perfectly igri to swear is white. 
And ie ote 0 with will right true and 
earty, 

For as a Politician you must know 
That when the question ’s simply one of 

early, [way go. 
The ‘‘ Country” to the dogs may straight- 
So here we keep our silent watch of wonder 
Mark everything you do or leave undone, 


And mean to trip you up. Youw’re safe to 
blunder, 

And if we oust you, then begins the fun. 

But as for danger threatening the Nation,— 

That possibly may: be, or not, the case: 

But anyhow it means to us Salvation. 

If it, ’mid chaos, brings us into ‘‘ place! ” 

THE ADMIRALTY WIZARD, 

What venomed streams on Office seem to pour 

From these malignant Opposition shelves! 

And yet, such sentiments I’ve heard before! 

When “‘ out,” we’ve given vent to them our- 
selves, 

But as my wish at present’s to keep ‘‘ in,” 

I’ll with my spirited demand begin, 

And boldly public agitation meet 

By asking means to build a brand-new fleet! 


CHorRuvs OF ALARMISTS, 


Ask what you will! For untold millions call. 

We’re dazed with terror, and we grant you all! 

[They are about to kneel to him, when The 
Melancholy Demon of Peace-at-Any-Price 
slowly rises from the depths of an official 
wastepaper - basket. The Malcontents 
crowd about him, and greet him with 
manifestations of welcome. 


THe MreLANcHoLy DEMON OF PEACE-AT- 
ANyY-PRICE, 
Not so! Already far too much you spend! 
Why fancy every foreign Power your foe ? 
In every neighbour you should see a friend, 
And at no outrage e’er resentment show. 
Should war break out by chance, amid the 
scare 

’'Twould be quite time your programme to 


a 


Won’rt you GO AND SIT IN 


> 
: 
: 


A Hatr-Pay Apmrrat (con fuoco). 
Great cae: Must I such rubbish sit and 
ear! 

[ Addressing The Wizard of the Admiralty. 
We ’lllisten, please, to what you ’ve'got to say. 
THE WIZARD OF THE ADMIRALTY 

I think that I can make my purpose clear, 
Shall I begin ? 
CHORTS. 
By all means. 


SONG. 
THe WIZARD OF THE ADMIRALTY,| 


Wir reproaches too long I’ve been loaded 
That the Navy’s deficient and weak ; 
Till, by experts and Admirals goaded, 
At length I’ve determined to speak. 
It appears that, if we were invaded, 
We should have no first line of defence 
And, of this as you all seem persuaded, 
You will not mind a little expense !— 
And Twenty-one Millions is all that I ask, 
With which to accomplish this National task, 


Don’t imagine the matter I’m hot on, 
Though I badger you here for a Fleet: 
It’s the experts who’ve put the whole pot on, 
And have left me no means of retreat. 
So I’ve bid the Departments get ready. 
If the F. O. meantime makes no slips, 
In five Mn’: should things keep pretty 
steady, 
You’ll possess your new ‘‘ seventy ships,”’ 


Fire away ! 


(prepare. | So give me the Twenty-one Millions I ask, 
| And I’ll soon accomplish the National task! 


— . 
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Maron 16, 1889.] 


CHorvs (finale), 


Gleefully your Millions voting, 

All your facts and figures noting, 
We will give you what you ask. 

So all Opposition scouting, 

Nothing fearing, nothing doubting, 
Set about your promised task! 


[The Melancholy Demon of Peace-at-Any-Price sinks once more, 
and disappears in the official waste-paper basket, as the Malcon- 
tents cower away in the distance, crouching in threatening atti- 
tudes, while the rest join in a wild dance around the Wizard of 
the Admiralty, who surveys them with a sickly smile of satisfac- 
tion as the Scene closes. 


PAINTER-ETCHERS IN PALL MALL. 


Ir has been said that ‘‘ pleasure is pain in disguise.” If that be the 
, case, possibly pain is but pleasure 
=\\\ masquerading. Any way, painter- 
etchedness, as exemplified by the 
Exhibition now open at the Royal 
Water Colour Society’s Kooms, is 
in all respects likely to produce 
joyous sensations. The Presi- 
dent, Mr. Stymour HADEN, con- 
tributes over 140 examples, and 
| if we see more of his work than 
| anybody else’s, he is doubtless 
' aidin’ the success of the show by 
contributing so largely to the col- 
lection. Most of the exhibitors 
seem to have ‘‘ got the needle,”’ and 
having got it, it is needless to say 
they have used it with point and dexterity. There are over 350 
examples on the walls, and in most of them the lines seem to have 
fallen in pleasant places. Itis strange that in so large an exhibition of 
needlework there is but little that is So-so. 


THE PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE IN A NUTSHELL. 


Our Policy, friends, may be briefly displayed : 

Keep out Foreign Labour, keep in Native Trade! 
Protection’s our ticket, Free Trade is no go; 

We have small faith in Mitt, but we’ve much in Monror. 
Of alien Cadgers we’d make a good clearance ; 

We won’t interfere, and won’t stand interference. 

If ’twixt East and West seaboards we wish for a shorter way, 
Uncle SAM, it is clear, must be boss of the water-way. 

We won’t trust for freedom to Franks ; what Lord Byron meant 
I mean—we will not have ‘‘ hostile environment.” 

We are quite snug at home, and have no need to “‘ collar.” 
But—well, you may just lay your bottomest dollar, 

Our continents Europe must not take a stand in ; : 
We’ll want North and South—by-and-by—to expand in. 
We’ll leave—for the present—the small states their freedom, 
But Europe must kindly ‘‘ hands off” till we need ’em. 
We’ll respect foreign flags, in the spirit and letter, 

If they ’ll respect ours—and, by Jingo, they ’d better ! 

We do not much mind ‘‘ diplomatic adjustment,” 

If we get the pull; if we don’t, there’s a dust meant. 

Our Surplus—well, that need not much rough your hair, if 
We trim things a bit without touching the Tariff. 

That’s sacred, of course. If you don’t make a bother, 

You bet, we shall fix it up, somehow or other. 

Protection we ’ll back without making it bigger, 

If ‘‘ sections’? you’ ll drop, and—make use of the Nigger! 
Civil Service Reform? That, of course; bless you, yes! 

We shall tackle that job, with the usual success, 

Party Service from office a man won't disqualify 

(A principle that which a Cato might mollify), 

But fraud or incompetence winked at by Me? 

Snakes! What do youtake me for? Fiddlededee! 

T’ll do quite as much for Civilian Virtue 

As CLEVELAND—and that, I suspect, will not hurt you. 
That’s all—save the usual rhetorical flourishes. 

Our Big Bird o’ Freedom its noble youth nourishes 
On—whatever comes in his way. While he carries on 

This game, it’s all right with that Fowl—and with Harrison! 


New Crasstrication.—The division of Society into the ‘‘ Classes”’ 
and the ‘‘ Masses,” though popular at present, is vague and inex- 
haustive. Society is really made up of Toilers, Idlers, and Criminals ; 
which may be fitly called, respectively, the Working, Shirking, 
and Lurking Classes. 
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A DOG’S TALE!-THE STORY OF STING ! 


[N.B.—Please to remember the poor Bow-Wows, who are in a sorry plight 
at the Home for Lost and Starving Dogs, at Battersea. ] 


Ax! Sting! my old friend, as you sit by the fire, and gaze so con- 
tentedly into the coals, 

Can I wonder when men have no need of their hearts, why it should 
not be true that some doggies have souls? 

It is folly to say that you never have thought, when you turn from 
your retrospect into the past 

And leaving the vision of what might have been, you rest your dear 
eyes on your mistress at last! 

Ah! many’s the mile, in this weary old world, we have jogged on 
together in sun and in snow, 

There was never a pain at my heart but you felt: there is never a 
day of distress but you know ; 

When joy has been with me you’ve capered at heel, in days less 
distressful, ’neath sunnier skies, 

But the tears that in solitude wetted my cheeks, were mirrored, dear 
Sting, in your faithful old eyes! 


Come, leave that old rug where you’re scorching your nose, and turn 
round and round in your home on my lap, 

And see if we both can reflect and recall how I found out my friend, 
and poor Sting a mishap. [ery touched each sensitive heart. 

I was strolling alone round old Lincoln’s Inn Fields, when a piteous 

Ah! it pierces me now, that sharp anguish of pain, ‘‘ Run over, ‘a 
poor little dog,’ by a cart!” 

And the brute drove away with a laugh and a leer. 
who could help, but a hundred to see. 

So I pushed through the crowd, and your eyes fell on mine, as 
with poor damaged paw you came limping to me! 

To the Hospital straight, with my friend in my arms, who moaned, 
and then licked me in pain and despair ; 

But at night, when I’d done all my work in the wards, my patient 
I found in my Hospital Chair! 


Ah! Sting, you old scamp! Shall I ever forget, when you took to your 
food and were able to play, 

That I found your chair empty! A desolate hearth! for the friend I 
had found—well! had bolted away. 

Then I flung myself down in disconsolatemood—theingratitude yours, 
and the folly all mine, 

But at last from my reverie woke when I heard at my door most 
distinctly—a scratch! then a whine! 

Icould scarcely believe my own eyes !—bless your heart, never tell me 
that dogs’ cannot think—when I saw 

The Dog who was well—with a tear in his eye—was conducting a 
friend who had damaged his paw ! 

Alone he had hunted his playfellow out! Alone he had helped his 
lame friend up the stair, 

And at night, curled together, a paw on each neck, my Sting with 
his Snip were asleep in their chair! 


And now, my old friend, as we doze by the fire, our wandering done, 
we are lonely at last! from both of us, into the past! 

For Snip, who once gambolled around us in youth, has travelled 

When I think of the years that have faded away, I look in your face, 
and I surely see there 

The eyes of a friend who has never proved false, and the sign of the 
love that you meant me to share! 

The dear ones who loved and caressed us are gone; we gave them 
our hearts ; there was nothing to save, 

But the picture of parting that never is lost, and a rest on the hill by 
a desolate grave ! [faithful companions a crumb, 

Let us never forget just a shelter to give, and to throw to your 

Since the fate that denies us the voice of a friend, can comfort our 
hearts with a Love that ts Dumb ! 


There were few 


GOOD WOOD! 


Tat delightful writer on Natural History, the Rev. J. G. Woop, 
died the other day, to the regret of everyone who ever dipped into 
his multitudinous books. Notwithstanding its unfailing industry 
and perennial charm, his prolific pen was unable to make provision 
for his sick widow and her six children. The Vicar of St. Peter’s, 
Kent, where Mr. Woop resided, has made an appeal to the public in 
this case, which he says is ‘‘ very urgent,” as it is surely very 
deserving. If every reader, boy or man, who owes any number of 
happy hours to the author of so many charming works, were moved 
to pay some minute portion of his debt by sending his mite to the 
“©J, G. Woop Fund,” that Fund would speedily become a pretty 
plump one. Jr. Punch gladly announces that the mites in question 
—may they be many!—may be sent direct to the Rev. ALFRED 
WHITEHEAD, Vicarage, St. Peter’s, Kent, or to the ‘'J. G. Woop 
Fund,” Messrs. Hammonp & Co., Bankers, Queen Street, Ramsgate. 
Now, boys! 
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ROUGH SKETCH OF THE OPPOSITION LISTENING TO MR. BALFOUR. 
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A VICAR OF ——? 


Tue Vicar of Great Barling 
Is of bigots quite the darling, 
Denunciation equally applying 
(To his Bishop’s small content) 
Unto dallying with Dissent, 
As to other deadly sins—like theft and lying. 


O Rey. F. A. GAcE, 
You must be a babe o’ grace, 
A (let us hope) anachronistic rarity ! 
One feels, did you begin 
At codifying sin, Atos 
d be— 


Your cardinal transgression wo 


THE USE OF MICE IN POLITICS. 


RipicuLus Mvs, who, according to the old 
fable, once released the lion from a net, may 
yet save the British Lion from the meshes of 
female domination, which some deem to be 
closing on him. A meeting of a Woman’s 
Suffrage League is said to have been hur- 
riedly broken up by the scare created through 
the sudden apparition of ‘‘a little mouse’’! 
Fancy, strong-minded Blue ~Stockingdom 
beaten by the tiny household rodent! The 
ladies were assembled ‘‘to appoint female 
Candidates for Poor Law Guardians.” To 
them in solemn conclave gathered, enter 
one little furry creature with sparkling eyes 
and long tail, and lo! a hasty gathering of 
skirts, and a flurried flight! Would-be 
Women Guardians scattered by ‘‘ the most 
magnanimous mouse.” Fancy a modern 
Mock-Heroic on the ‘‘ Battle ot the Female 
Suffragists and the—Mice!’’ The ‘‘ Rat” has 
long had his place in the Political World. 
Now is the time for the Mouse. The story 
has, of course, been denied, and perhaps is 
too good to be true! 


A Song of Street Barriers. 
Arr—“ The Wolf.” 


[The County Council threatens the existence of 
Street Bars and Gates. ] 


?Tis the County Council’s hour, 

Ducal Landlords harsh and dour. 
(Won’t it make their blue blood creep ?) 
Street-bars shall not longer keep. 
Cabby soon shall freely prowl ; 

(‘‘ Compensation !’? Dukes will howl.) 
Gates and Bars will fly asunder ! 
Won’t the Landlords call it plunder ? 


A Rounnine ACcoUNT WITH THE FRENCH.— 
The seasons of the year do not seem to affect 
the success of the Babes in the Wood, at 
Drury Lane. Ever since Christmas the 
theatre has been crammed daily, and when 
Easter is reached, the house is sure to be 
crowded, or as “‘ our lively neighbours across 
the Channel” would say pacqued. Mean- 
while (they might also remark) the Babes, 
even in Lent, are visited nine times a week 
by the caréme de la créme of Society. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, March 4.—Things delightfully dull to-night 
after fervour of last week. At Question Time Irish Members tried 
to get up little breeze about mysterious movements of Head Con- 
stable Preston. Hanrcourt, incited by previous successes from below 
Gangway, followed on same tack. MatTrHews blundering as usual ; 
but even that didn’t succeed in bringing on a row. 

“Must have a quiet night sometimes,” OLp Moratity pleaded. 
*“ Quiescence plays in daily life the part of nitrate on the exhausted 
soil. It fructifies it; or, as I might say, it makes it fruitful.” 

Some promise of diversion from unexpected quarter. Anonymous 
Gentleman rose from Bench behind Ministers; attempted to counter- 


Militia Oficer. ‘‘ AUGH !—A NEW MAN, AH—’VE YOU BEEN IN ’SERVICE BEFORE?” 
Recruit, ‘* YEs, Srp.” 
Officer. ‘‘ AUGH—WHAT REGIMENT?” 


— se 


SS 
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“THE RESERVE FORCES.” 


Recruit. ‘Mrs. Wiaarns’s CoAcHMAN, Srir!!” 


veil designedly awkward question by Harcourt as to vagaries of 
Lieutenant in Command of Detachment of British Army at Church 
at Clonmel on Sunday. Diligent inquiry made known fact that 
anonymous person was THEOBALD, the Member for Romford. This 
question his maiden speech; evidently Pers with great care. 
But, whether owing to nervousness or bad writing, could not make 
out contents of manuscript. Doggedly stuck at it; forged ahead, 
mixing up alternate lines ; talking about the ‘‘ Commanding Priest” 
and the ‘‘ Reverend Officer.” At last, SPEAKER interfered ; suggested 
notice had better be given of question. THEOBALD, looking up over 
manuscript, affected not to see SPEAKER; stumbled on again; loud 
cries of ‘Order! Order!” SpEAKER and THEOBALD on their legs 
together; THEOBALD only got two more folios to read: might do 
them at a trot. Came another cropper; not quite clear whether the 
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‘d officer,” or whether said officer | good cause. O1p Morarry moves Closure. BrapiaveH votes with 
priest was ‘‘ publicly rebuked by said 0 ; Government. 
ih Eeay bev eee cine with increased sternness. ‘**Ha! ha!” fe ite Bealy regarding Member for 

. “ap eas 1»? roared Irish Members. , Northampton. The time we ee Ww ‘ip 3 
ne a aaa in up over manuscript, looked round} Brother BRADLAUGH, too, w join the 


PAROALD, popping head #g™ sat d his hat. | Gentlemen of England, and go out to dine 
euished expression, and sat down on his hat. | Ge ; 
Be eee a se this Tittle incident, subsided, and talking | with Dukes.”’ 


eas usiness done.—DStill Business done. — Address voted. 
Sad iy tare ees San ah We 
are hleft on top of Parlia- wants to know whether it 1s 

: og OR ee to know ‘all kinds of true that on night of his 
Brine Shout secret interviews between emissaries arrest Dr. ‘TANNER was 
of the Times, and prisoners in cell. Emissaries obliged to sit in.a chair, the 
alleged to be Government officials. Cops_ very Homer SECRETARY his Ss” 
anxious to. know how the Chevalier Le Caron omitted to provide him with 4 
came to be introduced to Mr. Houston ; whether a bed? Irish Members pre- 
an official of Scotland Yard gave the Chevalier a pared to be thrilled with 
number of confidential documents, forming part this fresh enormity. _ But 
of correspondence that had come into ANDERSON’S ety, REDMOND wishes 
possession in his official capacity. MatrHews, e hadn’t spoke. HomE 
assuming early-morning attitude of Sphynx, SEcRETARY tells plain un- 
knows very little about anything. What little he varnished tale. Draws with 
does know, declines to disclose. BALFour equally firm yet sympathetic hand 
reticent. Irish Members pepper away. Harcourt cosy oe of TANNER, 
unable to resist temptation, plunges in, and seated in only armchair 
splashes round. BaLFour and Matruews, stand- possessed by Scotland Yard, 
ing back to back, face the Saws Bene hla eneoaly ea a oy best : 

i early an hour, attacking forces withdraw. with whiskey ad libitum, Aas: A, 
ees oe a in graceful attitude on Bench ; sandwiches ad infinitum, Anxious about Bradlaugh. 
Henry Matruews mops his forehead, and wonders and cigars of the best British make. ors. T. % f 

nsented to be Home The O'Gorman Manon listened with glistening eyes. ‘‘ Begorra! 

meey ce cshonld bayer 08 he says, smacking his lips, ‘‘if that’s the way they’re treated at 
Sa eae moves new writ for Kennington Scotland Yard I’ll get taken up meself. Go and see about it-at 
in place of Gent-Davis, GrntT-Davis person of once,” And he strode forth with his stately gait. 
renown. His history told in two chapters and ee W. Repmonp still takes tragic view of situation. ; 

i . sa Inquiring Cobb. ** Does the Home SrcrEetTary,” he asked, ‘‘ mean to say that cigars 
eight stars; thus: q : : é LO 

CHAPTER I. and sandwiches are a suflicient substitute for a bed ?’ . 

‘“My Right Hon. friend;” 
said Oi1p Moratiry, coming 
to the table, ‘* has asked me to 
answer the question of the Hon. 
Member. As we have all read 
somewhere, the bearing of his 
observation lies in the appli- 
cation of it. Are sandwiches 
and cigarsasuflicientsubstitute 
7, fora bed? he asks. I answer, 
tye, ‘That depends.’ If you have 
Wes a. sufficient quantity of sand- | 
yaij Wiches, and they are spread out 
mes? mattress-fashion, accommoda- 
tion fora night’s repose might 
be obtained. I would point out 
to the Hon. Member that if 
choice is open to him, it would 
be well to select beef as the 
viand, being softer—I may say 
more springy — than hee 
especially ham of American or 
highly-salted brands. The 
cigars, also presupposing that 
they are furnished in suffi- 
cient numbers, would, properly 
_ treated, admirably serve the 
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Mr. Gent-Davis, M.P., brings action against Mfr. Punch. 
* 


* * * * * * * 


CuHaprer II, 
Mr. Gent-Davis, M.P., comes a cropper. No longer M.P.  Evit. 


LOEB RoBeRTsoN makes lively attack on OLD 
, Moratity because he didn’t move expulsion 
of Gent-Davis. Accuses him of displaying 
indifference to the honour of the House, and 
violating one of its best and worthiest tradi- 
tions. OLp Morarity shocked at this lan- 
uage. ‘‘The Hon. Member,’ he says. 
‘asks me why, as Leader of the House, I 
did not, upon publication of Mr. Justice 
Norrn’s strictures upon Mr. Grnt-Davis, 
at once bring the matter under the notice 
of the House. I would reply by putting 
another question. Does the Hon. Member 
for Dundee know why a poker (resting on a 
fender) feels colder than the hearthrug which 
is further off the fire? No? 
(Triumphantly.) Then I will tell 
him. Because the poker is an 
excellent conductor, and draws 3 
heat from our hand much more] fA \ 
rapidly than the woollen hearth- tif . } 
rug, which is a very bad con-| \/ \ A 
ductor; though both, therefore, \ & purpose of a bolster. I have 
Ay? are equally warm, the poker seems S Vw (47 how given the Hon. Gentleman 
oe A to be the colder, That is my = SSS Ssuevery information in my power, 
= answer to the Hon. Member, and and I sincerely trust that he 
a= Iam content after the explana- : will accept the explanation as | 
tion I have given to leave the| Satisfactory, and that we shall be permitted to go forward with the | 
Robertson, M.P. matter in thehandsof the House.” | business of the House. Her Masesry’s Government have nothing 
“Yah! yah! yah!” roared Ropert Fowier. Cheer taken up from | to hide in the matter, their single object being to consult the con- 
all the Ministerial Benches, and SmirH resumed his seat suffused | Venience of the House, and perform their duty to the QuEEN and the 
with consciousness of virtue. Business done.—Debate on Address. peat .’ Loud cheers greeted these few remarks, and the subject 
Wednesday. — A Cony beare-cwm-Cunninghame-Grahame sort of aaa for Huniness donate Groncs . Hauttow | broughemia 
day. CunnincHameE speaking when Debate on Address adjourned ; oC Rae 
at midnight; comes up quite fresh this afternoon, and continues} Friday.—That subtle humorist, Jackson, prepared little surprise 
speech for an hour. Then enter CoNYBEARE, and exit the few for House to-night. Sort of double-cutting joke. Ministers and 
ees dettiay Cray INGet EM ConYBEARE growls and snarls for | Ministerialists thought they were going to have a good grind at 
Working ag and a quarter. Subject, neglected condition of | Supply, already in urgent state. Opposition had noticed Supply 


FENWICK poi \ in fir iti 
gaat full discuss points out that a day has been secured} not put down in first edition of Orders, and assumed it "Supply. 


; ssion of subject on Motion by Broapuurst. A|come on. Notice absolutely necessary to dealing with § 

aprecie- man Se representative of a great constituency, Frn-| Nett consequence was, that it could not be taken, and sitting cheer- 

Wick will have nothing to do with Conybeare-cwm-Cunninghame- | fully wasted. By Ten o'Clock everything wound up, and surprised,. 
at they are wasting time and spoiling | if not delighted Ministers, went home, shoss done.—None,  ~ 


‘Going to see about it.” 


Grahame. Rather hints th 


NOTICE.— Rejecte pe. a i 
Kp XO rae ee eee cette or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
chera’ wiltinie eontion even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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ON COMMISSION. 


Tuesday, March 12th.—Those who had come to see those eminent 
Counsel, Sir Cartes Russetn and Mr. Locxwoop, must have been 
disappointed as neither of my learned.friends put in an appearance, 
during the whole day. However, my learned friends, laughter- 
leading and fiery, were admirably represented by Mr. R. T. Rerp, a 
gentleman of infinite jest and judgment, and consequently the 
appropriate spokesman in Parliament of the rollicking borough of 
Dumfries. The artists of the illustrated papers were also in attend- 
ance, ready to seize upon, for pictorial embellishment, such striking 
incidents as ‘‘Mr. Grorce Lewis drops his eyeglass,” or ‘‘ Mr. 
HARDCASTLE, the accountant, examines the bankers’ pass-book,” or 
to give a carefully-finished sketch (that, if executed, would have a 
distinct historical value) of ‘‘Mr. CUNNINGHAM, the Secretary, 
attentively reads a letter asking for seats.’ By the way, it seems 


Pm tT (Wi if) 
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the Bench. 


a pity that the artists in question do not now and again depict 
subjects a little more sensational. For instance, on this occasion, a 
visitor appeared conspicuously on the Bench, whose identity no one 
could ascertain. It was suggested that he might be a Judge. 

‘Not one of our lot,” said an official of the Court. 

‘‘ Nor an Irish Judge either,”’ returned a gentleman of the Press, 
who, from the purity of his accent, I imagine, must have been an 
Englishman born in Dublin. 

It the Bar for the defence was weak in members, the Zimes was 
exceptionally well ppreented All the leaders were present; and 
it was a touching sight to see Mr. Arrorney offering to assist Sir 
Henry JAMES to examine a Witness. My learned and right hon. 
friend, the Ex-Home Secretary, however, seemed to me a little 
ungrateful when he asked the Senior Law Officer of the Crown to 
elect to keep silence, or to examine the Witness all by himself. The 
feature of the sitting was the committal of this very Witness to gaol 
for contempt of Court. The man was rightly described as 
‘‘insolent’”? by Sir JAMES 
HAnneEN, and richly merited 
his fate. Nothing could 
have been more dignified 
than the bearing of the 
revered President when he 
ordered the fellow to be 
taken ‘‘to prison,’”? which 
sounded (especially as it 
| was followed by the man’s 
‘| immediate removal by a 
4, door under the bench) sake 
a command to ‘‘throw the 
recreant into the deepest 
dungeon beneath the castle’s 
moat.”? During the luncheon 
interval the Court. showed 
their entire confidence in 
the strength and determin- 
- ation of their ever-courteous 
\\ Secretary by leaving the 
\\ "Witness (a person of power- 
ful proportions) in his safe 
custody until their return. 

Ss gee oe vee ‘heli 
: Oo ffanr an elderly official, com- 
Taking a little SOUS pint as he went ‘‘ that 
his was a case of intimidation of the worst sort.”? The fellow’s name 
was Correy—a fact that, I fancy, suggested a thought to Mr. Justice 
Day (a thought that, if it ever existed, however, was never revealed) 
that ‘‘ Correy, in prison, would be suited to a T!” 
Wednesday.—Unquestionably a great day for Ireland. In the 
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first instance my learned and erudite friend, Mr. Murpuy, Q.C., 
had an opportunity of declaring to the world in general, and to Mr. 
ATTORNEY in particular, that the 17th of March was the date of 
the féte of St. Patrick. Encouraged by this valuable assistance, 
to be generous to others, Sir RicHarpD, in his turn, once more 
gave Sir Henry James the benefit of his support and advice, 
when my right hon. friend the ex-Home Secretary had a Witness 
under examination. It is needless to say that Sir Henry made 
suitable acknowledgment of the kindness. The second time “‘ Ould 
Ireland” scored, was when Mr. BieeaR, representing himself (and 
really no better representative could be possibly found for so difficult 
a role) showed how much was lost to the Bar, and even the Bench, 
by the Hon. ‘‘ apparition in person” (if I may use such a term) not: 
having qualified for the Lord High Chancellorship. On two distinct 
occasions, Mr. Biccar was well to the fore, obtaining results 
that must have filled him with (perhaps) surprise, and (no doubt) 
sincere gratification. The rest of the morning was taken up with 
the last of the Zimes Witnesses, tempered with the occasional appear- 
ance of Mr. Soamxs, as a sort of forensic| Chorus, explaining 
everything to everyone’s entire satisfaction. I was glad to see 
during the sitting my ever-courteous friend, Mr. CUNNINGHAM, 
also seizing an opportunity for personal distinction. It having 
become necessary to produce a letter, the Secretary set to work 
to hunt it up, and during the interesting process managed to 
give quite alittle entertainment. Mr. CUNNINGHAM, by his expression, 
(while engaged in the search), contrived to suggest anxiety, doubt, 
sorrow, hope, determination, despair, and ultimately triumph. 
When the letter was at length run to cover (in a portfolio), Mr. 
CUNNINGHAM produced it with the air of a conjuror, who, after 
piquing curiosity by several simulated failures, finally draws from a 
seemingly empty hat an unexpected bundle containing a loaf of 
bread, a wig, a bird-cage, and a pair of infantine leggings. 

It was not until after the midday adjournment that the case of the 
Times concluded. Then it was that Sir CHARLES RussELL (who had 
been away during the morning, leaving my learned friends, Messrs, 
REID ee AsquitH, to represent the accused during his absence), 
rose to put several questions to the Bench. He asked would the 
Commissioners make any interim report. ‘‘No,” courteously ex~- 
plained the President, on behalf of himself and colleagues, ** they 
would not,” on the principle (so I understood), that it is ba in law 
to make two bites at a cherry. Then Sir CuaRLes explained the 
great possibilities of expansion the inquiry possessed. e made a 
calculation, which seemed to suggest that, under certain pleasin 
and favourable circumstances, the Commissioners might be invite 
to sit, ‘‘it might be for years, it might be for ever.’ He assured 
their Lordships that he was well aware that, if necessary, they 
would willingly assent to such an arrangement. No doubt he was 
right in his assumption, but, as a matter of fact, the Commissioners 
gazed into vacancy as they listened to this merited recognition of 
their devotion to duty with a stare painfully eloquent of the 
strongest emotion. My learned friends for the Zimes also looked 


Rather a Black look-out. 
rather black. Then Sir Cuarzxs held out a brighter prospect. If 


they might adjourn until Tuesday fortnight, he fancied that he 
would be able to so arrange the case for ‘‘ what he might term” the 
defence, that a great portion of it might receive development by the 
Easter Vacation. He (with the consent of his learned friends) would 
bethe only Counsel to open the case. He laid a stress upon the 
word ‘* counsel’? no doubt with a view to leaving Mr. BiceaR the 
opportunity of making an oration, the eloquence of which might live 
in the memories of generations yet to come. With a sigh of either 
sorrow or relief (I cannot say which), the Commissioners immediately 


d| assented, and the Court stood adjourned until the 2nd of April—the 


morrow of a festival that to many present had possibly a certain 
weird significance. 

Thus my note ends. Whether I shall reopen it depends upon the 
claims that my clients may advance to my time and attention, as I 
(like the rest of the Bar) have made it a golden rule never to accept 
retainers to be in two or more places at once. 

Pump-handle Court. (Signed) A, Brreriess, JUNIOR. 
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Smudyer (who thought he really would ‘‘ score” with his Landscape this year). ‘‘ Now, WHAT OUGHT I TO GET FOR IT?” 
Art Critic (Candid Friend). ‘‘THREE MONTHS !!” 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
TENTH EVENING. 


‘* Owe evening last year,’ began the Moon, 
‘‘T looked down into a school where they 
were giving away 
the prizes. The 
school staff sat in 
a row on a plat- 
form, and as the 
Head Master read 
out the names, 
one by one, of the 
boys who had ob- 
tained rewards, 
each came up 
blushing to re- 
ceive it from the 
honoured guest 
of the evening, 
\) ye alee stum- 

ling at the top 

N step, and march- 
Sa eae ‘ ing back amidst 
handclapping from his schoolfellows and the 
visitors. At last one boy was called up, and 
the Chairman shook hands with him as usual, 
and presented him with the largest and hand- 
somest prize of all—but, curiously enough, 
no applause followed from his schoolfellows, 
and as he made his way back to his seat 
beside his parents, there was a distinct sound 
of hissing. His father looked indignantly all 
round him through his gold spectacles, and 
his mother patted his hand, an admired the 
binding of the volume, which had the school 
arms on it in gold, but the boy did not seem 
to care to open it, as he sat there with burning 


cheeks, while a little girl, who was in a seat 
some way behind, looked at him with pitying 
and curious eyes. After the prize-givin 
there were performances, and I saw them 
from beginning to end. The boys dressed up 
like real actors, and acted scenes from plays 
in Latin and Greek, at which their parents, 
though they did not understand a single word, 
were thoroughly delighted, for it showed that 
their sons were receiving a really good edu- 
cation and fitting themselves to succeed in 
ife. But the visitors whose sons were not 
acting thought the performance dull. The 
last play was in English, and in this the 
boy who had won the biggest prize took the 
principal part. All the visitors were delighted 
with him, for he looked very handsome and 
gallant in his stage-dress, and spoke his lines 
boldly and clearly; but his school-fellows 
made a point of applauding everybody else, 
and when he was called before the curtain, 
there was hissing to be heard again from the 
back benches. ‘The little girl, who had asked 
her brother the reason of this indness 
was told in a whisper that it was suspected 
in the school that the boy had won his prize 
unfairly, and that was why they were 
hissing. 

‘* When it was all over and the visitors 
were going away, I ee Eee to look down 
on the pla ground, and there, by the fives’ 
courts, still wearing his gay dress, I saw the 
Slee who had been hissed. And the 
ittle girl must have seen him too and managed 
to slip away, for, as-I was looking, she came 
out, looking rather shy and strange, and went 
straight up to him. ‘I just wanted to tell 


[And pulls it all to pieces ! 


bit what those horrid boys say. JZ don’t 
believe you cheated !’ 

‘*But he broke away without a word, 
leaving her standing there puzzled and a 
little offended—for he had cheated, and that 
was the worst of it!” 


“NOW, SIR!” 
WHEN a crass Sir Oracle 
Vents his bumptious Big-Bow- Wow, Sir, 
Everyone his class may tell 
By his frequent use of ‘‘ Now, Sir!” 


When your platform Boanerges 
Rants forth what he calls a ‘‘ rouser,” 
Every pointless ‘‘ point” he urges 
Starts with an emphatic ‘‘ Now, Sir!”’ 


When a fool ‘‘ writes to the Papers,” 
‘toy Anti-Houmsve,” ‘© VINDEX,”’ 
SER’), 
Volubly he struts and vapours, ‘ 
And his ‘‘note”’ ’s the frequent ‘‘ Now, Sir!” 


Was there ever pompous prig 
Swelled a shirt-front, hitched a trouser, 
But conceived it brave and big 
To belard his bosh with ‘‘ Now, Sir!” ? 


Whilst a bumptious bore has breath, 
Vanity finds vent, somehow, Sir, 
And the Noodle’s Shibboleth 
Is the fierce thrasonic ‘‘ Now, Sir!” 


** Tow- 


PLEA FOR PorrricaL OF¥EnpDERS.—High 
Treason being the highest crime known to the 
law, therefore let everybody convicted of it 


you,’ I heard her say to him, ‘ not to mind a! be treated as a First-class Misdemeanant. 
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DUE SOUTH. 


Still at Monte Carlo— After the Battle of Flowers—Return to 
the Casino. 


3 up to me at the table. He isa small man with 
a aig ee nanan and a glittering eye,—strictly speaking, two 
littering eyes. He is building a villa at Monte Carlo— that is, he 
ee oe fo vi is building it with the assist- 
(a \W) MCP SOWM OO 119.9, ance of an architect and 
SST Tan rae 
i \ | i AP ANAT UH eing accustomed to deal, in 
| bs his London house of busi- 

Ay’ ness, with a large number 

MM of employés, to whom his 
» every word is law, and with 
\\). chiefs of various depart- 
\\\\\ ments who do not attempt 
i even to discuss his sugges- 
\ tions, he has acquired the 
habit of excogitating com- 
plicated problems o trade 
Nal): in half a second, seeing all 
eee ree the pros and cons of a scheme 

Messieurs, faites le jeu!” at a glance like a_ First 
Napoleon, and of giving his orders with the same promptitude and 
decision that characterised the commands of the Iron Duke. His 
word, nay, even his opinion, is as the very concentrated essence of 
the spirit of the laws of the Medes and Persians. He stands behind 
me and closely follows the progress of the game. 

_“* Well,” he says in his crisp chirrupy manner, with his head a 
little on one side, addressing me, while fe never takes his eyes off 
the board, ‘‘ Well, what are you doing?” Now at this minute, I 
am hesitating whether I shall put on the six premiers or the sixteen 
en plein. ‘‘No good pone on numbers,” remarks ByYNGLEIGH, 
eurtly ; ‘‘ you won’t do anything at that. Goonred.” But I point 
out to him that on red you can win only the amount you stake. 

i he returns, “if you do that often enough, you’ll make a 
good lot. 

“*No,” I reply, with dogged determination, ‘‘I’vye made up my 
mind to go on the first six.’ 

‘‘T shouldn’t,” he says, decisively. ButIdo. ‘‘ Messieurs, faites 
le jeu! ... Rien ne va plus!” and I’ve lost. 

_‘* Told you so,” says BYNGLEIGH, with a dry laugh, and shrugging 
his shoulders as. much as to say, ‘if you will insist on running 
contrary to my advice, you know what to expect.” 

I quote to him the authority of Smiruson, anold hand. SmrrHson 
I remind him, advised me to put on the first six, the last dozen, an 
zero. ‘‘ Oh, SmrrHson doesn’t know everything,” retorts BYN@LEIGH. 

This I admit is true; but still, having trusted to Smrruson, and 
Smiruson having been right,—and if i had only stuck to what he 
told me, I should have been by now a richer and a gayer man,— 
I am a little hurt to hear Smrruson’s advice so contemptuously 
treated by ByneLEIcH. I can’t help telling him that SmrrHson has 
played here for years over and over again, and that—— 

Here BYNGLEIGH cuts me short by saying authoritatively, 

It’s no use dodging about the table. You put on the red,— 
pot ‘s poe cot pene 

o, | beg his pardon, I will put on the 16 to 21 ‘‘ transversal,” 
and also back the middle dozen. : oe 

_ It turns up “‘ three, red,” which is neither in my transversal nor 
in the middle foc ae lose on ne If I had stuck to my 

six premiers sho ave won five times my stake, an 
lost the middle dozen one. ee 

** But it was red,” says BYNGLEIGEH, persistently. 

Yes, it was; but I shall stick to the numbers. I like transversal. 

t “8 wa HE dedi Pala places Day for which you get, 

ain to him, eight times your stake, and this ti 

on the hear first and the middle dlozen, fue a 

I wouldn’t,” says BynerurcH, shortly. ‘* T should goon the red.” 

I put my five-frane piece on the mudd dozen, then, by an inspi- 
ration, on *‘impar,” and finally I am just saying to the croumer, 
in my sweetest and politest manner,—nay, the words are actually 
ee tip of my tongue—‘‘ Les quatre premiers, s'il vous plait,” 
when BYNGLEIGH jogs my elbow and draws my attention to a large 
amount which somebody is putting on the red, and, by an other- 
wise utterly unaccountable dapsus lingua, I suddenly say, ‘‘ Six 
eres: instead of “* quatre,” and, before I can correct the mistake 

“ 4 mesic words, ° Rien ne va Bile /” are uttered, click goes the 

all, and “Zero” turns up! Zero counts for quatre premiers, but 

Ey ive eee and I’ve lost again ; 

ed’s put in prison,” says Byneteren. I mentally wi 
ison, Byrne : ally wish that 
he was sharing red’s fate, that is while I am playing. % It’ll win, 


you ’ll see,” 
that I feel confident it can’t come off this 


_it has been red so often, 
time. I tell BynernreH it was his fault that I didn’t win just 


pangs of workmen, and from 
| I \ aed ALY a 


a 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


energetically over towards the crow 
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now, because he jogged my elbow, and distracted me just at the 
critical moment. : y ae ae zs 

‘Oh nonsense!” he replies, with an irritating chuckle. You go 
on the red.” eee 

‘‘No, I don’t care about colour. I feel an inspiration to try the 
middle dozen, and impair. It is 16 (red) which is in the first dozen. 
Lost again ! s c 

“You would do it,” says ByNGLEIGH, shrugging his shoulders 
with an air of supreme disgust at my inconceivable obstinacy. ‘‘It’s 
no use your going on numbers. Stick toa colour.” 

‘‘ Which ?”’ I ask, in despair. oe 

‘‘ Ah,” he replies, with another shrug, and a short cynical langh— 
I hate a short cynical laugh—‘‘I hayen’t been watching, but I 
should say black tor choice.” 

Savagely I throw down one piece on black, and another I place en 
transversal 16 to 21, and, just as I am doing it, I feel a strong 
impulse to put it on 13—18. By a sudden impulse, and begging 
somebody’s pardon for rubbing his ear the wrong way as 1 lean 

ter at the end of the table, I 

lace a piece on the last dozen. “* Messieurs! faites le jel sss 

mien ne va plus !””—it will soon be rien ne va plus with me—and— 
click !—up comes 14 red. Lost on all! ; 

“Ah” says BYNG@LEIGH, smiling sardonically, 
have gone on the black.” 2 ; 

‘But you said black,” I retort, annoyed at his perversity. 

‘‘Oh,” he replies, with the same irritating cut-and-dried laugh, 
and the usual shrug, ‘‘ you mustn’t goby me.” ; } 

‘Took here,” I say to him, in a manner which is described in the 
‘‘ business” of an operatic libretto as ‘‘ with concentrated emotion,” 
—‘‘look here, you bring me bad luck. I wish to goodness you’d go 
away.” I feel that this is childish superstition. But, if you begin 
gambling, you’ll find yourself giving in to all sorts of superstitions, 
—and you can’t help it. : 

ByneLeicH shrugs his shoulders again, and saunters off. I remain 
and goon losing. Then I stop playing, just to see if I should have ha 
any luck. I say to myself, ‘‘ This time I should have put a five-frane 
piece on 13 and black.” I stand calmly watching the table. No one 
puts on 13. ‘‘ Messzeurs,”’ oe Somebody suddenly stretches out his 
hand and puts a pile of goldcoins on 13. ‘‘ Rien ne va plus!” 13 by 
Jove!!! Now, that’s worse luck than anything else. I turn away. 
‘“‘ Rien ne va plus!” Lretire into a corner and reckon. Bang has gone 
one hundred and seventy-five franes. ‘‘ Rien ne va plus!” 

It is just on eleven, and I stop at the last table. BYNGLEIGH is 
here. He shows me five pieces he has just won. ‘‘I went only on 
red,” he says, smiling triumphantly. His manner implies that I am 
an idiot for not having done the same ashe has. ‘‘ Now,” he cries, 
‘‘look here!’? and he chuckles in anticipation of good luck, as he 
puts his money on red and even. It turns up black and uneven. 
Bang have gone two out of his five. ‘‘ The black’s turn now,” he 
says, and reaching out his hand deposits his three pieces on black. 
In a second it is raked up and disappears with all the other stakes, 
the croupiers deseend from their perches, the servants are covering | 
up the table, the players are dispersing, and ByNe@LEIGH is left 
grabbing at the cloth, and exclaiming, 

‘‘Here! Hi! Ihadn’t any go for my money!” 

But no one attends to him, the rules are inexorable, and Byne- 
LEIGH has lost all his hard-earned gains, and a trifle more into the 
bargain, . 

_‘*My dear fellow,” I say, not so much to console him as to rebuke 
him for haying previously lectured me on my method of playing, 
and for his irritating style to me in the hour of my adversity, ‘there 
is no rule in this sort of thing. It is all luck.” 

‘* Yes,” he mutters, bitterly, ‘‘ and bad luck too.” . 

_ “Let’s go to ‘Zero’s,’” suggests JOHNNIE SPOFFERD, coming 
in a great-coat and muffler, for it is uncommonly cold. We visit 
‘* Ciro’s ”—popularly known as ‘‘ Zero’s,” which is a small American- 
English drinking-bar, where very soon some fifty persons crowd into 
a small space calculated to accommodate, with careful adjustment, 
about thirty-five. And here we aré, on a balmy moonlight night, 
balmy but freshish, within a stone’s throw of the blue Mediter- 
ranean (which we can’t see), in the land of the Sunny South, 
sitting in a small bar, drinking Scotch whiskey-and-water-hot, 
gin-sling, ‘* John Collins,” stout-and-bitter, all of which beverages 
ou as 1s well known, peculiarly characteristic of the Sunny South 
of Europe. 


‘vou oughtn’t to 


Crop v. Crop. 


A CrusaDE against Rooks? To the songs ere one yields, 
One must see how the whole matter looks, 
By comparing the ‘‘ State of the Crops’’—in the fields, 
‘ ith the ‘* State of the Crops ’”’—in the rooks. 
We thought our black friends deleterious vermin ate. 
Pause ere the poet-loved birds you exterminate ! 
Let us be sure how the rooks fill their craws, 
Nor silence the chorus of caws—without cause. 
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“A PENNY FOR YOUR THOUGHTS.” 


(By a Prejudiced Spectator at Kennington Oval on the occasion of the 
Visit of the American Baseball Team, Monday, March 11, 1889.) 


Humen! ‘* New York Herald” wants to know what we think of 
the sae and sends round cards of inquiry to take our votes, eh? 
Hardly formed an opinion yet, — 
except that it’s a beastly day. 
Wonder how ‘‘ All America” and 
“Chicago” like playing their great 
national game in a fog on a mud- 
swamp. (No, my man, I’li not fill 
up the card yet. Give me time.) 
What a lot of left-handers! Fine- 
built fellows though, and natty dress. 
Look at that broad-shouldered chap 
in spotless—Bang! By Jove whata 
downer! He’s not spotless now either ; 
plastered with Surrey slime from neck 
to ankle. Doesn’t seem to half like 
it. What arethey up to? Look to 
me like a lot of tipsy fellows in a 
fog. Somebody sprawling every half 
minute. Find it difficult to follow 
the game, and as to the scoring— 
well, do they score at all? Br-r-r! 
itiscold! -All out? Why, I hardly 
knew they werein. Score? Nothing? 
And after all that scampering and 
stumbling! Rum game itis 

Ah! that’s a good spank ! First Base Bawl. 
fair hit I’ve seen. ut what a 
skyer! Caught? Why, of course ; dropped into field’s hand as 
easily as an egg into a cup. What are they doing now ? ! 
there’s a swipe! Run, Sir, run !!! Why, he never stirs? Foul 
hit? Oh! hang itall! What with misses, and fouls, and skyers, 
and stumbles, and other mysterious movements I can’t understand, 
they don’t seem to score at all! It may be all very scientific, but we 
‘don’t get no forrader.” Yes, they do catch well, certainly, and 
throw straight, only nothing seems to come of it. 

Pitcher throws as if he were pelting frogs in a pool. As to 
Catcher, he looks a cross between Falstaff’, a fencer, and a Thames 
diver. Game resembles a glorified—and more dangerous—Rounders, 
only nobody has made a ‘‘rounder” yet, as far as I can see. 
Gr-r-r! it’s cold, yes, and ‘‘slow,” distinctly slow! Without the 
prolonged charm of cricket, or the swift, short excitement of foot- 
ball, but with all the tedium of the one, and all the mud-tumbling 
of the other. Will that do for our V. Y. H. friend? Hardly, I fear. 

What, all over? Why, they ’ve done nothing yet. Oh! interval 
of ten minutes, eh? To take breath, and t to the Prince, I 
suppose. Hope H.R.H. enjoys it iside_ the Pavilion. JZ don’t 
outside, ‘* Perfect frost?” ‘‘ Utter fraud?” ‘* Game for kids 
‘ Boshiest business I ever saw?” Well, well, Gentlemen, I won't 
say I don’t agree with you, to a certain extent; but don’t put these 
sentiments down on the NV. Y. H. cards. It might lead to—well, a 
breach of International Amity, eh? 

Out again? Well, let’s hope they ’ll make it a little more lively 
this time. Don’t look as spick-and-span as they did at first. Too 
much Oval mud about them. Why are they always tumbling over 
those indiarubber hot-water cushions—(oh! bases are they ?)—and 
dirtying themselves so dreadfully? Part of the game? Humph! 
Probable, but hardly explanatory. Hooray! First genuine cheer 
of the afternoon. Good hit, that; what, at Cricket, we should call 
a ‘* swipe to the boundary,’’ for—how many, four or six isit? Eh! 
What? Game altogether only five to two? Oh! dash it all, that’s 
too draggy. Worse than Scorron at the wickets. 

Humph! Slow again. And, es Jove, half the Spectators have 
‘¢ mizeled,” like the rain. Think J shall do likewise, for I’m cold as 
ice, can’t see anything but muddle and mist, and don’t feel to care 
much for seeing anything more. Eh? Game’s at an end? Well, 
well—and who’s won? Don’t know? Neither do I—nor care. 
Smart fellows, quick as cats, and straight as catapults. Should think 
they ’d make splendid ‘‘ fields,” rattling ‘*throws in,” and superb 
“catches”—at Cricket. But their skill all seems chucked away at 
this game. ‘‘ More scientific than Cricket??? Bosh! ‘‘ Likely to 
be popular in this country?” Walker! Fancy a grown-up 
Rounders, with few hits and scarcely any score, on eee g Willow 
and Stumps! Don’t understand the game? Well, no, I daresay 
not, and up to now, somehow, I don’t seem to want to. 

Oh! “Chicago” won, did she? Bully for Chicago! No, my 
man. I will no? fill up the NV. Y. H. card, thankye! Never ** down 
upon” a fellow’s wife, children, wine, cigars, country, or favourite 
ame! I love America, but if i gave my true opinion about Base- 
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COMING OF AGE. 


H.R.H. (log.) ‘‘Onty £50,000 HAS BEEN SPENT ON HIS MOST 
LIBERAL EDUCATION, AND NOW THE EXTENT OF HIS ACQUIREMENTS 
IS WORTH DOUBLE THE SUM. GENTLEMEN, Hr’s A W0-0-ONDERFUL 
Boy! You with BE GLAD TO HEAR THAT HIS LITTLE BROTHER, 
WHO IS NOT YET ABLE TO WALK ALONE, WILL BE ABSOLUTELY 
INDEPENDENT oF MastTER CoLonrAL InstTITUTE, AGED TWENTY- 
ONE THIS Day.”—[Vide Speech of H.R.H. the Prince of Wales at the 
Celebration of the Twenty-first Anniversary of Colonial Institute, 
March 13.) 
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A WELL-EARNED TESTIMONIAL. 


Ler every Theatre-goer give a hand, with plenty in it, to Mr. 
Mapprson Morton, author of Box and Cox, and numerous first-rate 
farces. A Committee has been formed for the purpose of getting up 
a testimonial to Joun Mappison Morton. Address ** WALTER 
Amen, Secretary of M. M. Testimonial Fund, Terry’s Theatre, 
105, Strand, W.C.” It is hoped that besides this Sir ARTHUR 
SurntvaN and his co-librettist in Cox and Box will be able to 
arrange a special performance with the assistance of Mr. D’OyLy 
Carre, of this celebrated triumviretta, which would not have existed 
but for Joun Mappison Morton at the Savoy Theatre. By the way, 
Messrs. WARD AND Lock have published a volume of Plays for 
Home Performance, by the Author of ‘‘ Box and Cox,” with a short 

reface by J. M. Morton himself, and an interesting monograph by 
Cinea Scorr. J. M. M. acknowledges his indebtedness to 
‘‘ French Material,” and the Theatrical Bookseller and publisher, of 
89, Strand, would also be willing to acknowledge his indebtedness to 
Mappison Morton for a considerable amount of dramatic work, 
which has contributed to his French material prosperity. 


Vi et Armis. 
A crass social tyranny dominates France, 
’Gainst which Common Sense seems to have scarce a chance. 
Yet would she attain true Civility’s goal, 
She must free her fair hands from ‘‘ the Duel Control.” 


One or Ben Trovato’s.—The other ‘day the ATTORNEY-GENERAL 
wanted to purchase an original engravying—something of WEB- 
STER’s, R.A., LS tere the collector with whom he was dealing 


advised Sir Ricuarp that the only really valuable originals were| game. 3. } 
** proofs before letters.” Mr. ATTORNEY gave up the case, and left| ball it might not be flattering enough to make public for a penny. 
the shop. And now, for a ‘nip!’” 
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TROP DE ZELE. 


Jones (who is canvassing the Borough). ‘‘OH, WHAT A VERY CHARMING Baby! 


Youne CHILDREN. A—HOW OLD Is IT?” 


Elector's Wife (with pride). ‘‘ ONLY JusT FouRTEEN WEEKS, Siz!” 


MR. MIDSHIPMAN UN-EASY; 
Or, Miscuig¥F AFLOAT, 


First Middy. Come along, CHartre! There’s nobody looking. 
Won’t we have a lark with the old Commodore’s Big Gun ? 

Second M. Well—ahem, Ranpom—I—ah—don’t quite know 
(hesitates). 

First M. Don’t. quite know? Then, what are you here for? 
Thought we were in the same boat this time, CHARLIE. You don’t 
mean to say you funk it, after all? 

Second M. Not a bit of it. But what is your little game, 
RanbDom ? 

First M. Our little game, you mean. Why, to spike the 
Commodore’s Big Gun, tobesure. Preposterous old piece of ordnance, 
though the old potterer 7s so fond of it. Yah! | 

Second M. Well, I don’t think very much of it myself, I must 
say. ’Tisn’t the sort of Gun J should like to see run out for action. 
But as to spiking it,—well, don’t you see that’s a strong order, 
Ranpom. Besides, what good will it do? 

First M. (derisively). What good? Well, CHartre, you area 
chap! Thought you had more deyilry in you than that. (Sings.) 


Goosey, goosey, gander ! 

Don’t stay there and ponder, 
You can't be the plucky chap 

Who fought aboard the Condor ! 


Second M. Well, you see, Ranpom, I don’t like the Gun, but I 

on t want to betray the ship or upset the Admiral. 

First M. (sneeringly), Don’t you, now, Master Goodchild? Nor 
yet have a dig at that cocky duffer, Grorate Hamitron, I suppose, 
or a fling at spouty Forwoop, or give ARTHUR Hoop one in the 
wind? Oh, you are a good boy, CHartie! Haven't Grorere and 
the rest of them been putting the kibosh on us for ever so long, 
saying that all was serene with the old Barky, and that we were 
troublesome youngsters, who wanted a good rope’s-ending ? Haven’t 
they smugged up to the Commodore and got us put out in the cold ? 
And now, after stultifying themselves by admitting we were right 


I ‘VE ALWAYS TAKEN SUCH AN INTEREST IN VERY 


Jones, ‘‘ REALLY! A—AND IS IT Your Youn@eEsr?” 


all the time in saying the ship wanted fresh armament, this paltry 
pea-shooter is their Big Gun, the best they can do! Why, CHakiin, 
you can’t have the spirit of a powder-monkey to stand it. __ 

Second M. Well, I must confess it isn’t my idea of a Big Gun! 
But, after all, half a loaf is better than no bread. . 

First M. Bah! Copybook Cant, CHARLIE. You’ve been sitting 
at the feet of OLp Morauiry. Burst up this bad Big’Un, and they Il 
be forced to get a better. 

Second M, And meanwhile ? 

First M. Meanwhile—we shall have a jolly lark, to be sure. Ah, 
CHARLIE, this isn’t the sort of chat you gave us last voyage, when 
GEORGE HaMILrTon sat upon you so cheekily in spite of my backing 
you up. I began a fight with the Big- Wigs two years ago, and I’m 
not going to back down, as you seem inclined to do. 

Georgie-Porgie, RANDom’s fly 

Means to land you one in the eye. 

Guess that when I’ve had my say, 

Georgie-Porgie ’ll run away. 
Hope you won’t do ditto, Master Curtin! 

Second M. No fear! But I’m not going to round on the Admiral 
or betray the ship, Ranpom. That seems your racket, as far as I 
can make out. You’re such a restless kind of a Midshipmite, you 
are. Larks are all very well, but spiking guns and scuttling ships 
go a bit beyond a joke, I should like to see the old ship with a 
better Big Gun; but, till she’s got it, I’m not going to spike this; 
* Z the It seems to me, as the song says, that a true sailor 
should be 


All as one as a part of his ship. 
First M. (impatiently). Bah! You’re not half a chap, Carrie! 
Infirm of purpose, give me the—spikes! 
Imean to have a try, anyhow. So here goes!: 


‘Tue ‘Copper’ Rrya.”’—Sulky Policeman about Charing Cross 
refusing to interfere. [See recent articles on West End after Mid- 
night, and Police Reports, passim.] 
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THE GOVERNMENT BIG GUN. 


Master Granpotpn (Mr. Midshipman un-Easy). ‘‘ WHAT!—NOT SPIKE IT, CHARLIE ?—OH, YOU AIN’T HALF A CHAP!—I’LL HAVE A TRY!!” 


an ne ee 


a erty amnmmemenenanenestendettienatammeeeeaenieehdacenstanaadlenesndipuemmpennenenmpeasnempamansn manasa risen 


et ae, eh 


Marcn 23, 1889.] 


ECHOES OF THE STREET. 


“On afternoons, in London streets, 
The Winner is proclaimed by boys; 
And ev’ry wretched lad one meets, 
Flouts Losers with prodigious noise! ’’ 
The Saladmonger. 


WueEn the day is nigh done, 
And good folks have begun 
To think they will homeward be strolling— 
Comes a voice, does there not ? 
Through cab-clatter, I wot, 
And busses eternally rolling ; 
It is piercing and 
shrill, 
And proclaims with 
a will 
Much comfort for 
toiler and spinner’; 
You know, without 
doubt, 
From the news- 
vendor’s shout, 
That someone 
something ’s 
*¢ Winner ! ” 


or 
a 


Tf times have been 
bad, 
And you’re sulky 
EL? or sad, 
While little enough in your purse is, 
If a victim to fate, 
You can naught contemplate 
But unbroken chains of reverses: 
If you’re feeling put out 
Or you’re threatened with gout, 
(As trying to saint as to sinner), 
You are apt to get riled, 
For it makes you so wild, 
To hear such a shouting of ‘‘ Winner!” 


If you ’ve just had to part 

With the girl of your heart, 
Who better loves some other fella ;” 

If the rain-clouds descend, 

And you find that your friend 
Has taken your silken umbrella ; 

If you hail cabs in vain, 

As you trudge through the rain, 
While late, minutes thirty, for dinner— 

How you’d like then to flay 

Those young imps, by the way, 
Who wildly ejaculate ‘‘ Winner!” 


When, in spite of the cram, 
You ne’er pass your exam., 
When plays you ’ve annexed are detected ; 
When your novel’s a frost, 
Your election is lost ; 
Or your wonderful picture rejected— 
Still each urchin will yowl 
O’er your downfall, and howl— 
Like a fiend o’er your fate he’s a grinner— 
He will gaily rejoice 
At the top of his voice, 
And blithely vociferate, ‘‘ Winner!” 


Tue attempt of his Servian friends to get 
M. Pascurtcu, the celebrated outlaw, whose 
only fitness for the post is supplied by the 


fact that he has been frequently chased across 
country by gendarmes for acts of brigandage, 


appointed 


inister of Commerce and Agri- 
culture, appears, as might have been ex- 
pected, to have created a considerable hitch 
in the recent settlement of affairs at Bel- 
grade. It need hardly be added that the hitch 
in question was supplied in the person of M. 
Pasc- nitcH himself. 


Tue Icke Cannrvat.—According to the 
rather chilly reports we’ve seen, the Ice 
Carnival appears to have started with more 
or less of a frost. Rather a dull affair if 
contrasted with A Nice Carnival. 


RULE, BRITANNIA! 


(New Economic Version. For the use of Cheap 
Patriots and Purblind Party Spouters.) 


Wuen Britain first at Heaven’s command 
Arose from out the azure main, 
This was the charter of our land, 
And guardian Chancellors sang this strain: 
Rule, BrrranniA, BRITANNIA rule the waves— 
Provided always that her cash she saves ! 


Nations not half so rich as thee 
Must pay up sharp, or prostrate fall 
Whilst thou shalt flourish, great and free— 
On blunders big and taxes small! 
Rule, Brrranni, &e. 


Still Mammon-nurtured shalt thou rise, 
Whilst other nations are stone-broke ; 
Absorbed in small economies, | 

Deriding danger as a joke. 
Rule, BriranniA, &e, 


Thee haughty tyrant ne’er shall tame; 
His fleets shall sink, his tars shall drown ; 
Whilst, vowed to the gold-grubbing game, 
Our Crown we risk—to save a crown. 
Rule, Brirannia, &e. 


To thee belongs the God of Gain, 
Commerce’s golden grain thou ’lt reap, 
And thine shall be the subject main— 
If thou canst rule it on the cheap ! 
Rule, BrrrawniA, &e. 


The Muses, mute as a dumb hound 
For thy bare coasts feel scarce a care ; 
Blest Isle, where blundering knaves abound, 
Burst guns, and ships that need repair ! 
Rule, BrrrannIA, Barrannta rule the waves, 
Whilst Factions fight, and the Exchequer 
saves | 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


‘‘Wuat’s the odds so long as you’re 
happy? 


” ig a popular quotation, but, like 
many popular quota- 
tions, its meaning is 
not absolutely clear. 
We would, however 
vary the phrase, an 
say, ‘Take Long 
Odds if you’d wish 
to be happy!”’ Pos- 
sibly, from a sporting 
point of view, this 
may be not altogether 
correct ; but from a 
literary standpoint it 
‘absolute moral.’”? Haw try SMART has 
now contributed over a quarter of a hundred 
stories for the delectation of the reading 
ublic, and this one, his latest, shows no 
ihanation in his power as a novelist. Long 
Odds, though in three volumes, oddly enough, 
never seems long; it is full of dash and 
sparkle, and thoroughly amusing from start 
to finish. 

‘‘ Pickwick and Principle, always be tho- 
rough; Hie thee, boy, hie thee, away to the 
Borough!” So sings Mr. ARTHUR CECIL in 
the Dramatic Cantata at the Comedy Theatre, 
and this might almost be adopted as the motto 
of a most interesting and valuable volume, 
entitled, The Inns of Old Southwark. Both 
Mr. Wititam RENDLE, with his pen, and Mr. 
Puitre Norman, with his pencil, have hied 
them away to the Borough to some purpose, 
and they have always been thorough. No 
pains have been spared to be exact down to 
the most minute details ; and yet the terrible 
statistical dryness which is the characteristic 
of most books treating of antiquarian sub- 
jects, is altogether absent. Mr. RENDLE’S 

owledge of Southwark, like Mr. Weller’s 
acquaintance with London, is ‘‘ extensive and 
peculiar.” He had an intimate knowledge of 


141 


the old Inns in the old days, long before the 
Demon Demolition had commenced what it 
is fashionable to call ‘‘ improvement ;” he has 
an excellent memory; he has an intimate 
knowledge of ‘‘ authorities; ”’ and he is teem- 
ing with lore concerning the old quarter and 
its associations. In his work he has been 
admirably seconded by Mr. Norman, who, 
besides contributing some of the best pictures 
in the volume, has superintended and 
arranged the whole of the illustrations which 
accompany the text. 


THE LAY OF THE LADY CANVASSER. 


A Study in Social Development, 


Wuen lovely Woman stoops to touting 
For Party votes, her pleasant way 

Is different from the male’s mad shouting, 
But still she has her little say. 


She does not stand at 

the street-corner 

And wave her arms 

like semaphores, 

Of ‘‘ chuckers”’ she is 
no suborner ; Hi 

By otherlittletricks G= 

she scores. 


She ‘‘takes a book” gg & 
(and well she .43%a & 
knows it), aw si 

And on her canvas sallies forth ; 

And by St. Jingo how she “‘ goes it” 

From East to West, from South to North! 


Amongst the poorest of the Voters, 
In humblest ‘‘ diggings” she will pop ; 
She shrinks not from the smell of ‘‘ bloaters,”’ 
She shuns not the cheap barber’s shop. 


To her affairs of State are riddles 
Not hers to know or reason well, 

But oh! the awful taradiddles, 
The Lady Canvasser can tell ! 


She tells them with tremendous unction, 
She tells them with a smiling face ; 

You’d think bold lying was the function 
Designed by Nature for her race. 


She fibs not feebly ; no small ‘‘ cracker,” 
No timid trifling with the true. 

She outs with some colossal ‘‘ whacker,”’ 
And sticks to it till all is blue. 


With open mouth the workmen’s spouses 
Listen to ‘‘ proofs”? of GLADSTONE’S crimes; 
The small shopkeeper’s wife she rouses 
With awful tales about the ‘‘ Times.” 


‘¢That rival Candidate,” she gurgles 
Into the Voter’s ready ear, 

‘‘Ts a bad man; ’tis thought he burgles, 
Tis known that he gets drunk—on beer ! 


‘* He beats his wife, he was a waiter, 
He zs an awful atheist, 

To our good QUEEN at heart he’s traitor ! ” 
Such hideous ‘‘ facts’? who could resist ? 


As to insidious suggestions 
Of nameless sins—with such she teems ; 
Her whispered and soul-withering questions 
Haunt honest Voters in their dreams. 


And so, unscrupulous, seductive, 
Our latest Siren proudly floats 

On Party waves, with wiles obstructive 
Of truth, but telling much on—Votes. 


Development? Some social DARWIN 
May show the genesis of her, 

Meanwhile they who would Party war win, 
Can’t slight the Lady Canvasser. 


Morro FoR AN OLD Porr azoutT To PUBLISH. 
—‘‘ See me re-verse !”’ 


ADMITTED BY BOTH PaRtrEs.—The present 
state of Kenningten,—Hope-less. 


ce na A 
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ROUGH SKETCH OF THE CONSERVATIVES BELOW THE GANGWAY. 


Marcu 23, 1889.] 


MORE DISCLAIMERS. 


Mr. Frovupe, having written to a Correspondent to say that 
he had been recently converted to a belief in Home Rule, there 
is no further reason why the following letters from other distin- 
guished writers should not also be made public :— 

Srz,—There is no truth whatever in the report that I have 
determined to ‘‘ give up Science,” and have enrolled myself as a 
Member of the ‘* Salvation Army.” Whilst there are knayves in 
the world, such statements will occasionally be made, and, 
whilst there are fools extant, I suppose I shall be troubled by 
being asked to contradict them. e further reports that you 
mention—to the effect that I am about to publish a book, entitled 
Genesis; an Answer to the Pseudo-scien ea of Arrogant 
Agnostics, that I contemplate entering a Monastery at Jerusalem, 
and that I have adopted a hair-shirt next to the skin, by advice 
of ‘‘General” Boor, are equally silly, and devoid of founda- 
tion. You can make what use you like of this letter. It is the 
last you will get from Yours crustily, T. H-xt-y. 

To P. Pry, Esq., Coventry. 


_ Dear Sin,—I suppose it is the distance from the centres of 
information at which you reside that causes you to be so 
strangely ignorant of my opinions on Home Rule and the 
Parnell Commission. You may certainly contradict the rumour 
which you say you have heard, that 1 am writing a magazine 
article in defence of the Ministry, and of Sir RicHsarD WEBSTER 
in particular; also that I am about to stand for Parliament in 
the Conservative interest, and as an ‘‘ out-and-out supporter of 
the Unionist Government.” It is true that my services to the 
Gladstonian party—of which you seem curiously unaware— 
fully entitle me to election by some enlightened constituency ; 
but at present, and until that constituency turns up, I must 
content myself with newspaper Philippics. 
ours positively, FREDERIC H-RR-S-N, 


P.S.—Be careful about the spelling of ‘‘ FrEpERIC,” if you 
have this letter printed. The last time that I saw a K added 
to my Christian name I remained senseless for five hours. 

S. MacpHerson, Esq., The Hermitage, Mull. 


Srr,—The shortest way of answering your silly letter is to 
contradict each statement seriatim. I have not ‘‘in a fit of 
tardy repentance ordered my booksellers to destroy all the his- 
torical works I have ever written.” I have not given up 
‘* History,’”’ nor do I intend ‘‘ devoting myself in future to the 
production of cheap sensational fiction.”? I have not altered 
all my opinions as to the unspeakable nature of Turks owing 
to the decoration of the Third Order of the Medjidié having 
been conferred upon me. I have not been insulted by being 
offered any such decoration, Yours categorically, 

CoLE NrieH Hatcu, Esa. . A. FR-M-N, 
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THE FINE 


OLD SPIRIT. 


‘*BuT IF YOU REALLY THINK JONES HAS INJURED: YOU, MY DEAR 
FELLOW, WHY NOT CONSULT SOME CLEVER LAWYER?” 


‘¢‘ LAWYER, INDEED! WITH MEN OF MY STAMP, THE ONLY POSSIBLE 
REPLY TO A MAN OF JONES'S, IS THE HORSEWHIP, SINCE IT CAN NO 
LONGER BE THE Sworp!/” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, March 11.—StannoreE made state- 
stimates. Able, clear, and succinct; | t 


ment on introducing Army 
most cheering account all round; we’ve got the 
men, we’ve got the guns, only want the money too. 
A trifle over half a million in advance on last year’s 
estimates was what STANHOPE asked for, a mere 
nothing compared with state of perfection to which 
Army being miraculously brought. 

** Not very well up in Army matters,’’ said Sir 
W. Lawson, ‘‘ but confess this puzzles me. Only 
other day we heard from the Colonels that we 
couldn’t put an Army Corps in field under a month, 
that our forts were ill-manned, badly gunned, 
things generally gone to the dogs. ow STAN- 
HOPE makes out that we’re invulnerable and UF 
irresistible. Like to hear Our Only General on the (WY 
subject.” oy : 

GRANDOLPH sitting in corner seat worrying his 
moustache. Sat there in same attitude last Thurs- 
day when GroreE Hamitton brought in aio 
Estimates. When he’d finished, jumped up an 
demolished him. ay thus finished off First 
Lord of the Admiralty, how would he deal with 
Secretary of State for War? Oxp Moratiry, 
neryously rubbing his hands, turned from time to 


e 


thirsting for Lord GEor¢r Hamizton’s blood, rudely brushed Joachim 
aside in springing on him. 

But GRANDOLPH a great Parliamentary artist. Knows nothing so 
depressing as monotony. If he had not smitten Hammon hip and 
high on Thursday, he might, to-night, have torn STANHOPE to 
tatters. Having appeared with success in one character on Thurs- 
day, judged it best to select another for Monday. Accordingly, 
bespattered SranHOPE with praise. Declared he had never lis- 
tened to a statement of the kind with more satisfaction ; resumed 
seat amid murmur of grateful applause from Treasury 
Bench ; whilst Opposition smiled a knowing smile. 

Business done.—Army Estimates. 

Tuesday.—Morning Sitting to discuss Army Estimates. 

Wes! Proposition being nothing more important than to vote 

WU £5, 400,000 in shape of Army wage, attendance strictly 

AS limited. Noone anything particular to say, except, per- 
Ss \ \\ haps, Picton and CrEMER. These high military authorities 
—— Ss having gone into the matter, come to conclusion that 
STANHOPE’s proposals are quite unnecessary. So far from 
increasing Army forces, Prcron would decrease number 
of men; moved Amendment to that effect; Cremer of 
same opinion, STanHoPE, having also gone into matter, 
stood by his propositions, and military men taking 
jee in Debate cruelly ignored Amendment before 

ommittee. 

Whilst Picton speaking, Colonel Hueuss, of 
Woolwich, performed original and striking strategic 
movement. Picton talking disrespectfully of im- 


time and furtively regarded countenance of his “ata the make of guns when the Woolwich 
young old friend. nfant appeared in doorway, which he temporarily 
‘‘ What do you think?’ he whispered to Gos- Z \ blocked; moving slowly down floor he got into 
cHEN, ‘‘Is the Young Min friendly ?” -—2 I> yp on eminence facing enemy. Could have 
** Probably not,” said Joacuim, with vivid recol- a ; lown ’em all clean away if he could only have 
lection of Thursday night when GRaNnDoLPH, The Woolwich Infant. gone off. But the SpraxeEr, probably fearing con- 


ee ae Se 


: iti demon- 
withheld match, and Opposition escaped. But 
stration equally effective and weighty. °‘A twenty hee 
at least,” said Durr, admiringly gazing over bulging eee Gloaa “ 
the voiceless Infant. Vote for men carried only after Closure. 
Oxy Morarity quite apologetic In moving it. ‘‘I am ty, er the 
necessity,” he said, ‘‘ of moving that the Question be now put. ‘ 

ery different from old times, when he used to be always on the 
>, This carried vote for men; but SrANHOPE wanted money 
heaaea iS too, and urged that the few moments 
aS remaining might be utilised for passing 
‘ vote. This was enticing opportunity 
for CursE OF CAMBORNE to rise. 
Thrust hands deep in trousers’ pockets, 
as he has seen corner men do, and, 
scowling darkly around, began speech 
calculated to occupy rest of sitting, and 
leave Government moneyless. But this 
was only ConyBEARE’s fun; didn’t 
reallymeanto do anything, but couldn’t 
resist’ opportunity of remarking that 
‘*the Government is a discredited and 
disgraced faction, who know that they 
appear in the face of public opinion 
with a halter round their necks.’ 

LECHMERE, who had first place at 
evening sitting for a motion with re- 
spect to public hangman, showed dis- 
position to regard this as personal ques- 
tion. But he was kept out of the fray, 
and vote agreed to. 

Business done.—V otes in Supply. 

Wednesday.—Missed JosEPH GILLIS 
a good deal this Session. Like distin- 
guished countryman, JosrePH GILLIS 
gannot be in two places at the same 
time—unless he were a bird. A very 
shrewd sly old bird is Jozy B., dev’lish 
sly. Dropped in this afternoon on his 


sequences, 


“Off with the Hostile Captain’s 
Head! ”’ 


olitiés” is at bottom of all the bother kicked up about treatment of 

’BRIEN in prison. Heard with approval Joun Mor.ey’s brief and 
trenchant reply. Went out to Division, but did not follow the giddy 
throng who thereafter hastened home. JosEpH GILLIS resumed his 
seat, leaned his expressive head on his generously open palm; his 
two eyes twinkled ike stars as he watched Orp Moratiry acking 
tip his copybook headings, getting ready to trot off with all the eager 

POD delightofaschoolboy. Sixo’clock 
closeathand; nothing more could 
possibly be added to thecares and 
worries of the day; House almost 
empty ; hand of clock approach- 
ing six, when Adjournment must 
necessarily take place; pleased 
expression on OLp Moratiry’s 
face grew in quiet intensity ; 
SPEAKER, with eye on clock just 
rising to declare House ad- 
journed ; half a minute to six ; 
and behold! JosEpH GILLIS on 
his feet, with right arm out- 
stretched signalling the SPEAKER 
~~ to resume the Chair. Through 

AE. the quietened House rang the 
# familiar voice: ‘‘ Mr. SPEAKER, 
y © Sir, I wish to ask the Right Hon. 
Gentleman, the First Lord of the 
Treasury, if he will cause Messrs. 
W.H. Smita & Co. to be pro- 
secuted for selling libels ? ” 

The Spraker: ‘‘ The question 
is that the House do now ad- 
journ.” That was his remark, 
not at first sight @ propos, 
but quite effective. Remaining 
Members trooped out ; JosEpH 

Liverpool. GILLIs radiant with delight, OLD 
MorAtity an older and a sadder man. Business done.—Prisoners 

(Ireland) Bill thrown out by 259 votes against 193. 

Thursday.—In Committee all night on Naval Estimates. CHARLIE 
BERESFORD a good deal to the fore. Incidentally defines a naval 
engagement. “*One of the principal objects in war,” he says, ‘is 
to knock the hostile Captain’s head off.” This way of putting it 
greatly Inspires Committee. Proceeded with celerity to vote 
£3,201,700, wages of men and officers; and a trifle of £1,061,000 for 
clothing and victualling. ‘‘ There,” says WHITELY, smiling his 
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Smile and smile to be a Member for 


(> NOTIcE.—Kejected Communications or Contributions, 
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: way home from Probate Court. Smiled | ° 
grimly at Batrour and his declaration that ‘‘ not humanity, but | - 


spurred them on to greater efforts. 
rooms is that they are light, spacious, and airy, that there are 
comfortable seats, and that every picture is hung where it can be 
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smile, clasping his knees with his hands, ‘‘ they ought to knock a 
good many hostile Captains’ heads off for that.” 
Joun Lussock perambulating House in search of GoscHEN, who 
keeps out of way. Wants to get definite pledge from him that he 
means to deal in his Budget with the question of light sovereigns, 
‘‘ Why should we be behind a wretched little country like Servia ? 
says honest Joun. ‘‘ What do they do when they get a light 
Sovereign? Why, they change him; and that’s what I want GoscHEN 
to do with our light sovereigns.’ Business done.—Army Estimates. 

Friday.—After dramatic disappearance of Dr, TANNER, a fort- 
night ago, and subsequent references to his sandwiches and cigars at 
Scotland Yard, general impression been that he was comfortably in 
prison. But the ways of Irish prisons past finding out. TANNER 
turned up to-night in ordinary dress; no signs of manacles about 
him ; hair cropped short, it is true, but that was matter of precau- 
tion voluntarily taken when crisis seemed imminent. 

‘‘T won’t,”? said the Doctor, when prison-gates loomed close at 
hand, ‘‘ leave BALFouR an eighth of an inch of hair.” Nor did he. 
Personal appearance, for some days before final retirement, sugges- 
tive of having had his head scalded. But the prison barber cer- 
tainly circumvented. Buzzing about to-night with gigantic green 
rosette in button-hole. As House adjourns, wants to know from 
CHANCELLOR of the ExcHEQuEeR whether vs intelligence has been 
received respecting Kennington Election? GoscHENn stares grimly 
straight before him, and House adjourned. Business done.—None. 


““SPRING’S DELIGHTS.” 


‘* Sprine’s delights are now returning ’’—and though they return 
somewhat slowly, as far as genial weather, flowers, early vegetables, 
and sunlight are concerned, they return with unusual vigour at the 
Royal Institute of Painters 
in Watercolours in Picca- 
dilly. Though we are still 
\) wandering about in fur 
coats, though umbrellas 
cannot be dispensed with, 
\\'| and though spring blossoms 
are scarce and weak, we find 
- spring - pictures at these 
pleasant galleries uncom- 
monly numerous and un- 
_ usually strong. Sir JamEs 

Linton and his merry men 
seem to have waterproof 
constitutions and mackin- 
toshed minds, and are quite 
indifferent to any meteoro- 
logical influences. The 
Bre eos climate and the 

ideous dark days we have 
experienced for so many 
weeks past seem to only 
have exhilarated them and 
The great charm of these 


| Wii | 


Artful Dodger among the Pictures, 


seen. At some shows we are grateful for the ‘‘skying” of 


pictures. At the Institute we should not be, for there are very few 
bad pictures in the collection. Among the notable contributions may 
be mentioned those by the President. Messrs. KzELEY HALSWELLE, 


Wvritrz, W. L. Tomas, SEVERN, ORRocK, 
May, C. J. Lewis, YEenD Kine, Epwin Hayes, CHARLES CATTER- 
MOLE, CHARLES GREEN, Dotiman, Carriert, J. A. FrrzGERAzp, 
TowNLEY GREEN, Gorpon Brownz, J. Nasu, Hospen, KILBURNE, 
Pynr, HATHERELL, WARDLE, CaRLTON SmirH, W. Lanezy, F. M. 
Kyans, Hast, AUMONIER, STANILAND, and E.J.Greraory. There are 
over eight hundred contributions, and the show is one of the best the 
Institute has collected since they have been at their present gallery. 
Spring’s delights also return in considerable force and variety at 
the French Gallery. Mr. Wattis has reared a very attractive col- 
lection of exotics in his pleasant conservatory at Pall-Mall. Though 
the collection is not large, it is choice, and the eye does not become 
weary, or the brain fatigued. Here one can emulate Mrs. Blimber, 
and become a bee, and sip sweets pictorial, as she desired to have a 
tasting order amid authors classical. We can improve each shining 
hour, and flit from Murtssonrer to HoLMBERG, and from HOLMBERG 
to HerrNER with huge content. "We can_gather artistic honey all 
the day, if we are so minded, from JosEF IsRAEts, Fret, Porrzer- 
BERGER, ADAN, DE Haas, Dr Munxacsy, Krimer, Movutryet, Von 
SPANYI, OEHMICHEN, WAHLBERG, BERTRAND, Corot, Munrue, 
DuvERGER, Avaustr BonHEuR, BENLEUIRE, and Mrs. BENHAM 
Hay. A pleasant pictorial banquet, well ordered, and excellently 
served, which is not likely to interfere with the most critical of 
digestions. THE Art-FuL DopeER. 


whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 


in nO case be returned, not even when accompanied by @ Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 


there will be no exception. 
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NOTES ON THE PLAY. 
A Letter about ‘‘ The. Weaker Sex,” 
My Own DEAREST ANGELINA, 

As you begged me to see Mr. and Mrs. KENDAL in the new 
drama at the Court Theatre, so that I might tell you all about it, I 
outraged my feelings by going to the play without you and accom- 
- panying JACK CHAPPUIS 
4 instead. Need I say that 
you were never absent from 
my thoughts for a moment, 
and that I did not enjoy 
my dinner at the Epicurean 
Club in the least? How 
can I care for anything 
when eu are away from 
me? However, as the piece 
did not begin until 8°30, 
Jack and I had plenty of 
time for a smoke, a cup of 
coffee, and a Kiimmel be- 
fore attending the perform- 
= ances. The Weaker Sex is 
1S ie i by Mr. Pryero, the clever 
i is of ane mud two of they.” author of Sweet Lavender, 
and many excellent plays. 
For the old Court Theatre he wrote The Magistrate, aaa two 
other capital three-act farces which made the fortunes of the 
then lessees. As Mr. and Mrs. Krnpat are playing in it, I need 
scarcely say that The Weaker Sex is not a three-act farce, 
although I haye geen those admirable artists at their very best in 
such pieces as 4 Scrap of Paper and the Queen’s Shilling. But, 
as Mr. and Mrs. Kenpat, I regret to add, are shortly to leave 
us for America, of course it was only appropriate that they should 
bid us adieu in something sad, and The Weaker Sex is sad indeed. 
The story can be told in a very few words. Rather a feeble person 
is jilted by Mary (subsequently Lady Vivash), goes to America, 
turns poet, changes his name, and comes back to England engaged 
to Rhoda, Mary’s daughter. But Mary has never forgotten him, 
and tells him so. Then the rather feeble person who loves Rhoda 
better than Mary, and his own comfort more than either, goes back 
to America, and the Curtain falls upon his never-to-be wife and his 


SS 


SS 
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“How happy could I be with 


found-to-be-impossible mother-in-law weeping in one another’s 
arms. I believe when the piece was played in the Provinces, the 
rather feeble person (who must have been weak indeed to have pre- 
ferred the daughter to the mother), married Rhoda and Mary paired 
off with someone else. The new ending reminded me strongly of a 
pathetic little one-act drama, in which the Kenpats made their mark 
at the Haymarket many years ago called Faded Flowers, wherein 
the hero, finding his lost love married to his dearest friend, although 
still attached to himself, nobly effaced himself by accepting expatri- 
ation for ever. How good Mr. Kennan wasin Faded Flowers! And 
how good Mrs. Kenna is in The Weaker Sex! In fact, without her 
never-to-be-sufficiently appreciated assistance, I question whether 
the piece would have been successful. She could not possibly have 
been better, and yet, somehow, her superb acting did not. bring tears 
to my eyes. This was not the fault of the actress, but the play, which 
when all is said and done, is not a pleasant one. Much as I like your 
revered Mother (to whom kindly remember me), should anythi 
happen to you, I do not think it would be your latest wish that 
should lead her to the altar, and sorry as I felt for Mary and Rhoda, 
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entire existence in making melancholy trips to America, there was 
something so essentially comic in the situation, that for the life of me 
I could not ery. . This was a great disappointment, as I like to be 
touched. Jack CHappurs was equally indifferent, but then he is not 
in the least intellectual, and yawns at everything except a Gaiety 
burlesque. In real life I fancy Mary would have boxed Rhoda’s 
ears soundly, and sent her back to school for another twelve months. 


Isp JAMES'S'HALL, 
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NN 
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‘< We should know one another.”’ 


For the rest, the satire upon Woman’s Rights (which more or less 
made up the remainder of the piece), although fairly amusing, did 
not strike me as particularly novel. 

And now, darling, I must say good-bye. 


Your ever loving, EDWIN. 


“DUX FCIMINA FACTI.” 
By a Rabid Anti- Woman’s-Rightist. 


Wuutst male Voters only, Rads or Tories, 
Have the vote will the Election-Rough rage, 
There is one thing that ‘‘ emollit mores,” 
’Tis—so we are told—the Female Suffrage. 
‘“* Oherchez la femme,” an old sagacious quip is, 
She’s at the bottom of War, Madness, Murder. 
Will politics be purged by the Xantippes 
From wrath and rancour? What could be absurder? 
As well, when rival roosters will not cease 
Their war, drive Partlet in—to keep the peace! 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Gxettinc a Goop View oF THE UNIveERsITy Boat-Race.—Your 
idea of hiring a couple of coal-barges, putting a brass band on board, 
asking your two hundred friends, and 
tacking them on to half-a-dozen 
steam Tanna and then proceeding 
to view the race by leading the van, \.).({ 
and going over the course in front of \\iINYS 
the contending crews, strikes us asa | . 
happy idea full of novelty, and only 
requiring, a8 you say, a little deter- 
mination and energy to enable you 
successfully to carry it out. You 
ought certainly by this means to : 
manage to get a capital view of the race; though, of course,"as you 
suggest, if you cannot keep up the pace, and happen to get in the 
way, it may be rather embarrassing to the competitors, and may 
possibly involve you in some disagreeables. No, we would not advise 
you to take the River Police into your confidence. Take care to be 
early on the scene—say, at about 3 A.M., and take up your position— 
and stick to it. We shall be glad to hear how you have got on. 


Back Again. 


OnE note of music sound we, énter alza, 

A note of joyful welcome to 

Composer Frepertck CowEN, who 
Returns, a conquering hero, from Australia. 


Goop Omen.—Mr. Joun Hare’s new Theatre will not be opened 
in March. The proverbial association, therefore, of “‘ March” and 
“Hare” will not be realised in this instance. 


—~ 


aud even the rather feeble person, who seemed to be passing his! Mr. Mansrrern’s “* RicHARD THE Trirp.’—A thorough Cibberite. 


VoL, XCVI. (9) 


146 


[Maron 30, 1889. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE ELEPHANT AND THE EEL. 
A Ballad of an Unequal Battle (with Apologies to Benny the Bo'scn.) 
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There likeways was a Eel, 
Brave boys! 
and slippery, and slim. 


Well, he” (Mr. BALFour) ‘‘is rathera slippery 
eae He is like aneel. If you want to get 
old of him. you must have sand upon your hand.” i 
—Sir W. Harcourt at the Lambeth Baths. 2a On 
Are the things to writhe and wriggle 
But there’s none of ’em can twisticate 
him, 
Brave boys! 


THERE was a Elephant, 
Brave boys! 
And a lumbersome brute we he ; 
With tusks andatrunk 
Calculated for to funk, 
The pluckiest most skilful Shi-ka-ree, 
rave boys ! 


The pluckiest most skilful Shi-ka-ree / 


Now that lollopping Elephant, 
Brave boys! 


or which you “‘sniggle’’) 
like 


There ’s none of ’em can twisticate like him / 


———. 
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That Eel was werry anxious for to cotch, 
With a view to his spatchcocking _ 
(Which in course was werry shocking), 
So that Elephant was always on the watch, 
Brave boys! 
That Elephant was always on the watch! 
But that limber Eel, he likeways had a heye, 
Brave boys! 
And that heye was fixed upon the Elephant. 
Says the Elephant, says he, 
3 sé will cotch you, as you ’ll see!” 
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DrEaR Mr. Ponca, 


which perhaps might, without 
of Man,” considering that none 
use such conveyances. 


reforms in them 
**Smoking Busses.” Sorely needed! 
recalls to my mind 
the other. I myself 
by the elbows of other passengers ; 


By some mysterious law of N ature, 


The: result naturally is, 


adipose tissue on our laps. 


their vehicles, 
ste 
cially she) scaled over a certain 
duty of the Conductor to inform him (or her), 


whatever other excuse for non-adm 
city might suggest. Then there 
constructed to meet these painful 
hin person might intrude. 


‘* Abandon fat, 
I have a 
above will be as much as 


ye who enter here!” 


devotedly, 
WHEN the Chevalier, 


failed ; but, at t 


The Eel he wunk, and arnsered, ‘‘ Yah! you 
can’t,” 
Brave boys! 
That Eel he wunk, and arnsered, ‘‘ Yah! you 
can't!” 


The hefforts of the Elephant were huge, 
Brave boys! 
But they didn’t, somehow, seem for to avail. 
He trumpeted and snorted, 
And he elas and cavorted ; 
But he couldn’t hold that wriggler, head or 


tail, 
Brave boys! 
He couldn’t hold that wriggler, head or tail ! 


For he sinuously slithered, slopped and 
slipped, 
Brave boys! 
Till the Elephant almost began to feel, 
That although the Elephant 
Is a ponderous giant, 
He is scarce the sort of brute to cotch a Eel, 
Brave boys! 
He is scarce the sort of brute to cotch a Eel! 


rave boys! 

“T have got a ticklish task upon my hand ; 

But howe’er he twist and squirm ” 

(Says that ponderous Pa-chy-derm), 
“TI shall cotch the wriggler yet—dy means of 

sand,” 
Brave boys! 

“You cannot hold a Eel, except with sand!” 


THE FAT OF THE LAND. 


I skx that an effort has been made by some misguided 
persons to establish a service of ‘‘ Smoking Omnibuses”’ in London, 
impropriety, be called the ‘‘ Service 

but members of the male sex would 
( Now, as I habitually ride in these cumbrous 
but still undoubtedly useful vehicles, I should like to suggest various 
which are sorely needed, which is not the case with 
Ah! Sir, that expression 
recall many a dreadful experience of an omnibus 
interior, when there have been six on one side and half-a-dozen on 
on such occasions have been ‘‘ sorely kneaded”? 
i ppen to be thin, and, 
perhaps, I feel the grievance (and the elbows) more on that account. 
! which no philosopher has yet 
explained, the persons who use omnibuses at a time of day when 
they are likely to be crowded are always stout. What is the result ? 
2 that an annexation of space rightfully 
belonging to us thin passengers follows ; these elephantine individuals 
either ‘‘push us from our seats,” or deposit 


I ha 


To remedy this all that is required is for the Omnibus Companies 
to erect a neat and compact weighing-machine at the entrance to 
7 so that the moment a passenger puts his foot on the 
his correct weight would be registered on a dial. 
number of stones, it would be the 
as politely as he could, 
that the conveyance was already “full inside,” or that it had a case 
of measles in it, or that its journey ended at the next street—or 
ission his ingenuity and menda-. 
might be special roomy omnibuses 
cases of corpulence, into which no 
t - But, for the convenience 
I would really at that the motto for ordinary busses should be, 


good many other reforms to mention, 
) your readers can digest at one sitting, so I 
will for the present subscribe myself, dear Mr. Punch, 


Sir Vernon Harcourt, rode full tilt at the 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL, he aimed a blow at him which was intended to 
cut down his opponent’s salary. Fortunately for Sir RIcHARD, it 
e moment, there was a thrill of excitement in the 


Then that Elephant he ups and says, says he, 
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emselves and their 


he (or espe- 


of the public, 


but perhaps the 


as yours 
EigHt-SToneE-Srx, 


THE 


So a basket of fine silver sand he gets, 
Brave boys! 
With a view to cotch that slithery Silver Eel. 
Toes and trunk he then dips in it, 
And, says he, ‘‘ In half a minute 
**T shall aye a Mister Eel; how do you 
ee 


Brave boys! 
“TI shall have you, Mister Kel; how do you} 
feel?” 


Then he blusters, and he flusters, and he 
pounds, 
Brave boys! 
Like a Mastodon a-dancing of a reel. 
But, in spite of grab and clutch, 
He finds he can’t do much, 
With his Elephantine toes against a Eel, 
Brave boys! 
With his Elephantine toes against a Eel! 
A quick grab! a slick grab!! He’s ours!!! 
Brave boys! 
When—fwish © The thing ’s like lubricated 
steel ! 
No sport could well be grander 
(To a cynical by-stander), 
But—he hasn’t cotched that Eel, 


Brave boys! 
No, he hasn’t yet cotched that Eel ! 


A SHOW THAT APPEALS TO THE UNDER- | 
STANDING. — The forthcoming Exhibition of | 
Boots and Shoes, 
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LOVE OF NATURE. 
First Chappie. ‘‘ LOVELY PLACE, MonTE CARLO, ISN’T IT? SvucuH | 
BEAUTIFUL SCENERY !” 
Second Chappie. ‘‘ BEAUTIFUL !—SUCH SPLENDID AIR, TOO !” 


First Chappie. ‘‘ SPLENDID !—A ”—(pause)—“‘ LET ’8 GO INTO THE 
Ladies’ Gallery—the fans were agitated ; and yet, in the absence of | Casrno !” 
Sir Cares, there wasn’t a rustle to be heard in the House. 


[Zxeunt to the tables, where they remain for the rest of the day. 


By a Sleepy Sufferer. 


SenpD not thy song before dawn to me, 
Rousing my soul from sweet sleep ; 

Bringing the shuddering yawn to me, 
Making my tympanum creep. 

In morn’s dim somnolent error 

Giving me twitchings of terror, 


A SONG BEFORE SUNRISE. 
Raucous asthmatical Sw-z-z-EP ! 


agree with her. It tickles her throat, and 
she doesn’t like a tickling in her throat. So 
she is going to Bath, where, ‘‘I am informed,” 
she observes, ‘‘ there is so much humility in | 
the atmosphere.” 


Mrs. Ram says that a dry air does not 


‘In a Pickwickian Sense.”? 


Mr. Brapiaved thinks that Jor 
Is too egotistic (Oh !) 

For a funny reason. yi 

JOE says ‘‘ we”’ instead of ‘‘ I.” 

I is Ego, BRADLAUGH dear, 

So you can’t be right, that’s clear, 
JOSEPH, who’s-an artful feller, 
Takes a tip from Mr. Weller. 

He means ‘‘I,” but, don't you see ? 
Simply spells it with a We! 


Why? 


Morro For An(EX) M. B. W. Brack-MAILeER, 


—‘* Give me neither poverty nor Ritchies '” 


MRE ENS 
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DUE SOUTH. 
Last few Days at Monte Carle. 
THE winning of one aye are oe snes existence. 
i rs it. Such is life at Monte Varlo. 4 
Pons saa batten pt.—At first table on the left. “* Good, business,” 
says Tom Wuurrtrr, showing me a handful of notes, “just Pla 
Pires coups. ‘Two thewaid Sater Not pad Lg five minutes, e 

+s id you goon inquire, earn . i 

$8 | Seam es dieon® First dozen, then middle dozen. Middle 
dozen,” he adds, ‘‘ was first-rate,” which sounds as if he were talking 
of oysters. And os he goes, the lucky chap, nodding airily to me, 

d ‘* chortling in his joy. 
ov Think Tl ae the a Peddig dozen.” Difficult to find a pa so 

crowded. I notice several people 
here, whom I had always under- 
stood, were ‘‘anything but well- 
off,” playing with piles of notes 
and heaps of gold. How do they 
do it ? 

**Oh,” JoHNNIE SPOFFERD ex- 
lains, ‘‘they’re playing with the 
ank’s money.” Yes, but how did 

they get the Bank’s money? J 
can’t. On the contrary, the Bank 
\ gets mine. 

Squeezing myself in close to a 
croupier, 1 present him with two 
five-frane pieces, and request him 
in the sweetest possible tone,—all 
novices address the orci in 
the sweetest tone, possibly with 
the idea ‘of ingratiating them- 
selves with them, and so squaring 
it somehow, as if being on speaking 
terms with a croupier could assist 

you to win,—to put one on the ‘‘ six 
derniers,” and the other on ‘‘douze premier.”? Fifteen turns up, 
and I’ve lost. Then I try 19 en plein, and the first six, and again 
I lose, whereupon I change to a transversal which includes 19 (I’ve 
a fancy for 19), and empair. Trente-trois turns up. Outof itagain. 
Whereupon I give up my fancy for 19 and leave it. Immediately up 
it comes! and this happens also with trente-trovs. 

Lost sixty francs. Time to go and dress for dinner. Chilly air. 
hey cover up all the flowers and shrubs at 4 Pp. mM. So the beauty 

of the place is artificially kept up. North-east wind. Queer sort of 
sunset. Seen sunsets twice as good as this in England, when I 
hadn’t lost sixty francs. Meet Dorpiy Tapp going to his hotel, ‘‘The 
Paris,” to dinner. How has he done to-day? Any good? No, 
Dorbty has lost. 

** Beastly place,” he says, ‘‘ and so cold too, eh? 

I remark that there is an odd sort of sunset. 

** Ah!” replies Dorpty, ‘‘ that 7s a queer sunset. Rum colour. I 
remember a sunset exactly like that the night before the earthquake. 
I shouldn’t be in the least surprised if there wasn’t a tremblement de 
terre to-night. There’s one comfort, this place felt it less last time 
than any other on the Riviera. Still it’s not pleasant. If I’d won, 
I should be off to-night, but I must have another turn at the tables. 
Ugh! Horribly cold!” and he shivers—he has a tremblement all 
over him—and hurries off. 

One more Attempt at the Tables, after Dinner.—Luck turns. I 
say to. Mrs. WreruHersy (who has had wonderful luck and made 

% £1500), ‘‘ Shall I put en plein on 32?” 
She replies quickly, ‘‘ Yes!” It turns 
up. 32! by all that’s lucky! 

‘*T told you I should bring you 
luck,” she says, as I receive thirty- 
five times my stake, which was onl 
five francs—[ah, why didn’t she te 
me to put on eight louis?]—and so 
S\\ pocket one hundred and seventy-five 

tranes, that’s seven pounds, in a second 
merely for risking four shillings an 
twopence. This is exhilarating. This 
is the air of Monaco. I ask Mrs. 
WETHERBY, as she is so lucky, to stand 
by me, and give me some more tips. 

‘“ Ah!” she replies, smiling, ‘‘I’m 
afraid my luck has gone. I don’t feel 
as if P could advise you correctly 
Going “A ¢ syal.” again. : 

F 5. * cheval. ; ‘* Shall I leave it on?” I ask, allud- 

Ing, to my five-franc piece, which is still lying on the 32. 

B 2 ue I should,” she answers. ‘*‘ You may as well leave it on.” 

a dough er tone no longer ern me with confidence, yet I 
1; Dub, reen ne va plus, and the croupier takes it off. Ill 


The 
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take myself off. I’ll be satisfied with this for to-night. Let us 
regale ourselves. Really nothing is so easy as winning. I meet 
friends. I tell them, seriously, as if it were a feat of dexterity or a 
well-calculated stroke of business, requiring great acumen and 
shrew, sharp clear-headedness, how, without any system, I put en 
plein on 32, and it turned up. 

‘‘Had you got the maximum on?” asks DorpLy Tarr, who has 
had a fair evening of it. . . 3 

‘*No,” I reply, carelessly; ‘‘no, I hadn’t got the maximum on. 
Only a small stake.” I don’t tell him it was merely a five-franc 
piece. Probably my one bit of luck will be magnified into thousands, 
as any one, a he subsequently tells the story, may credit me with 
having put on any stake that suits his fancy. ; 

Hight louis in my purse, and a lot of five-franc cart-wheels in 
my pocket. We regale. Dorpiy has won, he says, a hundred. 
JOHNNIE SPOFFERD at once decides that Dorpty shall stand treat. 

‘“* How about the earthquake ?’’. Lask Dorpiy. 

He has forgotten all about it. ‘‘ Earthquake?” he asks, ‘‘ What 
earthquake?’’? I remind him of the melancholy forecast he made 
only a few hourssince. ‘‘Oh!” he exclaims, there’s not a chance 
of one. I thought over it again, and now I remember it was quite 
a different sunset when we had the last earthquake. Besides, with 
such a lovely night! What stars! what a moon!” 

We agree—JOHNNIE SPOFFERD, too, who has won a trifle—that 
Monte Carlo is a beautiful place, and that the nights are magnificent. 

‘TI like this place,” says JoHNNIE SporFERD—‘‘it’s so foreign. 
One couldn’t do this sort of thing in London.” It is half-past mid- 
night, and JoHNNIE, wearing a soft felt hat, cocked very much on 
one side, is perched on a high stool. ’ 
in front of the bar,—not at ‘* Zero’s,” 
but ‘‘ chez Prrers.” He has just 
finished a plate of devilled oysters, and 
is now drinking stout, and enjoying a 
pipe. No, certainly, we—when we come 


France, in the Sunny South. But why © * 
travel all the way to Monte ‘Carlo, in’ 
order to sit on a high stool in a 
public-house, to eat devilled oysters, 
to drink stout, and to smoke a pipe? 
We discuss this walking back to the 
hotel (1 4.M.), and JOHNNIE SPOFFERD’S 
opinion, freely expressed, is that ‘‘ he’s 
blowed if he don’t think that the nights at Monte Carlo are about 
the best part of the amusement.” 

I find out that whenever Dorpiy Tapp has had a bad time at the 
tables, he becomes an alarmist. I meet him next day with the 
longest face possible. What’s the matter ? 

** Matter, my dear fellow? Haven’t you heard?” 

**No, I haven’t. What is it?” 

‘‘My dear fellow, there’s measles and scarlet fever all over the 
place. We’re going to pack up and be off at.once.”’ 

‘‘Really P It’s very sudden. How did you hear all about it?” 

‘‘Oh, everyone’s talking of it. Two or three nee died yester- 
day. And the place has no drainage. It’s really too bad. I shall 
be off. Good-bye.’ 

I confess I can hardly believe it, but I can’t help repeating to 
several people what Dorpry Tapp has told me. No; they ’ve not 
heard anything about it, but nothing is more likely. JoHNNIE 
SPOFFERD remembers to have heard a whisper about it before he 
arrived. Uncle TAMPLIN can’t recall where he also has heard some 
rumour of the sort. And so within an hour or so there will bea 
scare sufficient to clear Monte Carlo. 

** Well,” I inform Uncle Tampuin, ‘‘Dorpry Tapp and his wife 
have packed up and are going off.” And this I subsequently hear 

repeating to his sister and niece, who at once commence the 
study of Bradshaw, with a view to as speedy a return as possible. 

Next afternoon, going down to the Casino, I meet Mr. and Mrs. |- 
Dorpiy Tapp, Heandhis wife are beaming with joy. ‘‘ Halloa, not 
gone! 

“Gone!” he cries, ‘‘No; why should I go? Bless you, I’ve just 
pen jand won two thousand louis. Shall stay here any length of 

e 


‘En plein.” 


zs Well,” I say, ‘‘ but the measles or scarlet fever ??—— 

~ Oh, yes,” he returns, in an offhand manner, ‘‘I did hear some- 
thing about it, but my wife inquired and found it wasn’t true.” 
Mrs. Dorpty confirms this statement with anemphatic nod. ‘‘ Oh,” 
continues Dorpty, ‘‘it’sall right. Monte Carlo’s the healthiest place 
in be world.” 4 

‘* But you said yesterday that there was no drainage ?”” 

‘* Did ‘ Ah, aa SO T did.” ; 

‘* But I asked two Doctors,” interposes Mrs. Dorpty, coming to 
her husband’s relief, ‘‘and they both say that where there are smells 
there is no danger, and there are lots of smells here; so it’s all right. 
They explained about the gases, but I don’t understand it. And,” 
she goes on, ‘‘ wasn’t I lucky, while DorpLy was winning his two 
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thousand, I made a hundred louis, all out of a poor little five-franc 
piece to start with! Ido like Monte Carlo! Au revoir!” 

‘Ta! Ta! au plaisir!” says Dorpry, jauntily, as they go into the 
Grand, where they have a dinner-party. 


I return to Uncle Tampnin and explain. The ladies call on Mrs. |. : 
Dorpiy Tapp, and hear from her the Doctors’ account of the| 18 sentiment—has 


MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 


No. I.—THe PATRIOTIC. 


Tus stirring ditty—so thoroughly sound and practical under a 
bens specially designed to harmonise with the 


salubrity of Monte Carlo, and in another hour or two the scare will|Tecently altered tone of Music-Hall audiences, in which a spirit of 


be heard of no more—that is, not until some one has lost heavily, 
and is in a general way disgusted with everything and everybody. 
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Obit, March 21, 1889, 


To THE MetancHoLty MEemory or 
THE METROPOLITAN BOARD OF WORKS. 

It was AN UNFORTUNATE INSTITUTION. 
FLUSHED, IN THE EARLIER YEARS OF ITS EXISTENCE, 
WITH A LAUDABLE AMBITION 
To CoMMAND THE RESPECT AND ADMIRATION OF THE RATEPAYERS, 
It GAVE AN EMBANKMENT TO THE THAMES, 
DRAINED LonpDon, 

AND SUDDENLY SHOWED THE WORLD 
How JOBBERY COULD BE ELEVATED TO THE LEVEL OF THE 
FINE ARTS; 

THEN FIGHTING TO THE END, IT WAS MORE ANXIOUS 
To LEAVE AN INHERITANCE OF SPITE TO ITS SUCCESSOR, 
THAN TO RETIRE FROM THE SCENE OF ITS LATE LABOURS WITH 
DIGNITY TO ITSELF. 

Unwerpt, UNREPENTANT, YET UNHUNG, 

Ir HAS PassED FoR Goop AND AYE TO THAT OBLIVION 
FROM WHICH IT IS PossIBLE THE Morr THOUGHTFUL AND 
PHILOSOPHICAL RATEPAYER 
May THINK IT WOULD HAVE BEEN AS WELL, 

For THE INTERESTS oF Municrpat Honxsty, 
THAT IT HAD NEVER EMERGED, 


‘No Love Lost!” 
(At the Gaiety Theatre.) 


Away flew Love! But, Lovx’s wings clipped, 
Back to England Lovz was shipped. 


‘Ig Curvatry Sri Possrete?”—* Certainly. 
list of Knights! ”’ says the doughty Sir Somxrs. 


enlightened Radicalism is at last happily discernible. It is hoped 
that, both in rhyme and metre, the verses will satisfy the require- 
ments of this most elegant form of composition. The Song is intended 
to be shouted through music in the usual manner by a Singer in 
evening dress, who should carry a small Union Jack carelessly thrust 
inside his waistcoat. The title is short but taking :— 


ON THE CHEAP! 
First Verse. 


Chorus. 

(With a common-sense air.) Let us 
keep, deah boys! on the Cheap, 

While Brirannita is the boss upon 
the deep 

She can wollop an invader, when he 
comes in his Armader, 

If she’s let alone to do it—On the 
Cheap! 


Second Verse. 


(A ffectionately.) JOHNNY BULL is just as 
plucky as he was, deah boys! 
(With a knowing wink.) And he’s wide awake—no error!—not asleep ; 
But he won’t stump up for ironclads—becos, deah boys! 
He don’t see his way to get *°em—On the Cheap! 
Chorus. 
So keep, deah boys! On the Cheap, 
(Gallantly.) And we’ll chance what may happen on the deep ! 
For we can’t be the losers if we save the cost 0’ cruisers, 
And contentedly continue—On the Cheap! . 
Third Verse. 
The British Isles are not the Copeneng, deah boys! 
(Scornfully.) Where the Johnnies on defences spend a heap. 
No! we’re Britons, and we’re game to jog along, deah boys! 
(With pathos.) In the old time-honoured fashion—On the Cheap! 
Chorus. 
(Imploringly.) Ah! keep, deah boys! On the Cheap; 
For the pie we’re asked to pay is pretty steep. 
Let us all unite to dock it, keep the money in our pocket, 
And we’ll conquer or we’ll perish—On the Cheap ! 
Fourth Verse. 
If the Tories have the cheek to touch our purse, deah boys}! 
Their reward at the elections let ’em reap ! 
They will find a Pig Conservative reverse, deah boys! 
If they can’t defend the Country—On the Cheap! 
Chorus. 
They must keep, deah boys! On the Cheap, 
Or the lot out of office we will sweep! 
But gets rusty when you tax him, and his patriotic maxim 
Is, ‘*17ll trouble you to govern—On the Cheap!” 


Fifth Verse (this to be sung shrewdly). 
If the Gover’ment ain’t mugs they ’ll take the tip, deah boys}! 
Just to look a bit ahead before they leap, 
And instead of laying down an extry ship, deah boys! 
They ’ll cut down the whole caboodle—On the Cheap ! 


Chorus (with spirit and fervour). 
And keep, deah boys! On the Cheap ; 
For we ain’t like a bloomin’ lot 0’ sheep. 
When we want to ‘‘ parry bellum,’’* 
[ Union Jack to be waved here. 
You may bet yer boots we’ll tell em! 
But we’ll have the ‘‘ bellum” ‘‘ parried ’’—On the Cheap! 

This song, if sung with any spirit, should, Mr. Punch thinks, 
cause a positive furore in any truly patriotic gathering, and possibl 
go some way towards influencing the decision of the country, an 
consequently the fate of the Empire, in the next General Elections. 
In the meantime it is at the service of any Champion Music Hall 


Look at the | Comique who is capable of appreciating it. 


* Music-Hall Latinity—" Para bellwm.” 


ee 


I FEEL THAT I COULD wATCH BASE-BALL 
WITH INTEREST, AND EVEN PASSION— 


THE BEWILDERED BUTLER. 


Ox dear! This is getting ¢oo dreadful ! 
A decent old buffer like me, 
With a heart full of care, and a head full 
f family business, you see, 
Can not be expected to stand all this shine, 
And yet do his duty, as I would do mine. 


A noisier lot o’er the bottle 
I never have seen in my life. 
Each other they threaten to throttle, 
There ’s see but shindy and strife ! 
And as for myself, I am always in dread 
Of i Be my shins and of boots at my 
ead. 


I can’t think it part of my duty 
To serve as a cockshy all round. 
That ’ARcountT—ah! he is a beauty ! 
That TannER—oh! ain’t he a ’ound ?— 
Are always, whatever I do, at full pelt, 
Till my pitiful case e’en a Lappy might melt. 


The House is just getting too awful, 
The guests seem eternally ‘‘ screwed.” 
They always were jeery and jawful, 
But now they ’re se deosedl rude. 
In vain I smile sweetly, in vain I speak fair, 
pte my new necktie, just look at my 
ir! 


For an old and respectable Butler 
To be lammed by a Lazsy’s too bad. 
Then Mortey—his insults are subtler 
_But make me feel equally mad. 
E’en GLADSTONE, who ought to know better 
will try 
To land me a cork in the eye, on the sly. 


LINES ON BASE-BALL. 


(By an Aisthetic and Sentimental Young Lady.) 


Confound it !—(I trust that’s not swearing, 
’Tis not Ory Moratity’s line !)— 

This treatment is getting past bearing, 
I really shall have to resign. 

My duty I feel is—by Jingo! there goes! 

A boot in my back and a tray on my toes! 


A more aggravatin’ young fellar 
Than Tim I declare I ne’er knew. 
I’m proud of the famous old cellar, 
I’ve no fault to find with the ‘‘ screw ;”” | 
But they break half my bottles, the best in 
the bin, 
When they ’re cockshying me. It’s a shame 
and a sin! 


I’m a Butler of worth, fine-old-crusted, 
Not one of your champagny sort, 
But steady, and quite to be trusted, 
As mellow and mild as old port. 
But, dash it, I will not be greeted with hoots, 
And pelted with bottles, and battered with 
oots ! 


I really shall have to give warning, 
If this sort of shindy goes on. 
I’ll give Master the tip in the morning ; 
I think they ’ll regret when I’m gone. 
Ill stick to my duty as long asI can, _ 
But there ’s still some pride left in the Simple 
Old Man. 


And yet—well, I’m nuts upon Master, 
At home with the bin vl the tray. 

Tis the guests who bring row and disaster, 
The Family beg me to stay. 

So I think i will pocket my temper, and 


Ir BUT THE PLAYERS WOULDNT FALL 
IN THAT EXTRAORDINARY FASHION ! 


SONG OF THE BLACK SHEEP. 
(Warbled by the Expostulating Peer.) 


TELL me what is a ‘‘ black sheep ”’ ? 
Does it mean a lack of nous ? 
On the Benches going to sleep ? 
Never entering the House ? 
Living p’raps beyond one’s means ? 
Having lots of unpaid bills? 
Going too much behind the scenes ? 
Selling advertised Quack Pills ? 
Coming quite the City dab, 
Speculating in a shop? 
Starting a spry Hansom cab ? 
-Singing at a Monday Pop? 
Whist,— with cards hid up your sleeve ? 
‘* Getting at’’ a favourite horse ? 
Settling day mere make believe, 
Till you’re warned off every course ? 
Coming out with a decree 
Granted in a certain Court? 
With umbrellas making free, 
Doing things ‘‘ you didn’t ought!” 
Piling up a sorry heap ? 
Is this being ‘‘ a Black Sheep ” ? 
Is so, the wool that’s on my back, 
As yet is not precisely—black ! 


THE Lasr oF THE BARONS was in a happy 
vein when trying the breach of promise case, 
Miss Smith vy. Mr. Avery, the butler, who 
looked uncommonly glum when the verdict 
was £70 to Miss Smirn, the laundress. 
‘‘ Avery man in his humour!” the merry 
Baron is reported to have said to himself—an 


smile 
And hold on to my office—at least for awhile. | excellent audience—as he quitted the Bench. 
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“Age cannot wither—nor custom stale 
His infinite variety ’’! 


Paddy (to Fellow-Passenger). ‘‘O1’m SIVENTY YEARS OF AGE, AND IVERY WAN 
o’ My TEETH AS PERFECT AS THE Day I was Born, Sor!” 


THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


February 8.—It does seem hard I cannot get good sausages for breakfast. 
They are either full of bread or spice, or are as red as beef. Still anxious about 
the £20 I invested last week by Luprn’s advice. However, Cummines has done 
the same. 

February 9.—Exactly a fortnight has passed, and I have neither seen, .nor 
heard from, Gowrne respecting his extraordinary conduct in asking us round to 
his house and then being out. In the evening CaRRIE 
was engaged marking a half-dozen new collars I had 
purchased. I’ll back Carrin’s and ieard against any- 
body’s. While I was drying them at the fire and Carrie 
was rebuking me for scorching them, CUMMINGS came 
in. He seemed quite well wher and chaffed us about 
marking the collars. I asked him if he had heard from 
Gowtrna, and he replied that he had not. I said I should 
not have believed that Gowrne could not have acted in 
such an ungentlemanly manner. Cummines said, ‘* You 
# — are mild in your description of him; I think he has acted 
@/ — like a cad.”? The words were scarcely out of his mouth 
@=,, = when the door opened, and Gowine putting in his head 

Mm said, ‘‘May Icomein?”’ I said, ‘‘Certainly.’’ Carrix said 
very pointedly, ‘‘ Well, you are a stranger.” Gowine 
said, ‘‘ Yes, I’ve been on ate off to Croydon during the last fortnight.” I could 
see CUMMINGS was boiling over, and eventually he tackled Gowine very strongly 
respecting his conduct last Saturday week. Gowine appeared surprised, and 
Ah ‘‘ Why, I posted a letter to you in the morning announcing that the party 
was ‘off, very much off’.” I said, ‘I never got it.” Gowine, turning to 
Canine, said, ‘‘ I suppose letters sometimes miscarry, don’t they, Mrs. Carrie 2 
Cummunes sharply said, ‘‘ This is not a time for joking. J had no notice of the 
party being put off.” Gowrne replied, “I told Poorrr in my note to tell you, 
as | wasin a hurry. However, I’ll inquire at the Post Office, and we must 
meet again at my place.” I added that I hoped he would be present at the 
next meeting. Cakrim roared at this, and even Cummines could not help 
laughing. ‘ 
Tebecard 10, Sunday.—Contrary to my wishes, CaRriE allowed Lupin to 
ersuade her to take her for a drive in the afternoon in his trap. I quite 
Si omiove of driving on a Sunday, but I did not like to trust Carri alone 
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with Lupin, so I offered to go too. Lupmn said, ‘* Now, 
that is nice of you, Guy., but you won’t mind sitting 
on the back seat of the cart?’’ Lupry proceeded to put 
on a bright blue coat that seemed miles too large for 
him. CARRIE said it wanted taking in considerably at 
the back, Lupmn said, ‘‘ Haven’t you seen a box-coat 
before ? Youcan’t drive in anything else.””? He may wear 
what he likes in the future, for I shall never drive 
with him again. His conduct was shocking. When 
we passed Highgate Archway, he tried to pass everything 
and everybody. He shouted to respectable people who 
were walking quietly in the road to get out of the way ; 
he flicked at the horse of an old man who was riding, 
causing it to rear; and, as I had to ride backwards, I 
was compelled to face a gang of roughs in a donkey- 
cart, whom Lupin had chaffed. and who turned and fol- 
lowed us for nearly a mile, bellowing, indulging in 
coarse jokes and laughter, to say nothing of occasionally 
pone us with orange-peel. Luprn’s excuse, that the 

rince of WALES would have to put up with the same sort 
of thing if he drove to the Derby, was of little consolation 
to either CARRIE or myself. FRANK MutTLar called in 
the evening, and Lupin went out with him. 

February 11th.— Feeling a little concerned about LuPin, 
I mustered up courage to speak to Mr. Perkupp about 
him. Mr. Perxurp has always been most kind to me, 
so I told him everything, including yesterday’s adven- 
ture. Mr, PERKUPP kindly replied, ‘* There is no neces- 
sity for you to be anxious, Mr. Poorer. It would be 
impossible for a son of such good parents to turn out 
erroneously. Remember he is young, and will soon get 
older. I wish we could find room for him in this firm.” 
The advice of this good man takes loads off my mind. 
In the evening Lupin came in. After our little supper 
he said—‘‘My dear parents, I have some news, i 
I fear will affect you considerably.” I felt a qualm 
come over me, and said nothing. Lvuprn then said, ‘‘ It 
may distress you—in fact, I’m sure it will—but this 
afternoon I have given up my pony and trap for ever.” 
It may seem absurd, but I was so pleased, I imme- 
diately opened a bottle of port. Gow1ne dropped in just 
in time, bringing with him a large sheet, with a print of 
a tail-less donkey, which he fastened against the wall. 
He then produced several separate tails, and we spent 
the remainder of the evening trying blindfolded to pin 
a tail on in the proper place. ay sides positively ached 
with laughter when I went to bed. 

February 12.—In the evening I spoke to Lupin about 
his engagement with Daisy Murtar. I asked if he had 
heard from her. He replied, ‘‘ No; she promised that 
old windbag of a father of hers that she would not com- 
municate with me. I see FRanK MuTLAR, of course. 
In fact he said he might call again this evening.” 
Frank called, but said he could not stop, as he hail a 
friend waiting outside for him, named Murray Posu, 
adding, he was quite a swell. Carrie asked FRANK to 
bring him in. He was brought in, Gow1Ne entering at 
the same time. Mr. Murray PosH was a tall fat young 
man, and was evidently of a very nervous disposition, as 
he subsequently confessed he would never go in a 
Hansom cab, nor would he enter a four-wheeler until 
the driver had first got on the box with his reins in 
hands. On being introduced, Gow1ne, with his usual 
want of tact, said, ‘‘ Any relation to ‘ Posn’s three- 
shilling hats’?’’? Mr. PosH replied, ‘‘ Yes; but please 
understand, I don’t try on hats myself. I take no active 

art in the business.” I replied, ‘‘I wish I had a 

usiness like it.”” Mr. Posu seemed pleased, and gave a 
long but most interesting history of the extraordinary 
difficulties in the manufacture ot cheap hats. Murray 
PosH evidently knew Daisy Murtar very intimately 
from the way he was talking of her, and FRranx said to 
LUPIN once laughingly, ‘‘If you don’t look out, PosH 
will cut you out.” When they had all gone, I referred 
to this flippant conversation, and Lupin said sarcasti- 
cally, ‘‘ A man who is jealous has no respect for himself. 
A man who could be jealous of an elephant like Murray 
Pos could only have a contempt for himself. I know 
Daisy. She will wait ten years for me, as I said before. 
In fact, if necessary, she would wait twenty years for me.” 


Rapicats used to stigmatise their Conservative oppo- 
nents as ‘‘ bigoted Tories.” At the present time the 
Ministerial Bench may be fairly described as ‘‘ Pigotted 
Tories.’ — Vide ‘‘ Webster’s Dictionary,” New Edition. 
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GUERILLA WARFARE IN THE HOUSE. 


Marcy 30, 1889.] 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


THe Faithful ‘‘ Co.” says that he has had a grand tim® 
of it lately. He has been thoroughly enjoying Mr. InpER- 
wick’s Side Lights on the Stuarts, which he describes as 

“one of the most amusing 
S\ books he has ever read. Al- 
though written in a thoroughly 
popular style, it contains a 
mass of the most interesting 
)\ information, and is a solid 
\ SHI addition to historical research.” 
Af yy He adds that its rather un- 
\\ y) prea title imperfectly 
w keep ZY describes a work which, while 
pe aaa be eed ss ends 
; of the genera] reader, is also 
Book’ d. | worthy of a prominent place 
on the book-shelves’ of the antiquarian and man of 
letters. He has also read Mrs. OLrpHANT’s Neighbours 
on the Green, a number of short stories, which are 
welcome in their collected form. Harvest, by ‘‘ Joun 
STRANGE WINTER,” did not impress him. It contains 
some clever sketches of studio life, but the motive is 
unpleasant. Zhe Quick and the Dead, which has created 
more sensation than it deserved, he says, reminds him 
of bread-and-butter, boarding-school, SwrnBURNE, and 
hysteria. He has been delighted with ‘‘ Heart to Heart,” 
the latest song of Mr. CHARLES SaLaMAN, the world- 
famous composer of ‘‘ I Arise from Dreams of Thee.” 
It seems strange to ‘‘Co.” that he should have to write 
of “Mr.” Saraman. After fifty years of admirable 
labour in the cause of musical art, surely the com- 
poser of half a century of the sweetest song should be 
nothing less than ‘‘ Sir Cuaruxs,”’ Although ‘‘ Co.” hopes 
that the learned Musician’s day is far from over, yet, 
in the cause of justice, he would like to see him become 
a Knight. 


t: 
i 
(| 


Fact or Fancy ?—A meeting of persons connected 
with the ‘‘ corn and milling interests” was lately held at 
the Corn Exchange Tavern, Mark Lane. This accounts 
for the revival of Pugilism as evidenced by the merry 
little mill that came off quite pleasantly, without any 
unpleasant police interference, ten days or so ago. But 
how is *‘Corn” mixed up with it? ell, this may be 
also in the interests of the Ring, that is, of some sort of 
Ring. ‘‘ The Milling Interest”? would imply a revival of 
Pugilism. To be sure, the ideas suggested, as above, 
may seem to be somewhat mixed. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, March 18.— 
Cross-examination of Ministers recommenced to- 
day. Home Secretary and CHIEF SECRETARY 
have high old time. Booing BAtFour in Ireland 
having been put down by the military, horse and 
foot, baiting Batrour in Parliament goes on 
merrily. GLADSTONE, Moriry, and Harcourt 

ut questions from Front Bench. Harcourt’s 
ee training at the Bar suggests to him desira- 
bility of moving that all witnesses not under 
examination shall leave the Court. Home 
SecrRETARY, he thinks, should withdraw whilst 
BatFour is put to the question. On reflection 
recognises inconvenience of the arrangement. 
Would utterly foil those brilliant movements by 
which, having drawn the admission from BALFoUR 
that he approved Dr. BArRsending a letter to the 
Times, he swoops down on Home SEcRETARY 
and asks him whether he reproved Dr. Barr for 
publishing a letter corrected by CHIEF SEcRE- 
TARY for Ireland ? As : 

Only a section of examining counsel sit on Front 
Bench. Below the Gangway, half-a-dozen, eager 
and persistent, tumble over each other in haste to 

ut fresh questions. Tim HEALY, quiet, acute, 
ar-seeing, most terrible inquisitor of all; Wind- 
bag SExToN, insolent and over-bearing, threatens 
to move Adjournment, when House shows signs 
of impatience on his thirty-fifth appearance ; 
McNzt, tempestuous, inarticulate, incoherent, 
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ENGLISH AS SHE IS SOMETIMES SPOKE. 


Principal Tomkinson. ‘‘ By THE WAY, Mr. GREEN, IN YOUR NARRATIVE YOU 
HAVE SCARCELY GIVEN SUFFICIENT PROMINENCE TO THE DEFENESTRATION OF 


JEZEBEL !” 


Old Morality. 


blazing with wrath, his mouth full of emotion 
and interrogation. 

‘*T don’t often come here now,”’ said CHRIs- 
TOPHER SYKES, regarding scene from distant side- 
gallery. ‘‘ Can’t stand the worry and the noise; 
but must say, at this distance, like to hear 
McNeEt joining in the conversation. Carries 

atriotism to extremest, even picturesque extent. 
a of them wear sprigs of shamrock. TANNER 
hails approach of St. Patrick’s Day by decking 
faieele, in green ribbon of atrocious shade. 
O’Hanton has altercations under Gallery with 
distinguished Military Officer; but McNrrm has 
the subtlest, most original way of proclaiming 
his nationality. One has been taught to connect 
the potato with Ireland, the hot potato for pre- 
ference. Now, McNem always addresses the 
Chair in a tone of voice that suggests that, in 
addition to his passing remarks, he has a hot 
potato in his mouth. Curious effect; rather 
taking from a patriotic point of view;” and 
CHRISTOPHER, exhausted with this unusually long 
harangue, slowly rose to his full height, fixed his 
eye-8 ass, buttoned his new gloves, and strode 
orth. 

Business done.—Committee of Supply. 


Tuesday. — JENNINGS was to have made speech 
to-night on question of Pensions. Didn’t mean 
to say anything about the Marlborough Pension, 
which has been commuted, and so leaves GRAN- 
pDOLPH at liberty to back up his able lieutenant. 
But at spectacle of Orp Moratirty sitting limp 
on Treasury Bench, watching the hours pass 


156 
oO , 
resembling each other, inasmuch as no progress made with 
JENNINGS's gentle heart was touched. Postponed Araend nent, an. 
saved up speech. Has got hold of a capital subject, an sabes 
encouragement. Shall back him up mysell on parallel lines. 1 ig 
to take up the subject of the Rat Catcher, Just handed in Notice o 

‘ion, which will appear on paper to-morrow. 
Met Tony, M.P. Rei setace t a iete for the Royal Palaces by the 
sum of £18, being the salary and emoluments of ,the Rat Catchers at 
the Royal Palaces of Buckingham and Windsor.” _ 

Buckingham Palace man has £8 a year and residence ; Windsor 
Castle dignitary runs up to £10. These sums paid year after year 
during present reign. Shall move for Return, going back to 1837, 
showing how many rats have been caught per annum per Palace. 
Not quite the breed for the business myself, but I know a friend 
who occasionally indulges in the rat business, and who would, if he 
could be induced to devote his attention to the affair for twelve 
months, not leave a rodent on the premises. Why should British 
taxpayer, in addition to other burdens, pay £18 a year for rat- 
catchers, when there are thousands of unemployed dogs starving 1n 
our streets? No desire to set class against class, but here is inde- 
fensible incursion upon the rights of a not unimportant portion of 
the community. 

[These are quotations from my speech; look a little bald, perhaps, 
as they stand, but shall work them up. Believe Harcourt’s very 
best impromptus don’t look any better at first. | 

Morning Sitting; spent it in discussing whether and when we 
we shall take Vote on Account. Onp Morariry wants it on at 
once, and done with. Opposition burning with desire to discuss it ; 
but, before they begin, want to know when they will be expected to 
finish ?* On this, talk for four hours. Harcourt takes full share, 
in spite of engagement at Lambeth Baths to-night to deliver set 
oration. Meet him going out; condole with him; tell him his 
health too precious to the country to be trifled with. He says 
“Yes,” but doesn’t mind sacrificing himself for public weal. 

“‘ Besides, dear boy,” he whispers in my ear, ‘‘2t swits me exactly. 
Should like every day to make a speech or two in Commons, and 
address at night public meeting; say there all the things I cannot 
say in House. Don’t you see?’ Business done.—Hardly any. 


Thursday.—Occasionally words pass between Irish Members and 
BatFour. They boo him; he intimates state of feeling with respect 
to them not altogether inspired by respect. But these only little 
affectations of manner. Deep underneath runs stream of aifection 
binding Chief Secretary and Irish Members. They cannot bear him 
out of their sight; grudge every moment that parts them. To- 
night BaxFour a little late in taking seat. Irish Members looked 
on vacant place with yearning eyes. Tim Hxaty, not usually 
regarded as emotionable man, after long wrestling, breaks down. 
Cried aloud in broken voice for BALFouR, and would not be com- 
forted. Had question on paper addressed to him; declined to put 
it to anyone else. Other Irish Members, who had hitherto dissembled 
their love, blurted it all out when Tim gave way. In vain Solicitor- 
General for Ireland proffered his services. Wouldn’t have him. 
BaLrFour, only Batrour! 

aT *“Send for him,” said Orp Moratity, 
himself not free from emotion. ‘‘There’s 
something good in these Irish Members, 
after all. No one, to see them baiting Bat- 
FOUR, would imagine true state of their 
feelings. But man isa compound organism ; 
here to-day, and gone to-morrow. Indeed 
nothing is quite as it seems. Have heat 
and cold any effecton the barometer? Cer- 
tainly not of themselves; but as cold 
weather is generally dry, 
or accompanied with north- 
east winds, therefore the 
mercury rises in cold 
weather: And as warm 
weather is generally moist, 
and accompanied by south- 
west winds, therefore the 
mercury sinks in warm 
weather. So it is with 
the Irish Members, ‘Man’s 
inhumanity to man makes 
countless thousands 
mourn.’ ”’ 

Scarcely a dry eye in 
assembly, when, a little 
later, Batrour entered. 
Parnellites almost leaped 
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An Authority, V.0. 
at him; cheered vociferously. Immediately after began banging 


him about the head, pinching him, pullin 
maltreating him. But that’s thee i Z 
They ’re like women,” says FRAsrr, V.C., an authority on. the 


is hair, and otherwise 
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‘‘ netulant, puling, but passionately devoted. Scratch your 
ace in the morning, and hang round your neck as the dusk of 
evening deepens,”’ 


Business done.—Charges and allegations against Government. 


Friday.—A long and lively night. Art- 
TORNEY-GENERAL accommodated with seat 
in the dock. Harcourt pluming himself 
on reminiscences of occasional practice at 
the Bar, assumes character of prosecuting 
counsel. Couldn’t put on wig and gown ; 
made up for omission by assuming his most 
funereal manner. Draped himself in woe, 
as it were; spoke with stifling tears in 
his voice. More than ever like Unele 
Pumblechook. If ATTORNEY - GENERAL 
had been Pip, and news had just come 
that, after all, his fortune was illusory, G 
Uncle-Pumblechook-Harcourt could not { 
have been more severely self-righteous, ¥@ 
more deeply pained (for Pzp), more ex- 
ocaent ale humiliated (for Pp), or more 
supremely gratified (for Pzp’s sake), with 
his own immensity of perfection. Lookin 
on, one almost expected to see him strete 
out hand across tableand rumple W EBSTER’S 
hair the wrong way, as Uncle Pumble- 
chook used to rumple Pzp’s. But the 
table too broad ; so contented himself with 
making suitable gesture indicating what 
he would have done if he could only have 
reached the culprit. Storm rose high whilst 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL was speaking. One 
time J. F. X. O’Brien fixed upon by 
CouRTNEY, and ordered out for instant 
execution. Swore an alibi and just got off. 


The Bruce. 


‘‘ Remarkably lucky man, O’Brien,” said Henry Bruce, ‘‘always 
being sentenced to something or other, and getting off at last 
moment. 


Business done.—V ote on Account passed. 


KING COAL’S DEFENCE. 


I am old King Coal 
(That jolly old soul), | 
Philanthropic, and pious, and 
proper ; | 
A patriot King, 
Not the boss of a Ring, 
And I have no connection with 
Copper. 
I am grieved to declare 
There are lies in the air ; 


But oh! the chief aim 
Of King Coal’s little game 
Is to help the poor subterrene 
toiler. 
I’m trying to please 
Coal-owners, Lessees, 
Also Workmen, Consumers—the 
fact is, 
My theory is 
That good will is good biz, 


And I hear of most scandalous | And I want to reduce it to prac- 


rumours 
That I, (who am just,) 
Am projecting a Trust, 
Which will dreadfully damage 


Consumers. 
Oh, thundering shame, 
King Coal to defame! 
My honour, of course, I must vin- 
dicate. 
A Corner in Coal ? 
No! I hold, on my soul, 
That the worst form of sin is a 
Syndicate. 
I merely intend 
(As a general friend) 
To form a benign ‘‘ combination,”’ 
To—buy up the mines, 
On such liberal lines 
As to help every class in the 
nation. 
Landlords to assist, 
And the Capitalist ; 
I desire of no class to be spoiler. 


tice. | 
It’s really sublime,— 
(Or it will be in time) 
For I think you’ll admit it’s a 


rarity— 
To find a ‘‘ Big Boom” 
In whose breast there’s no 
room Charity. 
For aught saye the Spirit of 
Pure Love may find fault 
‘With Copper or Salt, , 
But Coal’s a warm-hearted old 
codger ; 
He never would hurt you, 
He’s chock-full of virtue, 


| And hates the Monopolist: dodger. 


So let us all join 
To buy up (not purloin) 

The Coal-mines in Capital’s tether. 
We soon shall be found 
Most fraternally bound, 


And—we’ll all make our fortunes 


{ 


together ! 


‘* Hands All Round.” 


Haminton’s scheme scarce satisfies Lord CHARLIZ, 
Lord Ranpom seems, of course, a trifle snarly. 
Well, here’s a Naval Toast which can’t be wrong : 

‘* Strength to the Fleet, and Fleetness to the Strong!’ 


(> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or 


in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed En 


there will be no exception. 


velope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


Pictures of any description, will 
To this rule 
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RICHARD HIMSELF AGAIN. 
(An Imaginary Interview.) 


His Majesty King Richard (bowing profoundly). Sire, this visit 
does me infinite honour. 

His Majesty King Punch (graciously). Not at all. Pray be quite 
at your ease. Royal meetings are just now the fashion. I am very 
pleased to see you—the more especially as I want to ask you a few 
questions. 

Richard, Which it will be my delight ‘and privilege to answer. 

Punch. Just so. And now King Dick, dic_mthi, when it first 
occurred to you to assume the Royal Dicknity. Jimagine that at the 

7 lyceum you re- 
é presented two 
gentlemen atonce, 
' Richard. I did, 
Sire. I subse- 
quently became a 
French — Baron, 
anda little later a 
German Prince. 
In the ordinary 
\\; course of promo- 
tion, I have now 
arrived at the 
rank of a Mon- 
arch, and one of 
4 these days I hope 
NY to becomea Roman 
Emperor, 

Punch. Youare 
yx contemplating a 
4 Neroic character, 
= I believe. I wish 
= - you success. But 
ThefShade’of Henry. eiohaed Thawe s 
vivid recollection of the performance of my talented friend, Henry 
Irvine, who also has some claim to the title of Duke of Gloucester, 
has he not ? 

Richard. Undoubtedly,—at the Lyceum. I feel sure that Henry 
Irvine must have been greatly gratified at the success which attended 
in so marked a degree the dual impersonation to which you, Sire, 
have so kindly referred. 

Punch. Assuredly! I believe you have taken trouble to represent 
SHAKSPEARE’S great tragedy worthily in every detail. (Richard 
bows.) This being so, will you kindly 
inform me why the two Bishops who 
attend you immediately before your 
interview with the Lord Mayor of 
_, London, wear white tea-gowns ? 

Richard. To mark the eccentricity 
of their characters. It is obvious that 
they must be very quaint ecclesiastics 
\<.| to spend their time in discussing 

\ theology with hump-backed Dick. 

\Y Punch, I see! But did 
the Bishop of Exy usually 
go about in the gorgeous 
but eccentric robes he wears 
in the Council Chamber ? 

Richard. Yes, I think 
so, and that gives the point 
to my jest in sending him 
in his magnificent get-up 
to go and pick strawberries 
in Holborn. 

Punch. I perceive that 
you have given the matter 
most careful attention. 
But why do the other 
Members of the Council 
huddle up in a corner 
round a table where they 
can be scarcely seen ? 

Richard, Firstly, because they are afraid of me; and secondly, 
because the stage is left more at liberty for the perambulations of 
personages of greater dignity. 

Punch, Thank you! Do youknow whether America was discovered 
before the Tudor period ? 

Richard. I fancy that Cotumsts landed on trans-Atlantic soil for 
the first time in 1492, about seven years after the Battle of Bosworth. 

Punch, That is also my impression. Then how comes it that 
SraNLEY speaks with an accent that suggests that he must be a 
citizen of the United States ? 
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Richard, It is a new reading, and triumphantly proves that SHAK- 
SPEARE was not for an age, but for all time. 

Punch. I am obliged to you! Will you tell me who stage-manages 
the tragedy in which you so frequently take part ? 

Reichard. A gentleman in whom I have the greatest possible con- 
fidence—Mr. Ricoarp MANSFIELD. I consider him my alter ego, the 
Dr. Jekyll to my Mr. Hyde. 

Punch. I see! Will you then kindly susgent to him—among 
several other matters of which, when I have an hour or two to spare 
I could give you a list,—that if the rafters painted to resemble solid 
timbers in the Council Chamber were not 
visibly stirred by every draught, the illu- 
sion would be more complete and con- 
vincing ? 

Richard, Certainly, Sire; but do you 
really think while Richard is on the stage 
there are eyes for aught else ? 

Punch, I really do. For instance, I can 
imagine no better representative of dear 
little Edward the Fifth—the Shakspearian 
Inttle Lord Fauntleroy, just a size larger, 
—than Miss Bresstz Hatron. When she 
was on the stage, I really quite lost sight 
of Your Majesty. She isa young lady of 
the greatest promise,—the clever child of 
a clever father,—and is sure to rise in the 
pe ay she has adopted. She bears 

erself with dignity, tenderness, and grace, 
and her elocution is irreproachable. Then 
Miss Cartotra LEcLERCa as the Queen- ff. ‘ ot FER ARE 
Mother is good,—but a little inclined to Y tat \.\ AS 
overdo the keening (no, the Edmund- ” ., £LAaSezS 
Keaning vou do not overdo),—and Mr. « = : 
NormMAN Forses is most mirth-provoking 4 Norman (Forbes) Knight. 
as Catesby. Why not engage jbim for 

Richard. Is he not, Sire! Especially yoo ton Mayor’s Show 
when he has to walk about in armour, (22)! 
giving forth quaint sounds in the last Act! Oh, he would be the 
death of me, did I not die by the sword of Richmond. 

Punch. Mr. Luter LABLACHE, as the Breton Masher of the period, 
Richmond, throws a new light on the character. And now, as to 
yourself ? 

Richard, Ah, Sire, your conversation is indeed becoming- 
interesting. Have you anything to suggest? : 

Punch. Why, yes. In your dual part of Jekyll and Hyde you 
were weirdly successful. Don’t you think the Shakspearian play 
would be even more attractive than it is, were you to double Richard 
with Riehmond, and arrange to fight single-handed ? 

Richard (eestatically), A revelation! You will come to see 
Richard again ? ; 

Punch. I will, when you give practical effect to my Wee 

aut 


Till then, farewell. : 
(He ponders.) If I played Richmond too! 


\ 


4 


Richard. Adieu! 
The idea is magnificent! Now, let me see,—if I do, I must, of course, 
restore to the character a number of lines that at present, for some 
reason or other, have been omitted! Yes! yes! yes! Humph! 
Ah! [Left considering. 


TO OUR ADILES! 
Ballad of the Day. Sung by the Hyde-Park-Cornerite. 


Come! mount a Hansom. Try | From here, if t’wards the East you 
with me drive, 
To drive to Charing Cross. Bent o’er the space to scour, 
Our journey, you must surely see, | Your pace, no matter how you 
Is quite a tour de force. strive, 
In Piccadilly’s channel jammed Won’t top four miles an hour, 
How can we go ahead, So, agitate: the scheme pursue, 


’Mid all this pent-up traffic} And clear the block away. 
dammed . Defeated by that vote of two 
Within its narrow bed ? You’re bound to win the day ! 


So, nee the word, Ah! say you | So Jer the word, and say you 
wi wi 
Throw open Constitution Hill! Throw open Constitution Hill! 


TE TEE SE SS 


New Work.— The Stud Farm Record of Hampton Court Palace, 
to be edited by Henry Lanoucnere, Esq., M.P.; and to be here- 
after referred to as ‘‘ Zhe Foalio.” 


Sporting InreLiticeNcE.—‘‘ Lincoln Notes.’’—Taken last week 
by Mr. Jrunz, Q.C._ We believe he selected ‘‘ Miserere” for the 
Lincoln Stakes, for which the Bishop observed he was ready to go, a 
willing martyr. 
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MR. PUNCH’S NOTES.—THE MARCH PAST IN CORRECT TIME. 


| for culture and repose, it is time for the hollow romance 


Aprit 6, 1889.] 


“TS CHIVALRY POSSIBLE?” 
To the Editor, 


Sir,—I should think it is! I went to a Matinée in my 
capacity of Dramatic Critic to the First-floor Gazette, 
and beheld a_ purely astonishing display of incompe- 
tence. What I wrote in the journal by which I was 
accredited is an enduring monument of critical chivalry. 
The lady who was responsible for the show is young and 
fair, and I did what any man with a spark of good 
feeling should have done. Do you suppose I am going to 
bring the flush of anger, or worse still, the tears of 
wounded sensibility to the cheek of beauty? Not 
quite. And the dear artiste believes all the good, and 
resents all the censure, and my reward will be the airs 
and graces of one more Fashionable Incompetent, and 
the further debasement of the public taste which I am 
pledged to educate and to edify. 

Yours, remorselessly, PENNY WISEMAN. 


Dear Srr,—No! Emphatically it is not. When our 
Smoking-carriages are systematically invaded by young 
persons, apparently of the superior classes, who take the 
company generally into their confidence by ignoring their 
presence, and talking at the top of loud, hard, healthy 
voices; who have all the assurance of their ill-mannered 
brothers, and all the assumption of female Saviours of 
Society off duty—when, Sir, such people swarm, as 
they do in the fashionable suburb where I vainly seek 
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of chivalry to disappear. If they behave as men, treat 
’emasmen. Sosays, 
Yours, indignantly, ‘Farr!’ Pray. 


DraB Mr. Puncu,—At the last meeting of our General 
Intelligence Society (Limited), the President related some 
anecdotes of the powers of a tame donkey he once pos- 
sessed, which, according to this President, could go fifty 
miles without turning a hair: and, Sir, I once had a 
tame hare which went all its life without turning a 
donkey. Perhaps some other Correspondents could fur- 
nish parallel instances of animal hardihood. This is not, 
I fear, germane to the question, but it is much more 
interesting to our Society. 


Yours truly, Suum CUIQUE. 
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* IS CHIVALRY DEAD ?” 


——oeee > Miss Letitia Cox (reading Mrs, Lynn Linton’s Letter in the Daily Telegraph). ‘‘ ‘IF 
‘Tae Tarn Exp of THE WepDGE.” —Shakspearian| CHIVALRY HAS DIED OUT, IS IT NOT THAT WoMEN THEMSELVES HAVE GONE 
P 


. ° . » 
warning: ‘* There’s something Rotton in the state of ”?— AWAY FROM THEIR OWN BEST SELVES ? 
The County Council. 


AH, HOW TRUE!” 
[Miss L. C, HAS—vide her Portrait. 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
ELEVENTH EVENING. 


‘‘T orrEN see very curious sights,” said the Moon, ‘‘and I am 
seldom surprised now by anything that comes under my observation. 
But I saw a scene a few aehte ago which had certainly at the time 

a rather extraordinary appearance. I was 
looking down through the tops of some 
tall windows into the bath-room of one of 
your large Hospitals. Around the largest 
= bath, which had been filled quite up to the 
f= brim, stood a number of persons, atten- 
VIS tively regarding the surface of the 

{f= water, to which bubbles were continually 
= rising. There were one or two doctors, 
and some of the hospital nurses and medi- 
cal students in the group, but most of the 
spectators were patients who were we 
enough to leave their wards. In deep 
silence they gathered round, and kept 
} their eyes fixed on the bath with a placid 
<H4} and solemn interest. I could not imagine 

se whatit was all about at first,” said the 
pce pee Moon, ‘“‘and I was not much the wiser 
even when, on looking more carefully, I noticed that there was some- 
thing in the bath—a strange creature which glittered and gleamed 
through the greenish ripples, as it squatted there at the bottom like 
some huge frog. hye | I saw that it was a man. He crouched 
there under water, on all fours, minute after minute, making no 
sign, and still the spectators gazed, and the silence was unbroken, 
except for a faint giggle now and then from one of the nurses. I 
should have thought he was drowned, if it had not been for the 
composure of the onlookers, and the air-bubbles. At last, with a 
splash that sent the water surging over on the floor, the man rose, 
and 1 saw that he was dressed in a tight suit of silver spangles, 
which was what had made the glitter under the water. 


‘‘ For a little while he stood upright in the bath, smiling benig- 
nantly all round him, his chest heaving with conscious pride, and his 
face wearing the satisfied expression of a person who has conferred a 
public benefit, but who disclaims thanks in advance, and then, with 
a little bow and another splash, he leaped nimbly out and made his 
way to the door, amidst some applause from the medical students. 
The patients, however, looked vaguely disappointed, as if they had 
expected something different—though they did not seem very clear 
what that was. I afterwards found,’ explained the Moon, ‘‘ that 
the man in the bath had been discharging an obligation by the only 
means in his power. He was a performer who got his living by 
exhibiting various feats in a glass tank, and (I suppose because he 
could drink wine and smoke cigars under water) was known as the 
‘Man-Fish.’? He had been ill, poor fellow, and had been cured at 
the Hospital—so, being a grateful Man-Fish, he had begged to be 
allowed to give this exhibition to the staff and his fellow-patients, as 
some return for all the kindness he had received. His entertainment 


1] | was, perhaps, a little monotonous—but this—considering that he had 


nothing but a bath to perform in, was not the Man-Fish’s fault. If 
the bath had been a little bigger and the sides had been transparent, 
he would undoubtedly have given more variety to the performance. 

‘© As it was, he did all he could to prove his gratitude ; and grati- 
tude, I am afraid,” concluded the Moon, “‘is not so common in 
Hospital patients, that a much more conventional mode of expressing 
it would not be in itself quite a remarkable circumstance.” 


Toe HEADQUARTERS OF JOURNALISM. — Count and Countess 
HARTENAU, alias Prince and Princess ALEXANDER of Battenberg, 
are, we learnt from the Zimes last week, *‘ shortly coming on a visit 
to Pressburg.” If there is one place from which, more than another 
news might be reasonably expected, it evidently would be that capital 
of journalism yclept Pressburg. 


Mrs. Ram writes :—‘' My favourite promenade in the winter is on 
the Merino at Ramsgate.” 
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DUE SOUTH. 
Last Notes at Monte Carlo. Onto Rome. 


7 nE has a System which is almost infallible. I note down a 

\teyuteras Mor the economical and timorous Monte-Carlist :-—_ 
First System —The Eavagnnative player 10 ar ete ae "aka 

ith opulence, and who 
genes bins 2Ot Diese err I recommend the following sys- 
‘tem:—Go to every table inturn. Think 
of anumber. Imagine you’ve got a five- 
france piece on it. Watch it. If it turns 
up, you have the satisfaction of knowing 
that your judgment was correct. If it 
doesn’t turn up, you can congratulate 
yourself on not having been such a fool as 
to put on that particular number. This 
’ ean be repeated as long as you like, varying 
from colour to number, and vice versa, 
and visiting every table in the room. 
' Youll have most of the fun, and none of 
the risk. "When friends and acquaintances 
meet you and ask ‘‘ how you’re doing ?”’ 
Weve you can say, ‘‘ You ’re about as you were,” 
YY) OF any other formula. 

\\Y Second System.—lIf you like to hear 
af) \\—s the jingle of the five-franc pieces, when 
i ‘ you ve won them, in your pocket,—and it 


as fascinating, I admit—go to the bureau, 
change a sovereign into five ‘‘ cart- 

= wheels,” and walk about jingling them. 
=== Visit the tables, act on the Imaginative 
= Player’s plan (First System), and when 
Yee == your opinion is correct rattle your five- 
Sy 4K franc pieces forcibly, and smile as if you’d 

“== , won a big coup. When your opinion is 
a Eee don’t rattle them, but purse up 
your lips, frown desperately and shake your head. When the 
question is put to_you, ‘‘ Doing any good, eh?” you can jingle your 
coins, replying, ‘‘1’ve got a few left,”’ and pass on. 

Third System. How to reduce the Loss to a Minimum.—Put one 
five-frane piece on par and another on impair. Then your only 
chance of losing is when zero turns up. But, when this happens, 
as your pieces are imprisoned for a second turn, depending upon 
which colour comes up, you can then only lose one piece and must 
gain on the other. This system includes a certain amount of excite- 
ment, and leaves you quits at the end of the evening. Even with 
this safest of safe Systems it is possible for you to lose both pieces ; 
that is, if dishonest persons are sitting near you, bold enough to 
declare that your five-frane pieces belong to them, and to pocket 
them accordingly. 

Last System. How not to Lose at all!—Don’t play. This is too 
evident to need explanation. 

When you have resolved not to go into the Casino, the next best 
thing is to stay outside, and watch the {people going in at any time 
during the day, and coming out at eleven at night. The life and 
soul of Monte Carlo is the Casino. The whole of Monte Carlo is 
really the Casino. All its world is trente et quarante and roulette, 
and, as SHAKSPEARE says, who was of course writing of Monte Carlo, 

*¢ All the men and women merely players.”’ 


_They go in like lions, they come out like lambs; in many cases, 
like shorn lambs. 

It is midday or any time you please in the afternoon. Look at 
the gamblers entering. They arrive by train, or by carriage, or in a 
fiacre, or on foot, and up they go, like men of business bustling 
towards ‘the House” in Capel Court, or with that air of pre- 
occupation which marks a new Member of Parliament who has 
come determined to catch the Speaker’s eye, ascending the steps at 
Westminster. A few among them saunter in, assuming listless- 
ness, and a very few smartly-dressed men and women chatter and 
laugh as they pause on the top step to finish their conversation 
evidently wishing to draw the line sharply between. pleasure and 
business. See them leaving between half-past ten and eleven, when 
the Casino shuts for the night, not separately, but in groups. Some 
chatting, very few laughing, but all most decorously, as if they 
were coming out of Church after a sermon, and their good name 
depended on keeping up appearances, 

After a time, whether winning or losing, life even at Monte Carlo 
becomes monotonous, and, taking for granted that you have ‘ex- 
hausted all the usual excursions, your amusements are limited to 
the following programme :— 

1, The reading-room, where a couple of hours may be fully occu- 


pied by waiting for the paper yo 
also you can write | sp np acaiae ae particularly want to see. Here 


2. Watching the pigeon-shooting from the terrace. 
3. The Concert (admission free), every afternoon. 


’ ge tae 


This is gratis, 
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4, Watch the people entering and leaving the gambling-rooms. 

5, Walking up and down the atriwm, talking to friends and ac- 
quaintances, and, once a day, trying to feign some curiosity as (to 
the contents of the latest telegram posted up in the hall. 

6. See trains arrive ; see them depart. , 

7, To walk down several times a day from your hotel to the Casino 
with a view to consulting the clock over the portico, and then com- 
paring its information with the two Railway clocks, and then with 
that given by your Hotel clock: finally to regulate your own watch 
by striking a fair balance. 

8. Walk up to Monaco Gardens (lovely!) and back. Wonder at 
the variety of smells. Try to arrive at a satisfactory solution as 
to their cause, whether drainage, or harbour, or gasworks, or a com- 
bination of any two or of all three. 

Private Opinion of Monte Carlo in the Season.—For the robust,— 
lovely, delightful. But beware the Mistral, the Wandering Mistral. 
For the invalid,—lovely, seductive, treacherous ! j 

Uncle TaPLrn’s niece, MABEL, has been attacked by the Wandering 
Mistral. She is temporarily disabled. Uncle Tap decides not to go 
to Rome. Offers me his ticket there and back. I accept. Can I 
refuse ? if only to see St. Peter’s? My holiday is finishing. 

‘‘-You will zee,” says our worthy Italian Hotel-keeper, ‘‘ze car- 
nival. Do not go for ze confettx—no—for zey jomp you in Ze eye. 
He ’urt.’”’ I promise him that having had quite enough of “‘jumping 
in the eye”’ at the Battle of Flowers, I shall not go in for confettr- 
throwing at Rome. I complain to him that last night it was actually 
snowing. He reluctantly admits the incontrovertible fact; ‘* but,” 
he goes on in his own peculiar English, for which he has a patent, 
‘‘7e snow,” here a contemptuous shrug, ‘‘he was nozing,—he 
not lay on the floor.” Beautiful expression this. But, whether the 
snow ‘lies on the floor”’ or not, off [ go. To Rome! O Riviera! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


The P. & O. Pocket Book. Why prane, when there is so much 
strength about it? It is a mighty pleasant little book to read, it is 
likewise brimming with useful information, therefore it would be 
appropriate to call it The Pranoforte 
Pocket Book, especially as there are 
some notable performers who play 
with great taste and expression 
within its pages. For instance, 
everyone will gladly listen to the 
bourrée entitled ‘‘ Le Canal de Suez,”’ 
by M. Dz Lusszps, the bright lively 
gigue, ‘‘ Japan,” by Mr. H. W. Lucy, 
the Suez Canal Sonata, by Mr. 
THoMAS SUTHERLAND, the ‘‘ China”’ 
cantata, by Sir THomas WADE (in- 
valuable as a wade-mecum), and 
other notable pieces by accomplished 
executants. As for all the strictly \ 
practical portion of the work, the \} 
exact and various particulars with Ne 
regard to routes, vessels, cabins, and 
outfits, it makes one desire to rush - SS 
round to Leadenhall Street at once 
and immediately book places for the 
‘*Ocean Cure.’”? We might suggest a new motto for the Company— 
‘* Che va P. an’ O. va sano.” 

The Macmillaneries continue their excellent series of revivals. 
The latest is The Caged Lion by CuartoTTE M. Yonex. Here it 
is fresh and YoNGE asever. Also the first volume of JoHN GREEN- 
LEAF WHITTIER’S writings. Those who already possess a collection 
of witty works, will be glad to add to it one Whittier. 

The latest addition to RoutLEDGr’s Pocket Library, invaluable to 
the globe-trotter, is the Third Series of The Ingoldsby Legends. 
All who go down to the sea by the L. C. & D. Line should take with 
them this little volume, containing the legend of The Brothers of 
Birchington, and he will learn something about the mysterious 
Reculvers, the origin of which has puzzled many besides 

THE Baron DE Book Worms. 


_ A Mysrery.—What is ‘‘ Vertni’s Patent Pipe?” There is no 
inscription but this on its stem, and on application at more than one 
tobacconist’s no information could be obtained by our Private 
Inquirer. Yet Mr. Punch, after three months’ practical experience 
of this pipe, which was mysteriously presented to him, has no hesi- 
tation in affirming, or taking his oath, if necessary, that never has 
he met with a pipe, not even a vocal or musical one, so sweet and clear, 
and one which renders the ‘‘ pernicious weed”’ so innocuous, as does 
this ‘‘ VERINI’s Patent.”? In the interest of all smokers, if any pipe 
ought to be puffed this should be, and so Mr. Punch gives it the 
Puff direct. But whence it came, and where it is obtainable, many 
besides M7. Punch would be glad to know. 
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Mr, PuncuH Drinks Success TO THE RoyAL AGRICULTURAL JUBILEE 
SHOW TO BE HELD THIS SUMMER IN WINDSOR PARK, 


COUNTY COUNCILDOM. 
(By Our Own County Councillor.) 


I rancy the proceedings of our new London Government must have 
somewhat astonished the old fogies whom we have so recently super- 
seded. Why, we have laid down more grand democratic principles 

‘ for our future guidance, in the 
last few weeks, than the Legis- 
lature itself has ventured even 
to discuss seriously in as many 
years, and if some of my able 
colleagues have their own way, 
and they assuredly mean to try, 
London will shortly be the Para- 
dise of the Impecunious. 

Everything that the Masses 
require will be done for them, 
and the whole expense’of so doing 
will have to be borne by the 
Classes. And as the former are 
somewhat about four times the 
— number of the latter, the sub- 
‘yx limity of the idea is at once 
sw» apparent. The poor of London 

% are to be re-housed, and a Medi- 
cal Officer of Health is to be ap- 
pointed to superintend their 
sanitary condition, at a salary of 
£1000 a year. He will probably earn it, despite the bold statement of 
one of our most popular Members, that he had never yet met a man 
worth more than £500 a year. ; 

Bee Depaty-<Cneen blushed visibly at this striking assertion, 
and why Bias 

The question of properly furnishing the houses has been deferred 
for the present, but we have decided that when we ask for tenders 
to execute this rather extensive order, the parties tendering will be 
required to show that the men they employ are paid such good wages, 
and work such short hours, as are entirely satisfactory to the Trade! 

a? fear of the over-perspiring system prevailing under our fatherly 
system. 

All gates and bars in lordly Bloomsbury and elsewhere are to be at 
once abolished, and the inclosed gardens in the many squares will 


© | doubtless be made free to all, 
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And how are these glorious results to be obtained ? Is it by such a 
crushing weight of taxation as will greatly inconvenience the 
wealthy? Certainly not. <A mere trifle of thirteen pence in the 
pound will suffice, for the present, to satisfy all our moderate 
wants. 

The mistake made by one of our non-financial Members—caused 
by thirteen pence being the tax upon coals that we mean at once to 
abolish—that he much preferred paying thirteen pence in the ton 
to thirteen pence in the pound, was kindly explained to-him by our 
Financial Editor. Those of us who are not eminent financiers were 
as much surprised as delighted to learn that a mere trifle like this 
thirteen pence in the pound, which we are about to levy on a gratified 
Metropolis, will aati us a sum approaching one million nine 
hundred thousand pounds, with which to commence our great work, 
so anything like a cheeseparing economy would be as absurd as 
unnecessary. ; 

The verv natural remark made by one of the most jovial and good- 
natured of our body was, that with such a sum to draw upon, why should 
we not provide ourselves with needful refreshment? but the idea 
was not generally approved—at any rate, not for the present ; one 
particularly crusty Member attributing it to the genius loci. Iam 
biding my time for an opportunity of proposing at once to abolish 
the ancient nuisance of “ Mud Salad Market,” and have but little 
doubt of ultimate success. 

From what I gather from those around me, I fancy everyone of 
us has some special grievance that he intends giving his whole mind 
to remedy, and, as there are some 137 of us, we shall certainly not 
want for plenty of matter for discussion. a 

One noble idea is to constitute ourselves Commissioners for fixing | 
what we think to be a fair and reasonable rent to be paid fer any 
property, the occupier of which finds the present amount to press 
inconveniently a his somewhat limited resources, due account 
being taken of the number of his family, and any other circum- 
stances of an interesting character; and the question is naturally 
asked, Why should dissatisfied Ireland have so great an advantage 
in this respect over the powerful and loyal Metropolis ? 

We all like our Chairman, and our Radical friends thoroughly 
appreciate his preference of ‘‘Mr. Chairman”’ to ‘‘ My Lord.” As 
one specially democratic Member observed, there are hundreds of 
Lords, but only one Chairman of such a County Council. 

Our Vice-Chairman seems scarcely fitted to control our somewhat 
rude democracy, his instincts apparently lying in quite a different 
direction. 

Our Deputy Chairman sits trembling in the balance between 
Glory and Lucre. Unpaid patriotism on the one hand, and £1500 
per annum on, but not yet in, the other. 

I expect to find our future proceedings interesting, important, and 
even staggering, 


““THE SQUEEZE OF 86.” 


[Mr. Francis GALTON says that, “Out of 1,657 adult women of all 
ages measured at the laboratory, the strongest could only exert a squeeze of 
86 lb., or about that of a medium man.’’] 


Husbands, be it sadly stated, 
Have been known their wives to 
whack ; 
You, unless you ’re over-rated, 
Could give such endearments 
back. 
Yours the task to try correction, 


MAInDEN of the mighty muscles, 
Then renege you would 


e 
Famous in all manly tussles, 
And it’s very clear to me, 
That if in the dim hereafter 
Any husband should play 


tricks ; Till your husband and your 
You would, with derisive ‘* chicks,” 
laughter, Had a lively recollection 


Give a ‘* Squeeze of 86.” Of your ‘* Squeeze of 86,” 


Lieut AND Frrvotous.—Our Other Musical Critic went to hear } 
Mr. Dupiey Bucx’s “ Light of Asia.’—He writes—‘‘ What a 
beautiful name is DuptEyY Buox! The Light is not very bright. I 
thought The Light of Asta would have been lighter than it is. My 
mistake, not DeApiy Bucxk’s. ‘Buck! Buck! How many fingers 
doI hold up?’ Well, I give him a hand as a stranger, and tliere- 
fore ‘as a stranger bid him welcome ’—which I think is a quotation 
from that oft-quoted author SHAKSPEARE-Passtm. But, another time, 
please send Classical chap to this sort of thing. Afterwards I looked 
in at the Pavilion. Good show, BEssIz BELLWooD in great form,” 
&c., &e.—[Yes, another time, we will not send this one.—Ep. | 


Ar the Opéra Comique Theatre, a new play, ealled The Panel 
Picture, has one great fault, namely, the rising of the Curtain on the 
First Act. If this with all following upon the unwise proceeding were 
omitted, it is not improbable that the result might be, or certainly 
on Thursday last might have been, far more satisfactory. 
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Edwin (who likes his Angelina to take an intelligent interest in the leading topics of the day). ‘‘ WHAT A TERRIBLE THING THIS SWEATING 
Angelina (who is of a medical turn), ‘‘ HAVE THEY TRIED MASSAGE, DARLING?” 


1 2? 


SysTEM Is!—AND NO CURE FOR IT!! 


IN MEMORIAM. 


Gohn Bright. 


Born, Nov. 16, 1811. Drep, Marcu 27, 1889. 


“* Now is the stately column broke, 
The beacon-light is quench’d in smoke, 
The trumpet’s silver sound is still, 
The warder silent on the hill!’’—Scorv, 


Smzent! Nor, though we listen, shall we hear, 
From the hill-top that fronts the breaking 


morn, 
Again that clarion-challenge loud and clear, 
So oft above the breath of battle borne 
High as the lark above the bending corn. 
Silent, that voice that never doubt or fear 
Hushed ’midst the strifes of many a strenuous 
"year; [scorn, 
Which neither mob-applause nor modish 
Nor the loud wrath of Party’s passing mood, 
Availed to drown in the fierce noise of fight. 
_ Man who knew not to falter, turn, or yield, 
With eyes intent upon the common goo ; 
With heart unshaken in the cause of right, 
How shall we miss thy form in many a 
stricken field ! 


Brave Knight of Peace, with proud and spot- 
_ _less crest, [gust ; 
Which never stooped to faction’s furious 
Who braved opprobrium with unblenching 
breast, [trust 
Till long- proved constancy had conquered 
In the stout champion of the true an just ; 
Now hast thou entered into well-earned rest, 
No more to wield the sword with warrior zest, 
No more into the press of spears to thrust. 
Sheathed the true steel that ne'er struck 
craven blow, 
en 


Silent the trumpet that hath pealed so oft, 
Fallen from faithful hands relaxed in 
death. [not low ; 
Whilst thou hadst life, the beacon burned 
Whilst thou hadst strength, the standard 
shook aloft ; [thou hadst breath. 
The silver trumpet was not mute whilst 


A Knight of Peace! In all her retinue 
The Lady of the Olive Branch hath found 
No champion more valorous or more true 
Defence to muster or a charge to sound, 
Less prone to shrink from onset, or give 
ground [arrows flew, 
When swords flashed fast and swift the 
Than him, her sober-suited friend, who slew 
Only the foes who swarmed her flag around. 
His no Berserker love of the red fray ; 
Not for sheer battle’s sake or lust of blood 
Into the thickest of the fight he ’d fling, 
Who ever heard amidst the mad mélée, 
Marring the music of proud triumph’s mood, 
The beatings sinister of Azrael's iron wing. 


For Peace, and Freedom, and the People’s right, 
Based on unshaken Law, he stood and 
fought ; j 
If not with widest purview, yet with sight 
Single, sagacious, unobscured b aight 
Of selfish passion or ambitious thought ; 
Seeing day’s promise in the darkest night 
Hope for the weak ’midst menaces of Might: 
Careless of clamour as of chance-blown ‘aes 
Stern somewhat, scornful oft, and with the 
stark (stroke, 
Downright directness of a Roundhead’s 
Who drew a Heaven-dedicated sword 
Against the foes of Freedom’s sacred ark, 
The friends of the oppressor’s galling yoke, 
All a assailants of the Army of the 
ord. 


Yet at his lion-strength’s most inner heart 
Lay sweetness, as in Israel’s passion strong ; 
Such sweetness as like silvery brooks wi 


start 
’Midst mountain - heights of Murzron’s 
mighty song. 
His virile hate struck hot at high-placed 
Wrong dart, 
And crawling crime; his scorn smote like a 
Baseness of court or crowd, of fane or mart 
Caste’s callous pride, and madness of the 
throng. [friend ; 
Ever himself, though foe might change, or 
Or right, or wrong, his steadfast course he 
steered [was set ; 
Straight for the goal on which his soul 
Unused to falter and unwont to bend, 
He shrank notfrom reproach, nor ever feared 
To mount the wildest wave that drave 
toward his end. 


The Silver Trumpet’s silent! 

Its unmatche 

‘ charm, 
Rise dominant o’er faction’s futile roar, 

Orsummon friendsof Rightto rouseandarm. 

The Warder’s mute, no more to sound 

alarm [hoar. 

From the dawn-fronting hill-top, high and 

Dead lies the Knight who the White Banner 

bore. [warm. 

Fold it o’er the cold breast that late beat 
No slain Crusader graced a nobler tomb 

More nobly ever than this stainless Knight, 

The echoes of whose war-shouts scarcely 

cease, [gloom, 

Though he lies there in the light-chequered 

Stout Champion ever of the True and Right, 

May sworn Militant, great Paladin of 

eace | 


Never more 
music mortal ears shall 
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JOHN BRIGHT. 


BORN, NOY. 16, 1811. DIED, MARCH 27, 1889. 
‘THE TRUMPET’S SILVER SOUND IS STILL!” 
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FRIENDLY ADVICE. 


*¢T s4Y/—yYOU HAVE IMPROVED THAT FOOT THESE LAST FEW WEEKS ! I SHOULD 
GO ON DRAWING THE HUMAN FooT, AND NOTHING ELSE, IF I WERE YOU, BRowN ! 


—ANYHOW FOR ANOTHER Two or THREE YEARS OR SO.” 
**OH—THANKS AWFULLY !—AND THEN ?’’ 


‘‘ WHY THEN YOU MIGHT BE A SHOEMAKER, YOU KNOW, AND GET AN HONEST 


LIVING !” 


FRENCH ART WITH SAUCH HOLLANDAISE. 


THE collection of the works of the French and Dutch Romanticists 
at the Dowdeswell Galleries, is well worth two or three visits, one of 
which I’ve paid on account,—on your account and that of the public. 
Why ‘‘ Romanticists’”’ ? If the depicting of cows and sheep, and 
poultry, ‘‘all alive O!” of course, undressed, and au naturel, is to 
make an Artist a Romanticist, then Dowdeswell’s Dutchmen cer- 
tainly take the first prize in this pictorial Cattle Show. Cows and 
Figures, Figures and Cows, Cows on the Heath, Cows in Water, 


‘More Cows in more Water, Ditto with Trees, Sheep on Downs, 


Lake with Cows, Man in a Punt and Woman with Cows, Cow-cher 
de Soleil, Sheep under Trees, Landscape with Cowshed, Calf with 
Cow-shedding tears,and so forth—without a single effort to depict 
the Cow jumping over the Moon, which would have been really 
romantic and very effective,—for which titles consult the Catalogue— 
or, as it should be called the Cattle-logue, and ‘‘ when found, make 
a note of.”’ Quotation this from Captain Cuttle, quite suitable to a 
Cuttle-log. There is one genuine Romanticist, but he is neither 
Frenchman nor Dutchman, but of Italian extraction, as his name is 
MonvTiceLtui. Pause, Visitor, before No. 106, The Ravine, by Montt- 
CELLI,—the Ravin’ Mad, it suggests; and No. 109, The Féte Champétre, 
in which there is a lady in the winning Cambridge colours, some- 
what exhilarated after the Boat Race. Examine these well. Mar- 
vellous colour, dabbed on anyhow, looking a trifle mouldy in places, 
and a wonderful jumble of figures. I should call Monricerir The 
Uncertaintist. : 

More in my next, But seriously, our clever young painters might 
do worse than spend a few hours in these Galleries studying the 
works of Minterr, Corot, Metssonrer, Davusiany, and Josrr 
Ispagts, Why ‘‘Romanticists?” Because they romantically 
painted for the love of Art, and many of them, since dead, got 
precious little for their pains and paintings. 


In dealing with pictures, these French and these Dutch 
Took, often, too little, when painting so much. 
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AN OFFICIAL EXERCISE. 


From ‘‘ Ollendorf’” as Arranged for the Next Scare. 


HAVE we any ships (vaisseaux) ready, wherewith to 
meet the enemy ? 

No. We have not any ships ready wherewith to meet 
the enemy, but we have the promise of a Fleet on paper 
(dans l’air), locked up in a cupboard at the Admiralty. 

Then, some of our ships are here, some are there (/d) ? 

Yes, some of our ships are everywhere (par tout), but 
they are not here (pas 77), 

Is this the little gun for the big ship ? 

No, this is the big ship without any gun atall (sans 
aucun cannon). 

_ Will the Admiralty send the big ship thus unarmed 
into action ? 

Yes, certainly; but they will order the Admiral in 
Command to make a manifestation of defiance (danser le 
hornprpe), the moment he comes under the enemy’s fire. 

_It is a pity that the enemy’s Fleet suddenly took posses- 
sion of the Channel when sixteen of our Ironclads were 
shut up in the dockyards for repairs, having something 
done to their boilers. 

The Admiral was at dinner with the General (chez UM. 
Le Général) when the enemy arrived. 

Who saw the enemy arrive ? 

N Sah saw the enemy arrive. 

_ Will the Volunteer Artillery have to bring their guns 
into the battle without horses ? 

_ Yes, the Volunteer Artillery will have to bring their guns 
into the battle without horses, but the Hussar Regiment 
will have its deficiency of mounts supplied by the London 
General Omnibus Company (Companie Générale). 

Who, then, has the good gun? 

The invader has the good gun, but we have the inferior 
bayonet. 

Have you seen the top-heavy Torpedo- boats of the lively 
neighbours ! . 

No, I have not ; but I have heard talk (entendu parler) 
¥ pe ipo. opposition of our own Malcontents (Zm- 

éciles), 


ADDITIONAL CLAUSES FOR THE SuNDAY CLosrING BILL. 
—No open air allowed on Sunday. Flowers will not be 
permitted to open. Anyone opening an oyster on Sunday 
will render himself liable to a heavy penalty. N.B 
Until these become Law, Sunday Closing may be con- 
sidered an open question. 


Tam aware this doesn’t by any means apply all round ; but I’ve not 
been all round; I’m not an All-round Man, but among the French 
and the Dutchesses I am yours, 

Tue Duc Du MAuvtsticx, 


UNREEFED CANVAS. 


of igh hart from our exhibitions; and Mr. 
JOHN HoLLINGSHEAD would tell you, with a 
practical, and well-nigh aggravating blunt- 
ness, that the only great work of Art was 
‘* Niagara.’ Be that as it may, there are ~ 
plenty of pretty pictures at the Exhibition ~~ 
of Lady Artists at the Egyptian Hall. °% 
Though they appear to somewhat neglect 
face-painting, and pencil other things beside eyebrows, there are 
many bright, honest contributions amid the collection. They have 
held up the mirror to Nature, instead of devoting the looking-glass 
toa more frivolous and unsatisfactory use. Among the best con- 
tributions may be noted those of Mrs. PERUGINI, the Misses Clara 
and Hinpa Monrarpa, Mrs. Marrasre, Mrs. Joprimne, Misses H. 
Macauntay, M. Narret, Drew, M. H. Smrpson, V. H. Wyman, 
R. Barton, R. F. Hensman, EK. Partriner, A. E. Tucker, and 
A. MANVILLE Fenn. THE Art-FuL DopGEr. 


Buiack SHEEP IN THE HovsE oF Lorps.—A disgrace to the Woolsack. 


[Aprit 6, 1889. 
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Master of the Situation. ‘‘ WHAT CAN I DO FOR YOU, GENTLEMEN .» 
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Barber (to First Comer—in hand), ‘SHAVE, SIR 


IMMEDIATELY.” 
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1” (To Second Comer.) ‘‘TAKE A Cuarr, Sir, I SHALL BE DISENGAGED 
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Smith (First Comer, who has recognised in the Glass opposite that it is that fellow Brown, his rival and enemy). ‘‘ YA-As, I WISH TO 
BE SHAVED, AND—AH—THEN I SHOULD LIKE MY HEAD WASHED,—SHAMPOOED, Y’KNOW,—AND AFTERWARDS MY HAIR CUT,—AND— 


CAREFULLY CURLED !!” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


[Tableau ! 


your pardon, I meant to say it was white,’ they cheer just the 
same. Now, our fellows would as soon howl at their natural leaders 


EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. as not. Sometimes I envy BEAcH and GoscHEN. Wish I’d either 


House of Commons, Monday, March 25,—ATTORNEY-GENERAL 


again accommodated with seat in Dock. 
Getting quite familiar with situation; on ex- 
cellent terms with the Warders; declares he 
hasn’t slightest prion to take off his 
boot and throw it at head of SpraxeR. Can’t 
imagine how habitués of the Dock occasionally 
dispossess themselves of portions of their cloth- 


ing, and disperse it about locality of Judge or 


Magistrate. CHARLES RussELy leads case for 
Prosecution. Exceedingly severe on Prisoner. 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL, when under indictment 
last Friday, gained temporary triumph by al- 
leging that he had handed in a certain letter 
to Russett. Now turns out that it was quite 
another letter, in quite different circumstances, 
handed in at quite distinct time. Original 
statement made pee sensation. Ministerial- 
ists mad with delight. Opposition momen- 
tarily checked. ATTORNEY-GENERAL now says 
must be mistake somewhere. If he had not 
handed Russet Preort’s letter of Noy. 15, 
he had given him Soames’s of the 11th. Same 
thing ; or, if not, why not? Anyhow, ‘‘of no 
material importance.” Ministerialists cheered 
again, almost as loud as, on Friday, they had 
cheered when ATTORNEY - GENERAL insisted 
upon matter as one of primest importance. 
‘‘That’s the best of the Tories,” said Har- 
court, sadly, ‘‘they always stand by their 
own man. If he says a thing’s black they 
cheer before the words are well out of his 


| mouth, and when he goes on to say ‘TI beg 


been born into Toryism, or been able comfortably to take to it in 
middle age.” 

Squabble went on till Nine o’clock. Little trifle of 
214 Millions to be talked about before voting. Must 
needs stand over till personal question of ATTORNEY- 
GENERAL settled. Then Members go off to dinner ; crowded 
House melts away; about a dozen stay to talk about the 
Vote. Not one per million sterling. Windbag SExToN as 
usual on his legs. Had a finger in most people’s pie at 
Question Hour. Now interposes on Army Annual Bill, 
Second Reading of which SranHoPE proposes to take in 
succession to abortive discussion on Navy scheme. Makes 
speech, takes division; gives notice of Amendment in 
Committee. ‘‘Srxron,’”’ I say, to Macture, ‘‘is like the 
poor. We have him always with us.” 

‘“Yes,” said my robust friend, hair and 
moustache curling with indignation, ‘‘and we 
always shall whilst he is Lord Mayor of 
Dublin. As long as SPEAKER, BALFoUR, OLD 
Moratity, and other respectable Authorities 
are, by virtue of his office, bound to refer to 
him as the ‘Right Honourable Gentleman,’ 
so long will SexTon continue to pop up throu 
a sitting long or short, lingering over the 
sweetness of this unwonted style. When he’s 
no longer Lord Mayor, and may be alluded to 
as to ‘the Hon. Member’ we’ll have less of 
him.’”? Business done.—None. 


Monday Night. — Sam SmirH much con- 
cerned for Monte Carlo. Hears it’s quite a 
dreadful place; people go and begin playing as 

=> soon as luncheon is over ; lose all their money ; 
‘“‘My robust Friend.” take special care to get their dinner, knowing 
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stitution Hill. ‘‘It’s restriction,” said Novak, “an absurdity, and 
a relic of the past.” : 

Grand Young Garpner backed him up ; Committee deeply moved ; 
SHaw LEFEVRE, momentarily forgettin 
absorbing attraction of his new Dea 
House, flung himself into fray. SAGE 
oF QuEEN ANNE’S GATE much cheered 
by this movement on part of younger 
generation. Amid enthusiastic cheers 
CAVENDISH BENTINCK declared against 
Constitution Hill. Even Der Listy, 
putting both feet down, was for open- | 
ing the thoroughfare. PLunxker stood ff 
by the Constitution and the Hill, but f f 
was visibly alarmed. House cleared #f 
for Division; figures read out amid { 
breathless excitement. For keeping § 
thoroughfare closed, 80; for opening it, 
78. Ministerial majority reduced to 
Two! 

The two conspirators shook hands. 
Novak overcome with emotion. Grand 
Young GARDNER still capable of articu- 
lation. 

‘‘Let us,’ he said, ‘‘ devote our lives 
to this great object. Let us swear a 
great oath that till Constitution Hill is 
open to the people we will neither shave 
nor have our hair cut. Swear! ”’ 

‘*‘Dammy!” said Novar. —_ 

Business done.—The shackles shaken sa ” 
on Constitution Hill. ‘Putting both Feet down.” 

Friday Night.—This is Joun Bricut’s Day. House crowded in 
every part, all drawn to do honour to the great Englishman. None 
so rich or so great as not to do him reverence. Ox~p Morarity 
speaks first in tones of homely eloquence, well suited to occasion, 
Then GLADSTONE rises on highest pinions of matchless eloquence, 
extolling the dead orator and ‘‘ his splendid eloquence, the loftiest 
that has sounded within the walls of the House of Commons within 
the present generation.”? HartiIneton lamented the departure of 
one who had been to him, in peculiar degree, guide, philosopher, and 
friend. Justice McCartHy, as the envoy of Ireland, brought her 
mourning wreath to lay on the tomb; and CHAMBERLAIN mourned 
‘*the Member for Birmingham.” All admirably done, displaying 
the House of Commons in one of its worthiest moods, and loftiest 
moments, Business done.—Lament for Joun BRIGHT. 


i id ir emote alley ; 

1] will never be paid; then retire to some ren 3 

ent ee A week later, sometimes next GES aoe 
terred by former experience, do it all over again. 


; : ife.” Determined to 
of infamy,” sighs SAMUEL; ae et life cite tine fo 16 


came down to- 
day with ques- 
tion, addressed to 
Frreusson, ask- 
ing what Her 
Majesty’s Go- 
vernment are 
going to do with 
respect to _ this 
scandal? IF rER- 
GUSSON intimates, 
in diplomatic 
pnrase, that, on 
the whole, Her 
Majesty’s Go- 
vernment are 
going to do no- 
thing; are, in- 
deed, not quite 
sure whether all 
the stories about 
Monte Carlo that 
come from Nice 
are true. GRAN- 
DOLPH, not long 
back from Monte 
Carlo, winks 
across at HarrT- 
INGTON, who tries 
to look as if he 
‘¢Think’I ’ll run over to Monte Carlo!’’. Pe ae peck 
RALITY, who got through a visit to Monte Carlo quite safely, finds 
opportunity, later, of meeting SAMUEL behind SpEaKeEr’s chair. 

‘* Know you spoke with best intentions,” he said, ‘‘ but are you 
quite sure of your facts? Ever been toMonteCarlo? Place to spend 
a happy day in, Zcan tell you. Most interesting proceedings in Ca- 
sino. Not that I ever played, of course. Left that for GRANDOLPH and 
Hartineton. But I looked on,and saw a thing or two. Nothing in 
the world so easy as to make pot of money. Great secret is get it on 
and leave it on; make a thousand pounds in a thousand minutes.” 

‘* Ah!” said SAMUEL, growing interested, ‘‘ but how do you doit?” 

‘*That’s it,” said Otp Morauiry.  ‘‘ Nothing easier when you 
know it, but, as they say in choirs and places where they sing, 
you’ve got to know it fust. Now look here.” (Samurn ‘‘ looks 
here” ; on back of copy of Orders where Oty Morauiry rapidly 
traces diagram.) ‘* Every beam of light is composed of three coloured 
rays, blue, yellow, and red. As the beam passes through the atmos- 
phere A, these are separated from each other, the blue being drawn 
most down, the yellow next, and the red least. As the earth with 
its clouds and atmosphere turns round the pole P. in the direction 
A.C.D., any given cloud would pass first under the blue rays at B., 
then the yellow rays at Y., and then the red rays at R.; and, be 
tinged by their respective colours. An observer, placed at E., just 
as he was turning into darkness towards C., would see the clouds 
tinged red at R., resting upon the western horizon. You follow me? 
Well it’s just the same with the tables. No need to shoot yourself, 
or anyone else.” 

SamupL walks away, pondering over these things. ‘‘ Very 
curious,” he says; ‘‘Orp: Moratiry not flighty kind of man. 
Intense air of respectability about him. A thousand pounds in a 
thousand minutes! What a lot of good one could do with it. Won- 
der if GRANDOLPH and Harrineron would join syndicate to try OLD 
Moratity’s plan? Let me see: ‘ As the earth with its clouds and 
atmosphere turns round the pole P.’; exactly. That seems indis- 
putable. Think I’ll run over to Monte Carlo, and see with my own 
eyes how things are,” Business done.—Committee of Supply. 

Lhursday.—Government very nearly defeated to-night. All about 
Constitution Hill. Those two desperate Revolutionists, NovaR, and 
the Grand Young GarpNER, determined to make stand against 
exclusiveness of this thoroughfare. Runs nearly parallel between 
two of busiest thoroughfares of, Metropolis. A short cut from the 
teeming East by Charing Cross to the fertile West. Fine broad, 
tree-planted Avenue. Yet, whilst Piccadilly is blocked, Constitution 
Hill left undisturbed for the solitary horseman or the occasional 
brougham. _Karly in week Grand Young GarpneR scribbling 
message, written with his own blood, on back of envelope, summoned 
Novak to midnight meeting. Novar arrived armed with Claymore ; 
swore solemn oath they would free Constitution Hill, or die. Come 
down to-night prepared for worst. Novar led off attack. Moved to 
reduce Vote for Parks and Pleasure Gardens with reference to Con- 
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SHOULDER TO SHOULDER, AND HEART TO ART. 


On Monday, the 25th of March, the Prince and Princess of WALES 
opened the new Drill Hall of that gallant body of citizen soldiers, 
the 20th Middlesex (Artists) Rifle Volunteers. The ceremony was 
a pretty one, especially that part 
of it wherein (to quote the pro- 
gramme) .‘‘The Princess of 
WaALEs and her daughters were 
presented with bouquets,” &c. Of 
the entertainments, it may be said 
that a glimpse of their Royal 
Highnesses. proved a most. at- 
tractive item. However, there 
were other features, to wit, songs 
wy by Lieutenant Maysprick (Artists 
R.Y.), in full. uniform, and 
Mr. Epwarp Lioyp ; and recita- 
tions by Private Branpon THo- 
BRON nae ang May B enter MTSE 

. unattached. adame ANTOIN- 
Thomas and Maybrick. ETTE STIRLING sang, and so did 
Mr. CHARLES CoLLErrE (late Lieutenant 3rd Dragoon Guards). The 
card of invitation was embellished with a clever sketch by Mr. Horstey, 
and the Drill Hall itself suggested a happy compromise between St. 
Paul’s Cathedral and the London Terminus of the Midland Railway. A 
paper handed to the Press contained, amongst other valuable informa- 
tion, the facts that the hon. architect was the Colonel of the Regiment 
Commanding, and a Fellow of the Society of Antiquaries.; . that 
Messrs. &c., &c., were responsible for the plumbers’ work, and that 
the wrought-iron gas-fittings, ‘‘ from the architect’s design,” had 
been made by Messrs. &c¢., &c. Hon. Colonel Sir FREDERICK LEIeH- 
TON, Bart, P.R.A., was present in mufti, and a reference made in 
the speech of the Prince of Wats to the advance of the corps in 
prosperity during that gallant and accomplished officer’s period of 
command, was received with well-merited enthusiasm. This was as 
it should be. . Honour to whom honour is due: and may the Artistic 
Volunteers long live and prosper ! 
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ART AND LETTERS. 


As our Merry-Go-Round Inspector of Studios couldn’t go every- 
where, we hit upon the simple plan of inducing some of the leading 
artists themselves to furnish us with their own notices of their 
principal works intended for public exhibition this season. 


From\the President to the Editor.—Caro Mio,—I shall be more 
. than enchanted to oblige you. Mas que voulez- 
vous ? Every minute is precioso to us both. As to 
the pictures, eh, bien, I need hardly call to your 
memory how purely ScHrLLeR renders my senti- 
ments when he says, ‘‘ Hrsuche Ste aber haupt- 
siichlich mit grisster Eile zu verfahren.” You 
will see some Greek maidens—ah!—to quote the 
witty epigram of APELLES, our own poetic fellow- 
craftsman :—“ Tyr mor’ Botdeper mawT, perBor, Meiy 
BnOe ypavd &vd0E xAacou oreiAc.”? Vieni, caro mo, 
and as Dante said to Francesca, ‘‘Suonate il campanello alla porta,’ 
—an action into which may be thrown all the grace of a Greek 
god, or which may exhibit only the gaucherie of 
a Boeotian clown. You remember that wise and 
witty saying of CeRvANTES, ‘‘ Hs muy hermosa dia 
despues la Liuvia.” Perhaps you will retort with 

PEpRILLO, ‘‘ Zu eres otro. A Dios.” bya 
From Alma-Tadema, R.A.—No, my dear Vallow, 
not anoder pragtigal choke of Helly O’Gobbleus 
out of all de rose-leaf now, bot a bersbactive 
sobjack called ‘‘ Hard Lines.” Some Roman chorus- 
girls zleeping on de wed marble floor afdera light —_ : 
bregfast of honey and gugumbers. Bootiful! Bootiful! Bud‘nod 

in time for dese Agademy und Kroyenor Kallery. aged Be 
From J. C. Horsley, R.A.—Dear Editor, my big picture is ‘‘ The 
Remorse of Godiva,” showing her in bed, only the 

tip of her beautiful nose visible. J, Cea. 


From John Brett, RA.—Belay and avast, Mr. 
Editor! You’ll see. Breezy and fine picture. 
‘* The Lion, the Inzard, and the 

» Stag,” a little geographical joke 
-A} on the Coast of Cornwall. Shall 
- get Academy to engage policeman 
=|} to keep off crowd, who will crush 3 
‘ in to see the joke. Sub. 

From Professor Hubert Herkomer, A.R.A., 
M.A., F.S.A.—My good man, don’t bother about 
pictures. Come to Bushey, see my new moon,— 
great scenic effect,—and hear the Cantata. 
‘WAGNER not init. Chorus of students. 


From Marcus 
ee 


does M. 


¢ From T, Faed R.A.—My picture is Our Dear 
</— Old Home. Scotch subject. There are evidences 
“Axis of recent obstreperousness on the part of the 
gudeman, over whose prostrate form stands the 
gudewife, with a broken bellows in herhand. The 
bairns ‘skeered’ are huddled up together in a corner, crying out, 
‘* Aiblins, what’s hame without a mither!” Very fine. 5 Gly 


From J. P. Frith, R.A.—Dear Ed.,—Your boy called twice. 
I have done a few ‘‘ Reminis- : 
cences.”” You’llsee. J.P.F. 


From Sir John FE. Millas, 
Bart., R.A.—Dear Old Chap, 
Show you my pictures? With 

leasure. At M‘CrEan’s place. 

0 more private views at my own 
house. Lost toomany umbrellas. 
Names? Descriptions? Well, 
’pon my life, haven’t thought 
of names—some critic fellows will call ’em names, hey P—and as 
to their description —well—I can only say they’re first-rate, 
—‘‘though I says it as shouldn’t, eh?’ Hope you’re well, but of 
course, you scribbling chaps are always well, while we poor painters 
—no, dash it, 1’m not a poor painter !—shouldn’t like to hear anyone 
else say this,—if he did, I’d punch his head. ‘‘ Punch!” ha! ha! 
appropriate that. And new, eh? Capital cartoon of J. T.’s, that one 
I mean about the what’s-his-name standing upon the thingumijig, 
and saying to Lord What-you-may-call-’im,—I forget what, but 
you know. Best thing I ever saw. Adoo! adoo! J. E. M. 

[Perhaps next week we may be able to give some further interesting details, 
on which our readers can place the most perfect reliance.—Ep. ] 
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ON COMMISSION. 
April2, 3, 4.—The working days of the week have been devoted to 


paying the closest possible attention to an admirable Abridgment of the 
History of Ireland, by my learned friend, Sir CuartEs Russern. And 
here let me say, in all sober seriousness, that it was comprised in a 
speech that was worthy of the man and the theme—a speech that, by 
itself, was sufficient to hand down the name of the Counsel for the 
Defence to posterity, as one of the ablest lawyers and one of the most 
eloquent orators that has ever graced the English Bar. As the great 
speech has already been reported in detail in other quarters, it is 
superfluous to repeat it word for word in these columns. If it were, 
it might possibly occupy more space than is put, and I may say 
rightly put, at my disposal. So I will content myself with repro- 
ducing the manner of Sir CHARLES in a dramatic form, adopting 
for the purpose a well-known popular oration that in the past was 
left unfortunately imperfect. I do this so that those who are to 
follow in the footsteps of my learned friend, and myself, at the Bar 
may have the benefit of what I may perhaps be permitted to describe 
as u lesson in impressively-posturing elocution. 

Orator (leaning gracefully back on bench, and in a colloquial tone). 
So she went into the garden to cut a cabbage-leaf (he pauses, looks 
at the Bench, produces from pocket a silken arrangement of green 
and Indian pink) to 
make (pauses, Jlei- 
surely uses silken 
arrangement appro- 
priately, and replaces 
wt in pocket)—to make 
an apple pie. And # 
at the same time {iy 
(pauses, places pince- N\\ 


nez on nose, and ex- \\ : 
Wr 


amines books in front 
of him, selects one ™ — 
and reads) a great 
she-bear, coming up 

the street (puts down 
book, takes off pince- {1 
nez, and looks fixedly 
at the Bench), pops 
its head into the shop. 
(Pauses. Raises his 


Something like a Speech. 
left hand with left fist clenched. Then, with great and grave earnest- 


ness.) What, no soap! (Sadly and regretfully clutches with his 
right hand at basket containing documents.) So he died! And she 
(uses snuff-box, which is then replaced) very imprudently (with right 
hand outstretched, forefinger pointing to someone in the well of the 
Court) married (with immense force)—married the Barber! (Zong 
pause, during which the Orator looks slowly and gravely round at 
audience. Then, in a more conversational tone.) And there were 
present the Picinninies (Mr. AsquitH touches him, he turns round. 
listens, and bows thanks), and the Joblilies, and the Garyulies, and 
the Grand Panjandrum himself (puts up pince-nez, and reads scrap of 
paper just passed to him),—and—yes—as my learned friend, Mr. 
AsquiItH reminds me (clasping his hands persuasively), with the little 
round button at top. (Produces linen handkerchief, gazes at tt, 
and returns wt to pocket. Considers. Then with ever-increasing 
energy.) And they all fell to playing the game (right arm raised in 
gesture of disgust) of catch as catch can, till (very distinctly, and 
with his left hand raised to his ear and then brought down sharply)— 
till the (very loud) Gunpowder!!! (long pause, and then, in a voice | 
broken with deep emotion, which almost sinks into a whisper at the 
last word) ran out at the heels of their (very softly) boots! (Tears 
and suppressed sobs in Court.) 

As to the matter of Sir CHARLES’s speech, it does not become me 
to offer an opinion at this stage of the inquiry. I have already 
expressed the genuine admiration I feel for my learned friend. 

Pump-handle Court. (Signed) A. BRIEFLESS, JUN. 


ELECTRIFYING!—In a speech last week, Lord CRAWFORD. is 
reported to have said,—‘' My Corporation proposes to take a large 
area.” This was @ propos of the project of “The Electric 
Lighting Supply Corporation ”’ for illuminating the Metropolis. His 
Lordship also remarked, that his ‘‘ Corporation was going to cree 
from several centres.”” Whereupon Mr. Witt, Q.C., M.P., caked 
him ‘‘ from how many centres the Corporation proposed to creep ?” 
(Laughter.) Where there’s a Will, there’s always a way of getting 
a laugh with a good audience. But why wasn’t Mr. Locxwoop, Q.C. 
(Quizzing Counsel), present to illustrate it P 


‘* THERE IS A FLOWER THAT BLoomETH.”’—The Frowerr of the 
Opposition flock is indeed one that ‘‘ Blooms in the Spring, tra la,”’ 
after his Steeplechase victory last Saturday. In celebration the 
Opposition should give an entertainment, and play Cyril’s Success. 
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plication ” of which the original A‘sop did not dream. 
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THE BEASTS, THE BIRDS, AND THE BAT. 


A Modern Confabulation Concerning an Ancient Fable. 


Senex. This picture, my son, illustrates an ancient Fable. 

oad And how does dear old A‘sop make the story 
go, Sir 

Senex (reading). ‘‘ Once upon a time there was a fierce 
war waged between the Birds and the Beasts. For a 
long while the issue of the battle was uncertain, and _the 
Bat, taking advantage of his ambiguous nature, kept 
alan and remained neutral,” 

Juvenis. Ambiguous nature. Ah! Neither Beast nor 
Bird, but a little bit of both. 

Senex (resuming). ‘* At length when the Beasts seemed 
to prevail, the Bat joined their forces, and appeared active 
wn the fight; but a rally being made by the Birds, which 
proved successful, he was found at the end of the day 
among the ranks of the winning party. -A peace being 
speedily concluded, the Bat’s conduct was condemned alike 
by both parties, and being acknowledged by neither, and so 
excluded from the terms of the truce, he was obliged to 
skulk off as best he could, and has ever since lived in holes = 
and corners, never daring to show his face except in 
the duskiness of twilight.” 

Juvenis. Oh, that was the Bat’s fate, was it ?—accord- 
ing to the Fable! Well, no doubt it’s a bit dangerous 
to keep ‘‘on the hover’ too long. And yet somehow the 
particular Bat in the picture doesn’t quite look like a con- 
firmed Troglodyte, or destined dweller in a perpetual 
Cave of Adullam. Looks sharp enough, anyhow, and 
does not look as if ‘‘ the duskiness of twilight”? would 
suit itlong. He’s playing a risky game, nodoubt; but 
whether he’s as blind as his proverbial type, is just the 
question, my dear SENEX. | 

Senex (severely). If he is not blind he is base, and if 
he is not base he is blind. 

Juvenis, Ah! that’ sneatly, not to say ‘‘ nastily” puf, 
and a deuced awkward dilemma—in theory—for the Bat. 
He’s making a lot of enemies, no doubt, on both sides, 
especially among the ambitious non-effectives, and the 
disappointed would-be cocks o’ the walk. But perhaps if 
the Bat could unbosom himself frankly (which I fancy 
he’s not likely to do) as the Lion did to the Man in 
another Fable, he might say a thing or two which would 
throw a fresh light on the subject. ‘‘ The bearings of it,” 
as Jack Bunsby says, ‘‘lie in the application ;” and maybe 
the modern form of the ancient Fable may carry an “‘ ap- 


PLAY-TIME. 


Ts That Doctor Cupid still possible ? Wonderful to relate he is so, 
and nearing his hundredth night! ‘‘BucHanan and a hundred 
knights”* sounds chivalric—Fabula narratur D.T.—but though 
‘‘ chivalry” may, or may not, “‘ still be possible,” yet 
most decidedly no further doctoring of Cupid is pos- 
sible after ‘ge curious comedy at the Vonderful 
Vaudeville. Mr. Tuomas THORNE is the Cupid redivi- 
vus, and when I looked at him,—he being about as 
unlike the little god of love as, for example, the HomE 
SECRETARY or the CHANCELLOR of the EXCHEQUER 
would be,—I could not help saying to myself, ‘‘ Teli 
me, my heart, can this be love?” and replying to my 
own question, ‘‘ No, it is only a Thorne in the flesh.” 

*‘O ye gods and little fishes!’’—well, everyone 
knows the next line,—but what is ye without his 

wings? Truth to tell, though the public have, 

I suppose, taken kindly to the piece,—other- 
\\\ wise this unromantic, rheumatic Dr. Cupid 
\\’ could not have run till now and be still running, 
« —Chevalier BucHanan’s play is a nondescript 
affair, neither comedy, nor tragedy, nor farce, 
nor melodrama, nor good extravaganza, but a 
one ; hotch-potch of all these ingredients served up 
the first dish that could hold the mess to- 
: ‘ gether. Dr. Cupid himself is a supernatural 
Bottled by Dr. Dee early being, compounded out of a Bottle Imp, 
in 17th Century. Un- Mephistopheles, an Arabian Nights’ Gene, 
corked at the Vaude- Puck, Le Diable Botteux, and Parson Adams. 
ville, 1889. The piece begins with real good comedy, then 
suddenly we are taken into the domain of melodrama, where there 
is thunder and lightning, a darkened stage, breaking a magician’s 
phial, lurid light, and all the old mysterious noises that used to herald 
the advent of the marvellous Mr. Groreck Conquest in a Pantomime 
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THE HEIGHT OF EXCLUSIVENESS. 


She. ‘‘I BELIEVE YOU KNOW MY NEIGHBOURS, THE CHESTERFIELD Browns ?” 

He. ‘‘HAw—weELL—A—I GO TO THE HOUSE, DON’TCHERKNOW, AND DINE 
WITH ’EM OCCASIONALLY, AND ALL THAT—BUT I 
WITH ’EM !” 


? 


M NOT ON SPEAKING TERMS 


atthe Grecian. There is something more Grecian than Latin about 
this appearance of Eros at the Vaudeville, only that had Mr. GrorcE 
Conquest been the Caps we should not have seen him complaining 
of age, rheumatism, and cramp, but should have watched him bounding 
upwards and flying off in chase of some butterfly that reminded him 
of his long-lost Psyche. Who can believe in a Cupid with a cramp, 
except in an extravaganza? And, by the way, Mr. Tom THORNE may 
remember a certain overgrown Cupid, in the burlesque of Paris, 
so funnily played by Mr. TurNER, who issued from a damp rose, 
limped with rheumatic pains, and noticed with sorrow that his wings 
were moulting. 

When Mr. BucHanan hit on this idea, he threw away the material 
for a capital opéra-bouffe, and spoilt a good comedy. Just at the 
end, after the serio-comic Demon Cupid had uttered sentiments 
worthy of a Christian divine, and made his last apps as a Con- 
verted Cupid, the melodramatic effects of Act the First were repeated, 
and I fully expected that advantage would be taken of this in order 
to bring us all back again safe and sound to young Racket’s rooms 
at Cambridge, where with lights full on, we should find that all his 
experience with Dr. Cupid had been a dream. I do not say that, 
had this been so, I should have been one whit better pleased: but 
such an explanation, old-fashioned though it be, would have been 
dramatically satisfactory. 

The piece is capitally played by all, though I should not think 
Dr. Cupid would remain in Mr. Tom THorNE’s répertoire as one of 
his best parts. Miss ANNIE IrtsH is delightful as the honest, 
frolicsome Kate; Mr. Frep THorne first-rate in the very conven- 
tional part of an irascible gouty old uncle; Mr. Gi~~MorE gallant 
and gay as Harry Racket ; and Mr. Cyriz MAUDE uncommonly good 
in the difficult part of ‘‘ CHaRrLxEs his friend,—with a stutter ;” and 
Miss Marton Lm, as the giddy widow, irresistible. Miss DoLorEs 
Drummond as the vinegar-faced but subsequently vivacious house- 
keeperyjand Miss F. Ropertson as the amorousspinster, both excellent. 


ExprEcrep ARRIVALS.—The Cuckoo and the Swallow. 
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PORTRAIT OF THE CHAIRMAN THE MORNING AFTER 
A LONDON COUNTY COUNCIL MEETING. 


Lord R-s-b-ry. ‘‘OH, WHAT A Heap I’ve got! OH, FoR ONE Hour 
IN THE HovuskE oF Lorps !!” 


COUNTY COUNCILDOM. 


(By Our Own County Councillor. ) 


WE are really getting on splendidly. We think nothing of sitting 
for six hours or more, without a pause for refreshment. What a 
lesson for other public bodies who shall be nameless! It is suggested 
by one probably dyspeptic Member, that we should rise at 6°30 for 
dinner, and resume business at 8. And this arrangement is said to 
be very highly approved of by the proprietor of an adjacent Tavern. 
But then, the very natural question arises, if we resume work at 
8 o’clock, like giants refreshed, who can possibly calculate at what 
unearthly hour we should adjourn. So we are to continue as before. 
It certainly has this most beneficial result, it undoubtedly much 
shortens the speeches. The glorious consequence is that we have 
passed more noble and I may say staggering resolutions in the few 
weeks we have been sitting, than our unhappy predecessors in as 
many years. And what resolutions they are! 

We demand, and shall, of course receive, full power in every 
respect over the thirty Theatres and the three hundred Music Halls 
of our giant Metropolis, and, under our beneficial rule, nothing that 
tends in the slightest degree to deprave or degrade public morality 
will be permitted within those whitewashed and purified walls. 
Having a great taste for theatricals myself, I have arranged with a 
colleague that he shall try to get me on. the Theatres and Music 
Halls Committee on the earliest opportunity. 

Free Libraries, Public Baths, and Wash-Houses, are to be 
scattered over the whole Metropolis with a liberality undreamt of 
by the wildest enthusiast of past days. The statement that a noto- 
rious Soap firm has offered to supply all the soap required, without 
charge, requires confirmation. We resolved, with light hearts, to 
oppose some half-dozen Bills now before Parliament that interfered 
somewhat with portions of the Metropolis. 

, Some of the more fastidious of our Members have under considera- 
tion the banishing altogether from our morally purified Metropolis 
all noxious or disagreeable trades, so that its five million inhabitants, 
in addition to pein well and comfortably housed at ridiculously low 
rents, if considered from the grasping landlord’s point of view, and 
washed and instructed at a merely nominal charge, and doctored 
and sanitarised at no charge at all, shall be able to spend their 
abundant leisure in ‘promenading the improved streets of the 
Metropolis without their greatly refined senses being shocked with 
such terrible sights as Butchers’ Shops, or their delicate olfactory 
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nerves offended with the’ perfumes of fried fish, sausages, or onlons. 
The exact proportion of the somewhat increased rates of the 
Metropolis that we shall impose upon idle and. wealthy landlords, to 
the relief of hard-working and comparatively impecunious occupiers, 
stands over for full consideration, but it will certainly be one-half. 
This grand change alone should make us, and no doubt will make us, 
the most popular rating body of modern times—among occuplers. 
The idea that property, as represented by landlords, should pay all 
rates and taxes, is not by any means generally held among us, but 
he is a wise man, indeed, who can foresee to what our glorious 
Council may some day come. : 

We were somewhat surprised to hear that our popular Chairman 
had been asked to dine with the principal Committee of the Corpora- 
tion, and had accepted the invitation. We hear too, though without 
surprise, that he made himself so agreeable there, that some of us 
are hoping that similar invitations may be extended to others of the 
Council. A little social intercourse of this kind would make a nice 
change to what the Member for the Strand rightly denominated as 
our very thirsty proceedings. 


DUE SOUTH. 
From Monte Carlo to Rome, vid Vintimille, Genoa, and Pisa. 


Frrst nuisance,—-change of time from French to Roman time. 
Second nuisance,—examination of baggage at the frontier, which I 
am bound to say, Italian officials make as easy as possible. It 
may be exceptional ; I hope not. We are not in a particularly good 
humour,—lI forgot to men- 
tion that JoHNNIE SPOFFERD 
is my travelling companion, 
in consequence of the tables 
having turned against him, 
which makes him fancy that 
a little change will do him 
good, —and therefore, any 
railway rudeness would jar 
upon us. 

The eighteen-hour journey 
is pleasant enough; and 
then we both exclaim, ‘‘ Now 
we are approaching Rome! ! 
The City of the Cesars and 
the Popes!!”? We approach | 
it very slowly, through a 
dreary, low, marshy country. 

‘“‘Ts that the Tiber?” I 
ask, on catching sight of a 
muddy stream. 

‘*S’pose so,”’ replies JoHN- 
niE. ‘‘ Beastly dirty, isn’t 
it? Worse than the Thames. P’raps,” says JOHNNIE, after a pause, 
‘‘y’raps it’s the Rubicon. Where was the Rubicon ?” 

q can’t exactly say. ‘‘ Cmsar crossed it,” I observe. _ : 

‘‘Oh, I know that!’ replies JoHNNIE, pettishly. He is not ina 
good humour. < 

Nothing of Rome can I see from the windows. 
heavily, and all is fog and vapour in the distance. 
are out under big umbrellas. : 

‘* But,” says JOHNNIE, grumbling, ‘‘not a single Roman nose 
among them. As faras I’ve seen, those that ain’t turned up or Gre- 
cian, are as flat as the surrounding country. Bah!” he says, with 
an. air of the deepest disgust, throwing himself back in his seat, ‘* I 
believe the whole thing’s a swindle. P’raps there’s no such place 
as Rome after all.” 4 

The other day in the Times I saw advertised a book entitled Some 
Features of Modern Romanism, I can confidently assert that Roman 
noses won’t be prominent among these ‘‘features.’’ Not a Roman 

| ae nose at the station, among 


The Roman Noses we expected to see. 


It is raining 
Some peasants 


the Roman legions of 
guards and porters. 

Pouring with rain. 
‘‘City of the Popes 
and Cesars be blowed! ” 
growls JOHNNIE, as we 
sit in the small omnibus 
“A \\\ that is to take us to the 

SY hotel. Everything about 
us looks as muddy, damp, 
murky, and miserable as 
if we were waiting for 
Pt our luggage ona thorough 
wet day outside Fenchurch Street Station, instead of being in the 
metropolis of Christendom, Rome. 

We arrive at the Albergo Bristolini, Piazza Bristolini, which looks 
clean and comfortable enough, even on such a day as this. It is, 


The Roman Noses we actually did see. 
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MUSICAL NOTE OF ADMIRATION. 


Benofr’s Lucifer at Albert Hall, striking, 
of course, not matchless. Words ought to have 
been from the Works of ConcREVE. M. HENSLER 
was unavoidably prevented from being present, 
but in his absence his part was taken — how 
few are the friends who will take your part in 
your absence !—by one M. Constantin Dr Bom. 


Brayvo Bom! The Lucifer was applied, Bom 


pS ep eT 
<< 


Ls 
mn, 7 
l iit 


——}} 


ee 


flew out of the Bom-shell, and made a decided 
hit. How powerfully he would have come out 
in a ‘‘ canon quartette” ! It was, indeed, lucky 
to have a Bom in, able to do it; forif he had 
been hoarse, out of time or tune, how a-Bom- 
in-ably bad he would haye been. Madame 
LEMMENS re-appeared, as sweet as Lemmens in 
the South. The works of Dickens are being 
overhauled by librettists and composers. ‘'S. & 
B.’s” Pickwick has inspired Messrs. WINGFIELD 
and REEVE to do a scene from Nicholas Nichleby; 


Wey er 


and it is said that Mr. Barnpy sees a great 
opportunity for choruses in another Dickensian 
work which he will call Barnby Rudge. This 
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I have been informed, the best-drained Hotel in Rome. Our room, 
a double one, for the hotel is full, is large and, we hope, comfortable. 
There is no prospect from the window, which ‘‘ gives” on to a 
narrow, noisy street. This, after the beautiful view and the quiet 
of our Monte Carlo home, is most depressing. It is raining canes 
Selesque—(‘‘ Must be classic in Rome,’ says JoHNNIR, trying to cheer 
up a bit)—which does not tend to enliven us. We descend to the 
Restaurant Department. Considered as a Restaurant, it is the 
dreariest room possible. 

‘* What a place!’ exclaims Jounniz. ‘‘ Why, the commercial room 
of an old-established provincial hotel in England is quite Parisian in 
its gaiety compared with this. City of the Cesars! I should think 
this place was started when CALIGULA was on the throne. Ugh!” 

I am too depressed to contradict him. Let us breakfast. Let us 
have a Roman breakfast. Nota Roman dish on the menu! We 
order a good French déjeuner. ‘‘ At all events,’ I say, brightening 
up a bit, ‘‘ we can have some Italian wine.” . 

‘*Let’s have some Montepulciano,” says JoHNNIE, regarding the 
waiter severely, as though warning him beforehand not to attempt 
passing off any Italian wine of an inferior quality upon him. 

The waiter, in perfect English (I having addressed him in French, 
and JOHNNIE in Italian), wishes to know what wine it was the gen- 
tleman demande 

‘* Montepulciano,”’ JoHNNIE repeats, only this time in a less certain 
tone, being evidently a trifle distrustful of his pronunciation, and his 
eye falters before the waiter’s calm, but not unsympathetic, gaze. 
The waiter has never heard of it. ‘‘ What!” exclaims JoHNNIE, 
‘‘ never heard of Montepulciano? Why, in Horacr’stime——” But 
the waiter was not here in Horacnr’s time. 

‘“‘Wasn’t that Falernian ?”’ I ask, rather siding with the waiter, 
who, as an Italian, at least so I suppose, ought to know. 

‘* Well,” returns JoHNNI®, ceding the point, ‘‘let’s have Faler- 
nian.” No; we cannot have Falerian; we can have some chianti, 
which the waiter can highly recommend, or some Barolo, of which, 
he tells us, they have a remarkably fine specimen. 

We decide on chianti. It is some time before JoHNNIE can get 
over the waiter’s never having heard of Montepulciano, . 

‘* Of course,” he says to me, *‘ you ’ve heard of it.”” Yes, I fancy 
I haye; but, trying to recall it, I cannot quote my authority unless 
it’s somewhere in the Bon Gualtier Ballads. The line, I fancy, is 
‘Regal Montepulciano drained beneath its native rock.” This is 
unsatisfactory to JoHNNIE, who is just beginning to express his 
doubt as to whether Montepulciano is in Italy or Spain, when the 
breakfast arrives, and we cheer up a bit. 


A Rare Leaper or Men.—General Bovunanerr has made him- 
self scarce. . 


information comes from, Yours truly, 
f Bren TROVATORE. 


PROBABLE NEw AND INTERESTING WoORK.— 


THE BOULANGER FLYING-FISH. 


The Can-Can and How to dance it, or Some 
Reminiscences of Mabille. By Mr. Justice 
FIELD. 

[‘‘ We are men of the world. We have all seen it 
—SSS —at least, I have seen it at the Mabille.”—7Zimes’ 
report of Mr. Justice Field’s observations in Barnes v. 
Ledger. 


GLEANINGS FROM GALLERIES. 


Art the Royal Society of British Artists, lovers of striking originality 
and thrilling sensation may whistle for WHISTLER, and sigh for 
WILLIAM-SToTroFoLDHAM. There is no sign of the former but 
the yellow velarium, and the daring, sparsely clothed nymphs of the 
latter no longer disport themselves on the walls. The disciples of the 
Prophet of the White Lock are conspicuous by their absence ; 
symphonies and nocturnes are no longer played in the gallery, an 
‘arrangements’? are disarranged altogether. The rule is no longer 
cabalistic, but Baylisstic. The even tenor of our way is no longer 
startled by a Boanergian basso-profondo, or the shrill shriek of a 
fanciful falsetto. There is a soothing, pleasant, domestic tone about 
the pictorial music, undisturbed by daring discords, or Wagnerian 
waggeries. Notwithstanding this, there are not a few pictures 
which are mighty pleasant to behold, which give evidence of close 
study of Nature, earnest. out-of-door work, and great manipulative 
dexterity. Among these may be noted the works by Messrs. 
Hayiiar, G. 8. Hunrer, YEEND Kine, Basm Brapiry, EDWIN 
Eis, YetEsras, G. S. Watters, HALFKNIcHT, D, Harpy, CATTER- 
MOLE, Davipson, W. 8. Jay, Firzerratp, W. Pick, Aso Ws 
Srrurr, N. Dawson, H. R. Caurty, and others. There are also some 
clever portrait statuettes by Mr. OWEN HALE. 

One of the very best Art Shows now to be seen in London is the 
Loan Exhibition of Portrait Miniatures at the Burlington Fine Arts 
Club. Both for quality and quantity it is extraordinary, and any 
one who is fortunate enough to get an invitation to inspect it should 
by no means neglect the opportunity. Since the introduction of 
p otoera ay the art of Miniature painting has languished—indeed 
it has well-nigh gone out altogether. It is sincerely to be hoped this 
exhibition will be a means of the revival of the charming art. 
Nothing is more wearying to the eye than a collection of photo- 
graphic portraits, but of these exquisite miniatures one never gets 
weary—one can visit the exhibition again and again. What to do 
with. your Catalogue when you emerge from a picture-show is a 
problem that has never yet been solved. The managers of this exhi- 
bition meet the difficulty in most satisfactory fashion. They lend you 
a Catalogue, which you return to the attendant on leaving. Let other 
galleries imitate this noble example ! THe ART-FUL DopGEr. 


‘‘Wira a Yxo, My Boys, YEO, Ho!’’—CHar Es Santry sailed for 
Melbourne last Friday. Solo, unaccompanied. But we hope en route 
that he’ll find a grand p-an’-o passage much to his liking. Bon 
voyage / and many happy returns. 


Mr. Mrtyvain, Q.C. , has re-introduced his new Bill relating to whip- 
ping criminals. It will, of course, be retrospective in its operations. 
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Tommy (to his French Nurse). ‘‘ Passez, THERESE!” 


THE PHARISEER’S SUNDAY. 


“*To hedge people round with petty restrictions 
instead of teaching them nobility of conduct and a 
worthy use of liberty, is the perennial resource of 
shallow and incompetent reformers... A depraved 
and servile human nature, cribbed, cabined, and 
confined by an infinity of minute regulations en- 
forced by the policeman, is their reading of the 
social problem. It follows from their miserable ideal 
that they are entirely careless of the fetters they 
may place upon rational freedom...A small 
minority occasionally injure themselves with bad 
liquor on Sunday, and these reformers can think of 
nothing better than to forbid the entire community 
to drink on Sundays at all.’’— The ‘* Times,’’ on Mr. 
STEVENSON’s Sunday Closing Bill. - 


Oor on our paltering pedants, petty fry 

Of ants who ’d eat the core of Liberty! 

Oh, for a Mitron’s virile voice to wake [shake 
The cant-drugged manhood in our midst, and 
High Prigdom’s dull despotic Dagon down. 
And with one breath of freedom bless the town! 


Smuany’s a great Reformer! SmucBy’s soul 

Pants with perennial zeal toward one goal. 
‘As I am,” Smuepy shouts, ‘‘should all 

men be, 

Where slavery ’s bliss, ’tis folly to be free ; 
And I, am I not blissful? Rapture fills 

My swelling breast, shines in my rosy gills, 
Irradiates my calm complacent face. 

Let me but set my yoke upon the race 

Marshal its manhood meekly in my train 
And badge it to my taste—how great the gain! 

Freedoms a snare, and liberty ’s a lure 

Complex Compulsion is your only cure. 

Restraint ’s far-reaching regimen alone 

Straitness of garb, rigidity of zone : 

The ordered movement and the measured pace 

Will bring emancipation t®the race |” 


ees 


And what is Smuesy? A fanatic fool, 
Enthusiast of fad, and slave of rule, 


Pharisee Sunday! Smuesy, sleek and fat 
Club-guest, look on this picture, and on that! 


Whose spindly Ego, drawn to sickly growth | The sot sits free—at home in peace to tope, 


By mental darkness, is exceeding loth 

To let in light or trust to the fresh air _ 

Of manly freedom lest they should impair 
His spurious ideal. Who but he . 
Shines as the full-blown Modern Pharisee ? 
Anise, and mint, and cumin, these indeed 
He measures with the most punctilious heed, 
The broad phylactery suits his narrow soul, 
The ordering of the platter and the bowl 

For all mankind he deems his function fit, 
To lasso Life’s Leviathan, and bit . 
The social Behemoth would be his pride. 
Humanity as his hobby-horse he ’d ride, 
To——wither? Smuesy, howsoe’er he glose 
Knows not; he never sees beyond his nose. 


See Smuasy’s Sabbath! Smuapy knows 
not ease [please. 
Whilst free-men shape their Sunday as. they 
He, petty special providence of man, [his plan. 
Would make him breathe, eat, drink, upon 
Some men are sots. Shall cocksure SmucBy 
shrink drink ! 
From despot logic? No! No man shall 
That ’s Smuesy’s ultimatum, and his cure 
For drunkenness—and freedom, Drink’s a 


ure 

To the enfeebled few ; to enslave the strong, 
And spare theslavestemptation, can’t be wrong 
According to mechanic morals. No! low 
Because some things called men have sunk so 
That opportunity breeds base excess 

In their base nature, place restriction’s stress 
On sturdier manhood ; the fanatic craves 
One blessed boon ; that a// men shall be slaves, 
Those to their lusts, and these to tyrant law. 
So Freedom’s slain ; and by an Ass’s jaw! 


The honest sober toiler must not hope 

For innocent refreshment on his way ; 

His Sunday meal, his Sabbath holiday 

Must both be marred and hampered by re- 
straints, 

Which may mean little to our full-fed saints, 

With handy clubs and cellars, but to him 

Mean harmless pleasure spoiled by priggish 

- - whim, 

SmucByY sees only grossly, in the gross ; 

The myriad forms of hardship and of loss, 


_.| Which only thoughtful sympathy may feel, 


The maimed rites of the simple mid-day meal ; 
The morning walk robbed of its welcome rest 
In sanded parlour, and the blameless zest 

Of wholesome ale-draught, savouring bread- 

and-cheese, 

These, and a thousand petty wrongs like these, 
SmuG@BY is blind to; callous to all claims 
That seem to cross his own fanatic aims. 
eed than his preposterous schemes should 


a 
He’d banish Liberty with Cakes and Ale, 
And on slaves, sober but emasculate, 
Build up his fleeting figment of a State. 


The sickly, servile, small ideal, haunts 

SMuUGBY’s fanatic soul; he loudly vaunts 

Provisional advance, or snatched success, 

But will his senseless schemes abide the 
stress 

Of the world’s virile conflict,— the old fight 

For manly freedom blent with willing right ? 

Nay ; the invertebrate vain egotists 

Will never conquer in Life’s open lists. 

Shut up the Publicans? No; if you please, 

Punch will ‘‘ shut up”’ the Modern Pharisees ! 
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SUNDAY A LA PHARISEE. 


(A Timely Warning.) 


Worxkrng-MAn’s Davauter. ‘*‘ PLEASE, I’VE COME FOR FATHER’S DINNER- Hasrtuat Torer (drops newspaper). ‘‘ DON’ MAKE NO ODSH T’ ME—— 


BEER.” Pusrican. ‘‘ SUNDAY, MY DEAR!—NO BEER O’ SUNDAY! YOU | GET IN LITI’L LOT 0’ LIQ’R SAT—NIGH—(hic) IN COORSE!!!” 
SHOULD HA’ FETCHED IT LAST NIGHT!!” 
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MR. R. MANSFIELD AS RICHARD THE THIRD AT THE GLOBE, 


A SONG AFTER LAMPLIGHT. 


(As sung by the Swinburnian Gas-share-holder on reading a 
report of the inquiry now being held as to the working of 
the Electric Lighting Acts of 1882—1885,) 


Tue end has come of all our fume and fretting, 
As, darkness deep’ning round us, O my brothers, 
We watch this sun of ours sink to its setting 
Yo herald an uprisen light to others. 


No more the stream from poisoning meter seething 
Shall stay and stint the stifling air around us, 

Till it with breath of death, in this our breathing, 
Through sense of cheating choke and gaspconfound us. 


No more! For spite the living load of blunder 
That crushes life from every golden measure, 

The ‘‘main” at length is riven—rent in sunder, 
And scattered to the winds its hoarded treasure! 


So hail, to fair Electric Installation ! 

No fear that it will find us mute to meet it. 
Inyaded, we will yield it habitation 

And groyel in our gratitude to greet it. 


Hail to its shares! and what, then, of those others ? 

‘** Gas will godown.”’ Nay, classmenot with jokers, 
When I advise you, strongly, O my brothers! 

To wire that one word ‘‘sell”’ straight to your brokers, 


IvportaNnt EvRopEAN QueEstions.—A telegram last 
week informed us that ‘‘The Hereditary Prince of 
_Nassav, who has been at Loo, has gone to the Hague.” 
Did the Hereditary win or lose at Loo? Did he take 
‘‘ Miss”? If the Prince has given up Loo, what, at 
present, is his little game ? 


Tue Mysterious Prez.—Another puff. Mr. VERINI 
writes to say that his Pipe will soon be out. It is his 
own patent, not yet made for the trade, and so Mr. Punch 
will not anticipate the interesting disclosure. Once 
known, the pipe, and its praises, will be in every 
smoker’s mouth. 


‘‘ WHICHEVER YOU LIKE, MY LITTLE Dear,” &c.— 
The admirers of Mr. Mansrietp as Richard the Third 
consider him ‘‘ Very Dick.’’ The non-admirers speak of 
his performance as ‘‘ Very Dicky.” 


"ARRY ON CHIVALRY. 


DEAR CHartie,—Your letter ’asreached me, and give mea reglar good laugh. 
Me engaged to be married ?_ Who tipped you that kibosh, or is it your chaff 
The world’s awful given to Pigotting, CHARLIE, jest now, and no kid ; 

But you didn’t suck that in, now did yer? You wos a fair mug if you did. 


Not percisely, my pippin. No, thanky; I know a game wuth two o’ that. 

I am not a Buchananite, CARE, so don’t write me down for a fiat. 

Read sone Re D. T. lately, no doubt, my dear boy? Well, then, wot do you 
in 

Of this ‘‘ Chivalry ”’ question, which Rosert has got in no end of a kink ? 


I ain’t much up in alah myself, it seems dismally dry tommy-rot, 
Fur as ever yours truly looked into it, a regular rummy old lot 

Our ancestors seem to have bin; blooming geesers all round, big and small; 
And, like Lazsy, I think it’s a pity we ever ’ad any at all. 


Wot this Chivalry wos, mate, fust off, BosBucHanan may know—or he mayn’t— 
But if it meant making the Woman a speeches of gingerbread Saint, 

And a bobbin’ around her with billy-doos, big battle-haxes, and such, 

Like a lot of tin-kettles with trimmings, it won’t work to-day, mate, not much. 


BucHANAN’s a poet, they tell me, and poets don’t nick me, nohow,: 

Kind o’ long-winded loonatics, mostly, dead-nuts on the biggest bow-wow ; 
Sort of gushing G. O. M.’s in metre ; and Chivalry, if you arsk me, 

Seems a stror-stuffed poetical ‘‘ property,” all bloomin’ fiddle-de-dee. 


Knights be jolly well jiggered, I say, ’cept the turtle-fed City Swell sort, 
Like Sir Ropert, the Parnell-boohooer; now he 7s a plucky old Sport ; 

But you don’t ketch him planking on Chivalry ; no, it’s as much out o’ date 
As Don QuicxsHor1’s old crock, Rosy Nanty, would be in a race for a Plate. 


But Woman! Well, Woman’s all right enough, not arf a bad sort of thing 
When a fellow is young and permiskus. And when he has ’ad his fair fling, 
And wants quiet diggings or nussing, she do come in ’andy no doubt; 

In fack, taking Woman all round, she’s good goods the world carn’t do without. 


But washup ’er, CHARLIE? Wot bunkum !—as Mrs. Lynn Linton remarks. 
To watch her wire into ’er sex like Jemimer, old man, is rare larks. 

She do let ’em ’ave it to-rights. ’Ow I larf as she lays on the lash! 

It must rile ’er to know she’s a She, but I do like ’er devil and dash. 


oe om on the Modern Young Man, who’s a ’ArRy sez he (ang his 
cheek ! 

With a H.! Now that give me the needle, old man. I ain’t mealy or meek, 
Nor yet one of yer rhyme-pumping milksops wot look on a gal as a saint, 

But [ do know the petticoats, yus, and I’m fly to palaver and paint. 


I’m a Modern Young Man, if there is one, a ‘‘Cynick” right down to the 
ground ; 

Wich means that I am not a juggins, nor yet to be copped on the bound. 

Pap’s passy, old pal; pooty sentiment’s fairly played out; no one ’ooks 

Yours truly with patter of ‘‘fame and fair women, and beautiful books.”’ 


Yah! Sech hantydeluvian kibosh may cosset up kittens or kids, 

But Chivalry ain’t in the ’unt when it’s matched agen Class and the quids. 
Your Magdalen muck will not wash, nor we don’t want.it washed, wich is more, 
In Bohemia p’raps it might work, in the Strand sech soft soap is a bore. 


Bos BucHANAN may lather his ’ardest, may scrub and blow bubbles like steam, 
But his moral Spring-clean won’t come off, it’s a quill-driving laundress’s dream. 
Old mivvies are too fond of sluicing and tidying-up like all round ; 

Let Chivalry’s charwomen chatter; they won’t mop me up, I’ll be bound. 


The Modern Young Man? Wy, that’s Me, Coartime! ’Arry’s the model and 


type, 
But no more like BucHAnan’s stuffed dummy than prime pully sowty’s like tripe. 
At the Pubs or the Clubs it’s all one; it is me sets the fashion, old pal ; 
And we’re all of a mind to a hinch about togs, lotion, larks, or a gal. 


This here Chivalry ain’t in our maynoo ; we ain’t sech blind mugs as all that. 
The Modern Young Man must be wide-oh! He’s never a spoon or a flat ; 
Takes nothink on trust, don’t ‘‘ part’’ easy, is orkurd to nobble or spoof ; 

And there’s only three things he believes in—hisself, a prime lark, and the oof. 


There you ’ave it, BUCHANAN, my buffer, put neat in a nutshell, old man. 

We don’t dream, or kotow to the petticoats ; no, Sir, that isn’t our plan ; 

And you arsk wot we ’re coming to? Well, you may arsk and arsk on till 
all’s blue 

But one thing we ain't coming to, Bos, that’s to learn of a poet—like you! 


If J wrote a Young Man’s Confessions, like Mr. GEoRGE Moors, as you say— 
Don’t know him myself, but he seems to be fly to the right time o’ day. 

I should make you sit up jest a mossel; and this I can promise, old chap, 
You’ll find no tinpot ‘‘ Chivalry ’”’ there, nor no moonstruck poetical pap. 


Woman washup’s good fun in its way ; I can fake it myself, dontcher know— 
With a jolly clear heye to wot’s wot, and a sense of the true quid for gquo— 
But be a mere moke to the Feminines, mupees up to kneel, fetch, and carry ? 
That may do for Chivalry-Box, but I’m blowed if it will for 


Yours, 7ARRY. 
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THE PARLIAMENTARY STEEPLECHASE.—A Sketch of those who were not ‘in it.” 
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““ONEEGOOD TURN.” &c. 


City Man (to one of his Clerks he finds fishing in his Ornamental Water). ‘‘ Look HERE, SMITHERS, I’VE NO OBJECTION TO GIVING YOU 
A DAY NOW AND THEN ‘TO ATTEND YouR AUNT’S FUNERAL’—BUT I THINK YOU MIGHT SEND SOME OF THE FISH UP TO THE HovseE!”’ 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
TWELFTH EVENING, 


“THERE is a small boy I know very well,” said the Moon. “He 
is quite a philosopher in his way, but last Christmas he was in great 


perplexity. It is the time of year when it is usual to present many 
people, and particularly small boys, with pieces of bright new money, 
tua (URE as perhaps you areaware?” 
i ‘ L— (Mr. Punch owned that he 
aE Th RY - was not unacquainted with 
ime PUNCH |! QI qd 
ie OUT the custom, and the Moon 
: ED progenies) ‘* Well, this boy 


ad a large circle of friends 
= and as most of them ha 
given him a coin of some 
kind, both the pockets of 
= his knickerbockers were so 

full that he could not run 
about with any comfort. At 


—= 


the example, which I am afraid is sometimes the motive for these 
artless displays—but in the simple pride of his heart. Soon, however, 
this pride had waned, which was largely due to the persecution he 
underwent from his family. They all told him that he was very 
young indeed to have so much money—which was true enough, but 
then he could not grow up any faster than he was doing! Next they 
wanted to be told what he intended to do with it all, and he had not 
the smallest idea, which made it embarrassing. 

‘‘ But the worst came when they began to suggest various ways in 
which he ought to employ his wealth. His Father said that, if he was a 
really wise boy, he should lay it out on some useful books which he 
would learn to value more the older he grew. His Mother thought 
that, as he had worn out so many boots lately, he ought to treat him- 


self to a nice strong pair of new ones. His Uncle described how, 
when he was much younger than his nephew, he had begun steadily 
saving up all his money to buy himself a gold watch and chain by the 
time he wasa young man, and how, on the very day he came of age, he 
was able—thanks to his self-denial and foresight—to carry out his 
ambition. He did not mention that both watch and chain had been 
stolen as he was walking home from the jeweller’s shop, because that 
would have spoilt all the moral. But the little boy was not attracted 
by the idea, for he had a handsome sixpenny watch already, which 
looked just like gold. Then an Aunt (who had not given him any- 
thing) said that there were plenty of little boys and girls who had 
nothing to eat, and no warm clothes; but that, the Uncle said, was 
all stuff, and if he gave away the money in charity he would onl 
be imposed upon, and do more harm than good. However, they 
agreed that he was a very fortunate boy, and ought to be exceedingly 
careful what he did with his riches. 

By-and-by, after he had listened for most of the afternoon to these 
exhortations, I saw him come out without his cap into the winter 
dusk, and walk thoughtfully down the garden-path, with both fists 
thrust deep in his pockets. His little face looked ve and care- 
ridden, and I could see that his responsibilities were already weighing 
heavily on his mind. He took out all his money, and looked at it as 
it lay in a heap in his joined hands—how they shone, all those br pht 
new florins and shillings and sixpences, as my rays fell on them! I 
thought he had come out to count them and gloat over them like a 
miser, as he stood there at the bottom of the garden, which was sepa- 
rated from an adjoining canal by a low wall. Suddenly, as if he had 
at last made up his mind after careful deliberation, he tossed both 
handfuls over the wall. I saw the coins flash for a moment in the 
air, and then make little grey spurts in the blackish water before 
vanishing for ever. He searched both pockets to see if he had any 
more, and found a sixpence ina corner he had overlooked. That 
followed the rest ; and then, quite light-hearted and relieved again, 
he ran back into the house, and informed his family of the manner 
in which he had digposed of his wealth. They were all very angry 
with him—especially the Aunt—and called him a eu foolish an 
naughty little boy ; but Iam not so sure,” said the Moon, reflec- 
tively, ‘‘ that he was really so foolish after all!” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


Monday Night, April 1.— Was Father 
Sheed oF icted. with WINDBAG-SEXTON’S verbosity, or other 
effluent? This a supplementary question suggested by J OHNSTON 
of Ballykilbeg. Story altogether a little mixed. CORBET says, 
Father F went to police barracks in Arklow to surrender himself to 
the police ; Constable SACKVILLE, apparently 
ih ( not approving the procedure, seized him by the 
ue 
wy)» ~~) ing eight 


throat: whereupon, other constables, not to be 
behindhand in activity, batoned people, wound- 
men, against whom it was not even 
alleged they had booed for BaL- 
Four. These more or less plain 
facts Corbet wants to submit 
to Batrour; when up jumps 
JoHnston of Ballykilbeg, and 
(in Parliamentary sense of 
course) seizes him by throat and 
says Father F. was drunk. 
Uproar on Irish Benches; cries 
of ‘*Shame!” Crancy de- 
nounces statement as ‘‘ gross 
and cowardly calumny’; JoHNn- 
STON begins to wish he was back 
at Ballykilbeg ; Colonel LauRrIz 
sits up, expecting scrimmage. 
Then JoHNSTON explains. It 
was true he had said Father F. 
was drunk. It was denied by 
his friends. But, JOHNSTON 
asks triumphantly, Is it not a 
fact that the barrack-gate was 
open when Father F. rang the 
cau ae bell, and if so, why did he ring 
Sits up. the bell? Q. #. D. 

No getting over that. The influence of logic too strong in Irish 
breasts to justify resistance to this proposition. The clear mind of 
Jounston of Ballykilbeg, piercing the mists of prejudice, had seen 
it all; the open gate; the dangling beli-rope; Father F. pulling at it 
to arrest attention of hall-porter, whereas he might have walked in 
without pulling the bell at all. Argal, Father F. was drunk. After 
this MacNEILL, with potato, larger and hotter than usual, in his 
mouth, insisting upon knowing why certain telegram had been mis- 
directed, fell a little flat. Telegram, sent by Father M‘FappEn from 
Derry Gaol, addressed to MacNerit at House of Commons, delivered 
at Dublin Castle, a place MacNeriy never tenanted. Read out tele- 
gram in tempestuous way. Sentences punctuated by the unmanage- 
able potato. Batrour hinted that telegram had been withheld be- 
cause of its vituperativeness. MacNEiLu put it to the House, really 
desiring to be informed, wherein was message vituperative? All it 
had said was, the ‘‘ bold mendacity of BALFrour has become unbear-~ 
able.” If prisoners were not to offer to distant friends casual obser- 
vations like this, what were we coming to? After this the House 
‘got into Committee on Naval Scheme, talked till midnight, when 
Ox~p Moratity pounced. 

Business done.—Increased Expenditure on Navy agreed to. 


Tuesday.—Morning Sitting. Chief talk about restoration of 
Westminster Hall, nearly finished now. Cost £43,000; some nice 
rooms added in wing where old Law Courts stood ; meant for Grand 
Committees ; would make charming dining-rooms. Objection chiefly 
taken to staircases built in Hall to approach these chambers. 
CAVENDISH BENTINCK says, Architect probably one of Mr. Spur- 
GEON’s Congregation ; has sat and stared at Tabernacle Pulpit and 
its stairways till he’s got them on the brain, and reproduces them 
in Westminster Hall. 

GEORGE CAMPBELL seizes opportunity to pass off little joke on 
House. Introduces himself as ‘‘a modest man,” also ‘‘a sober 
man.’ House taken in at first, but recognised his voice, and 


booed. 
PLUNKET stood on staircase, resolutely defending it. Assault 
beaten off ; staircase remained. 
Evening Sitting. BroapHurst moved Resolution calling attention 
to condition of Poor in large towns. 
SYDNEY GxEDGE pooh-poohed the whole business. "Whatever 
to people who pander 


measure of evil might exist, all due, he says, 
to the poor. What with free education, free meals, cheaper houses, 


Peabody’s Buildings 

hee rsa pas ate and the rest, poor people attracted to towns, 
__‘*GepeE has hit nail on head,” said WILFR 
ideas, if carried out, would soon put end to Crowding in towns. 
Make the people live in pigstyes, shut up the schools, stamp out the 
soup-kitchens, and make things otherwise hot for them, and they ’ll 
stop away. If they don’t, let’s have a cordon round the Metropolis ; 


Lawson. ** His 


KX > NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or 
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mended to the House as ‘‘ Bill of extremely simple character.” Pr 
poses that if Birt Srxxs be found in another gentleman’s house with 
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some of BALFouR’s Irish Police with their batons; when they see 


poor man making for London in search of work, let them fall on him 


as if he’d booed for Bazrour, or cheered for O’Brren’s breeches. 
Geper the man for my money; goes to the root of things. 


Business done.—Comumittee of Supply. 


Thursday.—In Lords, Miturown arrived with what he recom- 


Pro- 


burglarious intent 
and armed wit 
firearms, Bru shall 
be  incontinently 
flogged. COWPER 
doubtful about the 
Bill, Feeling in 
the country (more 
especially in the 
neighbourhood 
where Bit SIkEs 
lives), Ba strong 
agains ogging. 
But the House, 
including MARrxiss, 
backed it up, and 
on Division, carried 
by 37 votes to 9. 

Bru Sixes him- 
self interesting 
spectator from 
Strangers’ Gallery. 
Left his dawg at 
home; disguised 
himself as under- 
taker, that being 
his notion of per- 
fection of respect- 
ability. _ No diffi- 
culty in getting order; sat out debate with keen and intelligen 
interest. Once attention called off by spectacle of Mace in possession 
of stout little gentleman, with large head and wig to match, who sat 
on Woolsack. ‘‘ Could double him up quick,” said Brit, reflectively, 
‘Cand bolt with the swag. Wonder how it would melt up? Pr’aps 
it’s only gilt.” Wuttr1am’s attention called back by stout little 
gentleman rising from Woolsack to support Bill—not Srxxs, but 
MILLTOWN’S measure. » 

‘“*T don’t like this ’ere letting the cat out of the bag,” said Bri, 
moodily, as, business of sitting completed, he walked out. 

In Commons, Naval Defence Resolution again under discussion. 
CHILDERS moved Amendment raising constitutional question of 
arrangement providing necessary funds. Nothing could exceed 
importance of question. Millions in it, besides the constitutional 
issue at stake. That being so, Members with one accord hurried off 
when CuILpERs began. By time he had proved his case less than a 
score present. 

‘*Capital fellow, CuimmprErRs,” said Sacer of Queen Anne’s Gate. 
**Full of information ; brimming over with facts; possesses acute 
and logical mind. Can’t understand why House won’t remain to 
listen to him. Have come out myself to see where Members can 
be. Probably find them in the smoke-room. Shall go and see.” 

Much more excitement about horseflesh Bill when it came on. 


7 ao 


Lord, Milltown letting ‘‘ the Cat” out of the Bag. 


since Merchant Shipping Tonnage Bill disposed of—interposed ; 
moved to omit clause which confined operation of measure to 
England. Why should Ireland be left unprotected ? 

Then Jounston of Ballykilbeg rushed in and scored one off 
ancient enemies. Would certainly support Amendment, he said. 
If there was Free-trade in horseflesh in Ireland, there was every 
probability of the dish being introduced at Lord Mayor’s Banquet in 
Dublin. Windbag Sexton couldn’t see this joke. House did, and 
laughed consumedly. 

Business done.-—Committee on Naval Defence Resolutions. 


pened ss bent really pleasant and interesting evening discussing 
Small-pox and Vaccination. Prcron introduced subject. STraANSFELD 
naturally attracted to Front Opposition Bench, otherwise, save for 
presence of Lyon PiAyrarr, empty. Farqunarson triumphantly 
vindicated Scotch Nation from idle charge of lack of humour. 
Picton moved for appointment of Royal Commission with avowed 
object of bringing about repeal of law establishing Compulsory 
Vaccination. FarquHarson seconded Amendment, thus securing 
opportunity: for delivering speech that entirely destoyed Prcron’s 
case. Rircnre granted Commission, not because he had slightest 
doubt of efficacy of Vaccination, but as probably best means of 
opening dull eyes, and comfounding fanaticism. Thus, everyone 
pleased all round ; celebrated occasion by Counting Out House. 
Business done.—Royal Commission on Vaccination agreed to. 


in no case be returned, not ev 


en wh i : 
there will be no exception, en accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


To this rule 


e 


Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 


~ 


Windbag Srex'ron, who hadn’t spoken for at least ten minutes—not | 
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PLAY-TIME. 


Two Italian Operas in London next season. ‘‘ De deux ‘shows,’ 
—une,”—as arule; we wish success to both. AuGusTUsS AQuARIUS 
BLANCHARDIUS,—he will take these titles if he has anything to do 

. with the Aqua- 
WY vium  oftishially, 
and with BLANCH- 
\ arp’s (not Panto- 


x mime BLANCH- 


| arp) Restaurant, 
Ay —DRURIOLANUS, 
” CountI-CouNcIL- 
LARIUS, leads the 
way at Covent 
Garden ; and in 
July, when Mac- 
beth has been slain 
for the last time, 
\ M. Mayer, the 
NV \ Na indefatigable zm- 
ANS presario of the 
ANN French Company 
between Tragedy at the Royalty 
a the Vaudeville. Theatre, is to pro- 
duce VEeRDI’s Ofello at the Lyceum, with two hundred orchestra and 
chorus, all alive O! from La Scala. M. Victor MavREL is to be the 
immaurel Jago. As ay. impresario should have a strong back to 
carry all this on his shoulders, we hope Mr. Maver is strongly 
backed, as it is ‘‘ Money makes the Mayer to go.” 


Mr. Fred Thorne and Comedy at 


MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 


No, I].—TueE TopicAt-POLirIcAL. 


In most respects, no doubt, the present example can boast no 
superiority to ditties in the same style now commanding the ear 
of the Public. One merit, however, its author does claim for it. 
Though it deals with most of the burning questions of the hour, it 
can be sung anywhere with absolute security. This is due to a 
simple but ingenious method by which the political sentiment has 
been arranged on the reversible principle. A little alteration here 
and there will put the singer in close touch with an audience of almost 
any shade of politics, Should it happen that the title has been 
already anticipated, Mr. Punch begs to explain that the remainder 
of this sparkling composition is entirely original ; any similarity with 

revious works must be put down entirely to ‘‘ literary coincidence.” 
hether the title is new or not, it is a very nice one, viz :— 


BETWEEN YOU AND ME—AND THE POST! 
(To be sung in a raucous voice, and with a confidential air.) 


I’ve dropped in to whisper some secrets I’ve heard. 
Between you and me and the Post ! 
Picked up on the wing by a ’cute little bird. 
We are gentlemen ’ere—so the caution’s absurd, 
Still, you ’ll please to remember that every word 
Is between you and me and the Post! 


Chorus (to which the Singer should dance). 


Between you and me and the Post! An ’int is sufficient at most. 
I’d very much rarther this didn’t go farther, than ’tween you and 
me and the Post! 


At Lord Sortspury’s table there’s sech a to-do. 
Between you and me and the Post! 

When he first ketches sight of his dinner menoo, 

And sees he’s set down to good old Irish stoo— 

Which he’s sick of by this time—now, tell me, ain’t you ? 
Between you and me and the Post! 

(This happy and ed allusion to the Irish Question 1s sure to 
provoke loud laughter from an audience of Radical sympathies. 
For Unionists, the words ‘‘Lord SoRLsBURY’s” can be altered 

by our patent reversible method into * the G. O. M.'s,” without 

at all impairing the satire.) Chorus, as before. 


The G. O. M.’s hiding a card up his sleeve. 
Between you and me and the Post ! 
Any ground he has lost he is going to retrieve, 
And what Ais little game is, he’ll let us perceive, 
And he’ll pip the whole lot of ’em, so I believe, 
Between you and me and the Post! ( Chorus.) 
(The hit will be made quite as palpably for the other side by substitu- 
ting ‘‘ Lord SortsBuRyY’s,” ¢., at the beginning of the first line, 
oe the majority of the audience be found to hold Conservative 
views. 
BALFour isn’t touched by a patriot’s woes. 
Between you and me and the Post! 


VOL,’ XOvI, 


_e 
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(This verse will need no alteration, being delicately adjusted to eather 


(The mere mention of Lord RANDOLPH’s name is sufficient to ensure 


(This is rather subtle, perhaps, but an M.-H. audience will see a joke 


(We now pass on to Topics of the Day, which we treat in a light but 
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The ’ero O’BRIEN in prison he throws. 
But the martyr sits there with his thumb to his nose, 
For he’s got back the principal part of his close, 
V.-A. rhyme for *‘ clothes.” 
Between you and me and the Post! (Chorus.) 
extreme. A pause should always be allowed after every proper 
name for cheers, hisses, and counter-cheers. 


Little Ranpotpx won’t long be left out in the cold. 
Between you and me and the Post! 

If they ’ll let him inside the Conservative fold, 

He has promised no longer he’ll swagger and scold, 

But to be a good boy, and to do as he’s told, 
Between you and me and the Post! —_(Chorus.) 


the success of any song.) 


Jory CHAMBERLAIN’S orchid’s a bit overblown, 
Between you and me and the Post ! 


an tt somewhere, and laugh.) 
’Ow to square a Round Table I’m sure he has shown. 
(Same observation applies here.) | 
But of late he’s been leaving his old friends alone, 
And I fancy he’s grinding an axe of his own, 
Between you and me and the Post! ( Chorus.) 


trenchant fashion.) 


BovuLaNGER to Brussels has jest done a guy: 
Between you and me and the Post! 

And all his supporters are wondering why. 

But BouLaneER’s as artful a bird as he’s shy— 

I’ve a notion he’ll turn up agen by and by, 


Between you and me and the Post! (Chorus.) 


From some letters I’ve read I am getting to doubt, 
Between you and me and the Post! 

Whether Chivalry isn’t a fashion gone out ; 

For they say with the Ladies each man is a lout. 

But I don’t think they know what they’re torking about, 
Between you and me and the Post! (Chorus.) 


Any drink on a Sunday will soon be denied, 
Between you and me and the Post! 

Unless you are out on a walk or a ride. 

But I year there’s a method of getting supplied, 

If you just tell the barman it’s all “‘ bona fide” — 


Between you and me and the Post! (Chorus.) 


On the noo County Councils they ’ve too many nobs, 
Between you and me and the Post ! 

For the Swells stick together, and sneer at the mobs ; 

And it’s always the rich man the poor one who robs. 

We shall ’ave the old business—a F abber and jobs ! 
Between you and me and the Post! (Chorus.) 


There ’s a new rule for ladies presented at Court, 
Between you and me and the Post! 

High necks are allowed, so no colds will be cort. 

But I went to the Droring-Room lately, and thort 

Some old wimmen had dressed quite as low as they ort / 
Between you and me and the Post! (Chorus.) 


By fussy Alarmists we’re too much annoyed, 
Between you and me and the Post! 
If we don’t want our neighbours to think we ’re afroid, 
M.-H. rhyme. 


Spending dibs on defence we had better avoid. 
And give ’em instead to the pore Unemployed. 
M.-H. political economy. 


Between you and me and the Post! ( Chorus.) 


This style of perlitical singing ain’t hard, 
Between you and me and the Post! 
As a ‘‘Mammoth Comique” on the bills I am starred, 
And, so long as I’m called, and angcored, and hurrar’d, 
I can rattle off rubbish like this by the yard, 
Between you and me and the Post! 
(Chorus, and dance off to sing the same Song—with or without 
alterations—in another place. 


A Happy Rerurn.—Welcome back to town, The Don, not Don 
TooLE of Tooledo, but our Lon-Don ToorE,—at his own Theatre on 
Easter Monday. Many happy ‘¢returns’’ to him on that and every 
other day. 
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TO A HAGGIS. 


SoME WAY AFTER ROBBIE Burns. By A ScotoH M.P. 
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Scotchman, ‘‘ AWEEL, IT DOES NA LOOK BAD; WE’LL JUST SEE HOW IT’LL CUT UP 


Farr fa’ your honest, sonsie face, But gushin’ on our gladden’d sight Our tongues shall fa’ like good whip-lash 
Great chieftain of the pudding-race ! Warm-reekin, rich! On, him—nae wit— 
Aye, in your weel-swall’d round I trace To-day all parties stretch an’ strive Wha doun sae dowff a dish could dash, 
g Much that must charm. Deil tak’ the hindmost on they drive. For Scots unfit. 
ome say ye re us at thy "Be tace Weel, we will test your kyte belyve. True Scottish Members, haggis-fed 
§ lang “Ss my arm. Nae hollow drums O’er your warm reek will wag the head, 
Lorp-ApvocaTE, that canny chiel, Must meet us when your sides we rive. An if ye prove a sham, ye’re dead 
Wha’ll rival Rircue at a Bill, Scots like not ‘‘ hums.” As clean’s a whissle, 
Says that our Scottish wames yell fill Ye’re mixtie-maxtie, like the stew The Shamrock may be bogle-led, 
We'll Eos 0 See - Of Ireland, or some French ragout ; But no the Thistle ! 
Pe pee ees © Wi But an the resp i true, Ye pow’rs wha mak’ the State your care, 
; peed : ‘ § im a sinner, And dish us out our bills o’ fare, 
But soon we Scots our knives will dight, We Scots will settle doun to you Auld Scotland wants nae shinking ware 
An’ cut ye up wi’ ready slight, As a braw dinner. In yonder bag is, e 
To see if your mside 8a’ right, | But it ye’re stuffed with tripe an’ trash We trust— tis Caledonia’s prayer— 
Not “‘quisby snitch,” | Unworthy o’ a Cockney hash, A true Scotch Haggis ! 
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CONCERNING A RECENT ENGINEERING FEAT. 
The Very First Lord of the Admiralty is interviewed by Mr, Puncu, 


Mr, Punch (bowing politely). Perhaps, my Lord, you could give 
me a little information. I hear that A yon Kiigitieer-in-Chict Mr. 
RicHarD SENNETT, has sent in his resignation, having joined the 
well-known firm of Maupstay, Sons anp Frexp, Is this the case ? 

The Very First Lord eas Yes, Mr. Punch; you have 
been correctly informed. It is. You see, it is the humorous custom of 
this Department to undervalue the services of first-class scientific 
experts, and to offer them accordingly inadequate remuneration. As 
Mr. RicHarp SENNETT was, when in our service, at_the head of the 
largest Steam Navy in the world, we naturally endeavoured to cut 
down his salary to as low a figure as possible, and fixed it, therefore, 
at £1000 a year. As any engineering firm in the kingdom will pay a 
far handsomer stipend than this, even to the head of a single Depart- 
ment, he, oddly enough, perhaps being deficient in a sense of humour, 
on the first opportunity presenting itself, actually threw up the post 
and left us. 

Mr. Punch. Quite so. But do you find so economical—ahem !—a 
system of doing business answer ? 

The Very First Lord (considering). Well,—um—perhaps not. In 
fact, rather the contrary ; for we cannot command the services even 
of our own able men. Indeed, all the leading posts in high-class 
Engineering Firms are, it is of course satisfactory to know, at the 
present moment, filled by scientific experts who have taken honours 
at the Royal Naval College itself. 

Mr. Punch (severely), Certainly, that is very ery: Some 
people would consider the information rather startling. May I ask, 
my Lord, what you intend to do? 

The Very First Lord (jovially). Well, to be quite frank with you, 
Mr. Punch, I don’t know what our intentions may be, but I can 
confidently tell you what we shall do, and that will be—just nothing / 

[Left smiling amiably as interview terminates. 


A SONG OF THE NEW SHIPS. 
, Piped in the Cock-pit by Lord Ch-ri-s B-r-sf-rd, 


Wuitk, my boy, take my congratulation 
That you haven’t by fads been misled, 
But have studied the wants of the Nation 
Till you ’ve hit the right nail on the head. 
For that each one his own hobby runs, Sir, 
Ts a fact that you ’ve palpably seen, 
And in measuring armour and guns, Sir, 
-You’ve adroitly just touched on the mean. 
And your critics youve one and all scattered, 
_ First and foremost among them old REED, 
For his fads you’ve undoubtedly shattered, 
And have stuck to your guns about ‘‘ speed.” 
Just as if our tars led into action, 
When they found themselves safe from attack, 
From that fact would derive satisfaction 
If they couldn’t send double shot back ! 
‘* Why,” they ’d say, ‘‘let the darned Mounseer sink us, 
Anyways, if we ‘ ain’t fit to swim!’ 
Why! a precious fine crew he will think us, 
If we ends this without sinking him!” 
But you’ve steered clear of that, and provided 
Just the ships that the country most needs ; 
And for that simple fact I’ve decided 
You’re worth just twenty critical RrEps! 
And although some slight drawbacks may fetter 
Your plain scheme ; and some judges perverse 
With a sneer say it might have been better, 
I avow, Sir, it might have been worse ! 


OrteInaL Srock.—Last Saturday the Paris Correspondent of the 
Times, M. DE Bu-w-tz as usual we suppose, gave some valuable 
information with regard to M. Driton, the Boulangist. ‘‘ His father,” 
wrote M. DE B., ‘‘ was a M. PIERRE Ditton, of Paris, but it is pro- 
bable that he was remotely of Irish extraction.” Probable? Most 
improbable; why M. px B. will be saying next that the families of 
McManon and O’DonneELI were originally Celtic; and maybe he won’t 
stop at that, but he’ll be after asserting that O’Dwyerr, O'BRIEN, 
O’ConnELt are ‘‘ remotely of Irish extraction.” Then, vice versa, he 
might trace Mr. Bracar back to the old French family of ‘* BE Gar.” 


Pro and Con, 


‘‘Tue Whigs hate Home Rule” (say Gladstonian Rads), 
‘* Because they all look on the Shamrock with spleen!” 

** And you” (the Whigs answer) ‘‘are angrv, my lads, 
Because you desire to see ‘ Whigs on the Green.’ ” 
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TAKING ONE TOO LITERALLY. 


Old Friend. ‘‘ WELL, BROWNE! WHAT ARE YOU SENDING TO THE 
EXHIBITION THIS YEAR?” 

Our Artist (who really thinks he’s done a good thing at last, and longs 
for a little praise), ‘‘OH—SAME OLD Rot, AS YOU SEE!” 


‘¢ AH—_-_WELL—-ANYHOW IT BRINGS GRIST TO THE 
fie [MorAL.—Don't be too modest. 


Old Friend, 
MILL, I SUPPOSE 


ART AND LETTERS. (Too Late!) 


From @. H. Boughton, A.R.A.—Good Old Boss,—Guess youll see 
something in the ’Cademy from this artistic cuss that’ll give ’em all 
fits. No’tain’ta portrait of atailor. It’s a ‘‘ Saumon Fusher.” A 
brawny gent from town has just hooked a fush, and the Laird’s 
Gillie is down on him. ‘‘ Hoot awa! as the Scotch owl said,” says 
the Gillie, ‘‘ye’ll just come out 0’ this landscape. Ye’ve nae beesniss 
here!”? Isit going to Amurriky? Why, cert’nly. B. 


From Our.Own Inspector.—The Ex-President of B. A. tells me he 
has three fine pictures:—(1) Bayliss and the Butterfly, a harmon 
in Suffolk Street ; (2) Fancy Portrait of the Artist by himself, entitle 
White Lock onthe Understanding; (3) Lady Jane Grey, seen through 
the mist of history. The question is, What will he do with them ? 
Mr. Poynter was out, but I was informed by a confidential friend, 
that the title of his chief picture is The Ind of the Sybarite. You 
will naturally ask, ‘‘ Which end?” Both, as he is ee at full 
length on marble floor prostrated by indigestion. The heads of 
various slaves, some of whom have met their fate for having failed in 
ringing the dinner-bell punctually, and others in not having brought 
the paricakes at the very moment of frizzling, are strewn about the 
palace. The Court physician is carrying off the last remnant of a large 
cucumber for analysis. The Period is that of the 1st Gulpus. 


From Colin Hunter, A.R.A.—Dear Mr, Editor.—Something quite 
new. Public is fond of variety. Fishing-boats going out, or coming 
in, whichever the little dear of a purchaser likes. He pays his money 
and takes his picture. Does it matter what the boats are rt as 
long as the coin is coming in and the pictures going out? I like 

ainting boat and sea. Why? Because of the sale. See? 
a ha! Yours in haste, C. H. 


Great Exurpition or ‘Brack AND Wuire Art.’’—The Inter- 
national Chess Congress. 
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A MODEST MAHARAJAH. 


faharaiah DHULEEP SINGH informs our gracious QUEEN that 
eter think it is any good asking for his kingdom back again ; 
so he is going to take it. He apparently does think that it is some hp 
asking for the Koh-i-Noor, as he does not, mm his recent letter to the 
Empress of InpiIa, announce any intention of laying violent hands 
on the ‘‘Mountain-of-Light.”’ He even ee to purchase that 
trinket for current Koh-i-n-ore of the realm. We shall not judge 
‘‘the deeply-wronged legitimate Sovereign of the Sikhs” too severely 
if, by fair force of arms, he recovers hiskingdom. It will only bea 
case of Sikhs of one and half-a-dozen of the other. But the errant 
Maharajah, the Wandering Jew in quest of a ya jewel, has 
profited by his experience of Western civilisation to such an extent, 
that he publishes his ‘‘ correspondence” with Hur Masxsry before 
there is any answer. The reply, however, Mr. Punch happens to 
know, isan inquiry, couched in the most courteous official terms, as to 
whether DHULEEP Smear will have the Koh-i-Noor now, or await its 
receipt in due course. The Lion of the Punjab is understood to 
prefer the more immediate realisation of his modest proposal. 
Meanwhile his entowrage are becoming anxious. They fear that, like 
Mr. Winkle in the affair of the hackney-coachman, the uncrowned 
King of the Jekyll-and-Hide and Sikhs, is going to begin, and 
Du-look before DHunEEp is the constant burden of their Singh-song 
in consequence. 


DUE SOUTH. 
Rome—No Smoke—Dark Ages—Jupiter Pluvius—Morning Call—St. Peter's. 


BreakKFAst restores us to fairly good spirits. Ifit were not muggy 
and close indoors, and raining and generally filthy outside, we 
should be rollicking. ‘‘ However,” says JoHNNIE, leaning back and 
pulling out his cigar-case, as the waiter brings in the coffee, ‘‘the 
great charm of a foreign hotel is that you can smoke your cigar 
immediately you’ve finished, without leaving the table.’’ And he 
strikes a light. ‘‘ Beg pardon, Sir,’? interposes the civil Waiter, 
‘*but smoking is not allowed here. Only in the smoking-room.”’ 

‘¢ What!” exclaims JOHNNIE, in a voice of thunder. The Waiter 
shrugs his shoulders; such is the case; he, the Waiter, personally 
would wish it otherwise, but Monsieur the gentleman will under- 
stand that he, as only Waiter, is not responsible for it. ‘**‘ But——” 


JOHNNIE restrains himself, and, with suppressed fury, requests to | f 


be shown to the smoking-room. The Waiter, coffee in hand, motions 
} us to follow him. ‘‘ Of all the, &c.,” I hear JoHNNIE muttering as he 
walks along, anathemas not loud but deep, and I perfectly agree with 
him. We enter a small room, commanding a view of the Piazza, 
which is something, but in all other respects a mere repetition of any 
old-fashioned smoking-room in the hotel of an old-world English 
cathedral town, with the usual ‘‘ writing-materials,’” consisting of 
half a sheet of measly-looking blotting-paper, a small cheap ink- 
stand, with very little ink in it, and a steel pen that looks as if it 
had been used as a pipe-picker, the inevitable Bradshaw of a date 
long past, one or two advertising books on the table, and some adver- 
tising pictures on the walls. ‘‘ And this,” exclaims Jonnnig, ‘‘is 
civilisation in Rome!! Not smoke in the Restaurant after dinner ! ! 
Bah! I’ve Me a precious good mind to chuck the whole thing up, 
and go straight back to Monte Carlo.” And so great is the upset to his 
habits and ideas of social enjoyment, that, but for my uidapbaein 


table, in his own 
hotel, and take his 
ease at his inn,”’ 

I promise  fur- 
ther, on condition 
of his remaining, 
to undertake all 
\ the ciceroning 
trouble, and to per- 
sonally conduct him 
everywhere. ‘‘And 
first of all,’ I say, 
‘fas it ’s raining, 
let’s drive to St. 
_ _ Peter’s, where we 
Agreed. Is this Rome, as seen from 
, on Geen me mite rics ‘ is, the 
han Chancery Lane, and the slush and 
a ee Ene worse. But for the prone of seeing St. Peter’s, we 
—both of us being in the same sweet humour—would pack u our 
things and return to Monte Carlo, : : 


— ee 


First View of Rome from Triumphal Roman Car. 


can spend the afternoon.” 
the Roman Car, under a hood 
streets are scarcely wider tha 
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tinguished Monsignore dwelling within the precincts of St. Peter’s. 
As JoHNNIE speaks Italian, limited, but Y 
apparently intelligible, I propose that he 
shall accompany me. He will with plea- 
sure. We ascend the steps on the Vatican 
side. We are challenged by one of the 
Swiss Guards. The Merry Swiss Boy, 
in canary-coloured uniform with zebra 
stripes over it, is six foot two and very 
courteous. He indicates where we may \gqy)) 
find the Monsignore’s door. Ascending Mf // 
the stairs, we encounter a gorgeous X 
officer in a medieval costume. JOHNNIE 
is of opinion that he is a ‘‘ noble guard.” 
The ‘‘ Nobil Signor ’—(I remember this 
from the Page’s Song in Glu Uguonotts 
—‘* didicisse fideliter Italianas Operas” 
—making ‘‘Opera” feminine—is eyi- 
dently of some use to a stranger in 
Rome)—the Nobil Signor cannot be too 
courteous. The Monsignore, he informs 
us, lives on the ‘‘ primo piano” — 


———_—_—_—— = 
‘¢ Nobil Signor! ”? 


sounds as if he were a music- teacher —and_ thither we go. 
We are admitted by Monsignore’s concierge, a little snuffy man 
in threadbare black, like a second-rate asp back clerk, into a com- 


paratively unfurnished apartment, where he is keeping himself 
warm with snuff and a small charcoal fire in a brasero,—at least, 
such JOHNNIE tells me is the name of the large frying-pan without a 
handle, filled with charcoal at a white heat. I intrust the letter for 
Monsignore to him, and am rather relieved at being informed that 
Monsignore is not at home. We leave the primo piano, and descend 
the steps. After passing with great politeness the last of the Merry 
Swiss Guards, we once more breathe freely, and, having so far done 
our duty, we turn towards St. Peter’s. Grand! Then we mount 
the steps. Then timidly and cautiously we push ata door, and in 
another second we are in St. Peter’s. For a minute or so we can only 
look about us, dazed, then we regard each other, curiously, as if we 
had expected some transformation of our personal appearance. No; 
here we are, the same that we were outside—and yet... well... 
awestruck is the word. as tae he I had been told I should 
be disappointed. Disappointed! If it were only to have come here 
or this one short visit that I had travelled from London, I should 
have been more than repaid by the coup d’cil on first entering this 
marvellous temple. 


THE NEW ENGLISH ART CLUB. 


THE duli dead level of sleek respectability, the commonplace 
churchwardenism of suburban gentility finds no echo on the walls 
of the New English Art Club at the Egyptian Hall. A daring uncon- 
ventionality in selection of subject and in treatment is the main 
characteristic of the pictures here exhibited. A bold, original, 
impudent lot are these New Englanders, but they are notwithstanding 
wonderfully refreshing. Sometimes their spirits are too much for 
their strength, and they come tremendous ‘‘croppers.” It has been 
well said that a strikingly original writer occasionally writes absolute 
nonsense, and by the same rule an artist, who turns aside from the 
pe len ene, cu Melpicen a a eerie 
mathematically paved aca- 
demic high-road, must not in- ph tT 
frequently paint absolute non- \\ \ 
sense ; but he thinks for him- AG 
self, he does not view Nature 
through the spectaclesof others, 
and in nine cases out of ten he 
is likely to produce works that 
will be successful in the long 
run, A great feature in this 
exhibition isthe ability tomake 
pictures out of the most com- 
monplace subject. Among the 
more notable contributors may 
be mentioned : —Jonn S. Sar- 
JEANT, SoLomon J. SoLomon, 
WHISTLER, B. SIcKERT, TUKE, 
Epwarp Srort, A. Rocus, N. 
GaRstin, G. RovssELL, SIDNEY 
STARR, F’. Brown, A. Mann, H. 
Vos, W. J. Larpraw, and J. E. 
Curistizx. Though there are 
some pictures among the col- 
lection will make the casual 
visitor = there are not a| longjer? 
few will make him think, Second ’Arry (from Parry). Why? 

THE ART-FUL Dop@ER. | ’Cos he was born at Boolong. 


“4 


Aprit 20, 1889.] 


DAY-DREAM. OR NIGHTMARE ? 


the proceedings of the London 
County Council, when his eyes 
gradually closed, and, for a brief 
moment, he seemed to lose con- 
sciousness. But only for a brief 
moment, as almost immediately 
he found himself in a large 
 gircular chamber of imposing 
roportions, which he knew 
intuitively was situated some- 
where in the City. This apart- 
ment was filled with a number 
of exceedingly strange - looking 
individuals. Amongst them, here 
and there, Wf. Punch recognised 
a face he knew, but, take them as 
a body, they fostered the impres- 


WES Nay 
\ SESW 


sion that they were decidedly like 
looking individuals seemed to be holding a meeting. 
‘‘My Lord!” shouted one of the Oddities. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


fish out of water. The strange- | 


185 


‘* Wot I says,” cried another Oddity, ‘‘is why don’t you get Mr. 
’ArRis to look after it. Let’s’ear what Mr. ’ARnRts ’as to say about 


OMFORTABLY seated in his easy-|it. Mr. ’ArRis is good at purwiding things. I calls upon Mr. 
chair, Mr.’ Punch was reading |’ARRIS.” 


Thus apostrophised, a portly presence put in an appearance. But 
before scarcely a word could be spoken, there 
were cries of ‘‘Time!” and other unseemly 
interruptions. 

‘* Surely we can now 
adopt the Report of the 
Sub-committee,” urged 
the distracted Chairman. 

‘Wait a bit,” cried 
another Oddity, ‘‘ you’re 
in too great a hurry. 
Look here. I’ve got a 
first - rate idea. You 
know that ground we 
sold to somebody or 
other, — why shouldn’t 
we build residences on it 
for the working-classes.”’ 


‘‘ May be for (six) years, may be for ever.” 
‘Rar, ear!” exclaimed the representatives of beer and labour, 


‘‘ But it won’t be legal,’ remonstrated the eases and appealing 


“You must not say that,” interrupted a youthful, rosy-cheeked, | to the Solicitor of the body, he added, ‘‘ Now, will it 


clean-shayed_ and generally prosperous- 
looking gentleman, who appeared to be 
presiding. ‘‘If you want to address me, 
please call me ‘Sir’ ;—I am not ‘My Lord’ 
at all while I am in this Chair.” __ 

‘‘ Well, Sir, or Mister, or Boss, or what- 
ever you like, look here. I have a Reso- 
lution to move.” 

‘*TItwill be better to move it when we have 
disposed of the business before us—the 
adoption of the Report of the Sub-com- 
mittee.” 

‘‘ But then it will be too late,” argued the speaker, ‘‘I’ve a friend 
who ought to have been on this very Committee. For why? Because 
he lives close to Victoria Park.” 

‘Nonsense; bosh; shut up!” observed a gentleman, who it was 

understood was the great originator of the whole 
affair, and who seemed to be very aug y 
‘J won’t shut up. For why? He should be.” 
‘6 Wot’s’is name?” asked a representative of 
the British Workman. : 
h) ‘‘ Jonrs.” Then came a laugh, but 
Hi the Oddity, who was not to be discon- 
certed, continued, ‘‘ Yes, Jonxs, and a 
very good name too, as you would jolly 
soon find out if my friend was here, 
and hadn’t gone to India.” 

‘Nonsense; bosh; shut up!” again 
put in the great originator of the whole 
’ affair, angrier than ever. 

«Soft Labour.”? ‘* Order, order!’ observed the Chair- 

(ates lial man, ‘‘we really had better get on 
ae: bey matter before the Council, and adopt the Sub-committee’s 

eport. 

aN ot a bit of it,”? shouted another Oddity. ‘‘ Look here, you all 
know my friend Brown, who lives close to the Militia Barracks, near 
the London Fields. What, you don’t? Then you ought to, Well, 
he’s the man for this very Sub-com- = 


Ain’t-i-Bealious ! 
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mittee, because (d’ye see ?) he knows &, AG 

the locality. What I move is, put . ws 

him into it.” Ae, 
‘‘But where is ’e?” asked the AT IN We ~~ 

representative of labour amongst the yf AS WY \ 

paving stones. 2 OM \ \\ \\ < 


‘In China,” was the reply. There- \Y 7 AA 
upon followed laughter, and again Qh AN . \\ \, 
the great originator of the whole Nd ui << \ ik 

y AN \\ 


affair expressed a hostile opinion 


forcibly. rx ! 
_ “Oh, please do let us get on,” | 
implored the Chairman, ‘‘ the busi- Z 


ness before the Council is——”’ 


‘Now, look ’ere, Mister, none of 
that. Weain’t agoing to be bullied!” 
exclaimed another horny - handed orator. 


Augustus Druriolanus Counti- 
Councilarius. 


‘* Wot I says is this. 


The man of law shook his head. 

‘Nonsense; bosh; shut up!” put in the great originator of the 
whole affair, eens with a view to keeping up the average 
number of his remarks. As he made these inte observations, 
a neighbour asked, with a sigh, ‘‘ Why ever did I give up the 
Kensington Parliament ?”’ 

Then as the Chairman looked about him distractedly, there were 
shouts of ‘‘Jonxs!”’ and ‘‘ Brown!” and,‘‘ Nuts, oranges, and ginger- 
beer !” and even ‘‘ Police Cas Then— after a long pause— all was silent. 


‘Dear me,” said Mr. Punch, ‘‘I suppose I must have been 
asleep!”? He picked oe the paper that had fallen from his hands 
and read, ‘* Meeting of the London County Council!” He paused, 
Tere and added, ‘‘ Humph! wonder if my dream was anything 

ei 

Then rising from his chair, he observed, with a smile, ‘* Lively for 
my witty young friend, My Lord— no, I beg his pardon, I should say 
Mister RoseBery! I only hope he likes it!” 

CS EN EST 


THE FRENCH AND DUTCH ROMANTICISTS. 
(By the Palette--Able Poet.) 


Tr to DowDESWELL’s in Bond Street, you happen to go, 
I’m sure you’ll be pleased with the marvellous show! 
There are well-nigh two hundred good paintings, and you 
Will scarcely find one you’re not anxious to view. 
There are pictures from Holland, and pictures from France, 
Well-hung and well-lighted—you’ll see at a glance! 
‘* Wood Sawyers,” by MILLET, will delight you, I know, 
And ‘* The Rift in the Cloud,” deftly ine by RovssEav ; 
From the landscapes of Troyon you’ll ne’er get away, 
Till bound to move on by the ‘‘ Boy” of RoyBer 
And a wondrous MEISSONIER, the gem of the room, 
With three excellent works by JoHANNES BosBoom. 

How skilful the fingers, how deft are the wrists, 

That govern the brush of the Romanticzsts / 


There is IncRES, there is GirdmE, Draz, and Dupré, 
There is MrspaG and MicHet, Corot and CovRBET ; 
The three brothers Maris, there is DELACROIX too, 
And rare JosEF Israxts, delightfully true! 
The ‘* Gleaner,” by BRETON, you’ll gladly scan o’er, 
And the works of DausigNy—an exquisite score ! 
While as through the salon, delighted you rove, 
You’ll halt, I am sure, at the ‘‘ Marshlands,” by MAUVE ; 
There’s VAN MarcxE too and VoLton, you ’ll fail to pass by, 
MonTIcELLI and RoE.ors you’ll gladly descry : 
While HERVIER and JacauE will combine to complete 
To your mighty content this pictorial treat ! 
Pray tell me, who is there can enter the lists, 
And dare to compete with the Romanticzsts ? 


Vaux pr PramrerEA Nram.—A somebody—or nobody—signing 


Look ere, Ain’t we to purwide for the people? Well, then don’t | himself ‘J. Epwp. Vaux ” writes to the Church Times objecting to 


let em be pisened. Let’s do things ourselves. And as a beginning 
I moves that the Chairman be instructed to sell nuts, oranges, and 
ginger-beer to them as wants ’em on a Sunday.” 

‘* Really 
course, such a suggestion is very flattering, but——” 


the special service held in the Abbey in honour of Joun Bricut on 
the grounds that ‘‘Jomn Briaur was not a Christian”! Well, if 
all ‘* Christians ” were like this empty Vaua clamantis the ‘‘ service”’ 


really,” remonstrated that deeply-distressed official, ‘‘ of | by which they could best ‘‘ honour” such men as JoHN BricHT 


would be the truly Quaker Service of—silence. 
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EVOLUTION. 


THIS IS NOT AN EXAMPLE OF THE STRUGGLE FOR EXISTENCE—IT IS MERELY ‘‘THE VALSE,” AS WE HAVE LATELY SEEN IT DANCED 
AT SUBURBAN SUBSCRIPTION BALLs, &c. 


AN EASTER HOLIDAY. 


‘* Mister”? RosEBERY Jloguitur :-— 


Og dear, oh dear, who’d be a Peer, even in holiday mufti ? 

Green buds break forth with the brightening year, and the turf once 
more shows tufty ; 

The season of pancakes is past and gone, and “‘ the wanton lapwing,”’ 


doubtless, 
Is preening his crest (the new Sunday best), and the Parks, no longer 
shoutless, [? ARRIES, 


Are swarming again (when it doesn’t rain), with nursemaids, children, 
Easter is on us, the Spring is here, but my holiday somehow tarries, 


Was it not enough that the chance of birth has handicapped me out 
of it, —— [doubt of it),—— 
(I mean the game in the Commons, which is the best of the fun, no 
Was it not enough that I’m doomed to sit by the side of Pussy 
GRANVILLE, (Tory anvil? 
Where the Liberal lot always catch it hot ’twixt Whig hammer and 
Was it not enough that my ré/e is cast in the modern Hurlothrumbo, 
Whilst the Commons gives its ‘‘ bits of fat”? to such lumbering chaps 
as “‘ Jumbo,” 
And my light touches and tricks of art, my raciest bits of raillery, 
Are oie io SALIsBuRY’s silent House, ad/ stalls without pit or 
gallery 


Was it not enough, 


I repeat again, but, along of that fellow RrrcHrE, 
I must go and i 


rop into this rum Shop, where my prospects look 


still more pitchy ? 
0 Ritcuir! anti-Radical lot! it is really a frightful Nemesis ! 
I’m yt shop-boy, for six years bound, and must sleep upon the 
Sleep ? peey, the doose of a doze for me! Farewell to all forty- 
winking - (shrinking. 


I have only been at it a month or two, and foes say they see signs of 
Well, I sit and list to the faddist’s screed, to “he hee oe the 
Socialist howler, [ FOWLER. 


And my boredom is such it might almost touch the soul of Sir RoBERT 


The Chairman at a Discussion Forum may puff his pipe, or his nose 
bury [poor RosEBERY. 

In tankards of stingo; but no, by Jingo, there’s no such relief for 

Guildhall might envy the Cogers’ ditto. I know not how to resist ’em, 

These bores who, with Babylon’s care not content, want to manage 
the Solar System. : 

I’d rather comb old Chaos’s hair in its first primeval tangle, 

Than try HS establish a Cosmos here midst a chorus of worrying 
wrangle, 


My Easter Holiday? No such luck! Ah, PEEL, my dear boy, you 
look perky. [‘‘ worky.” 

When Lent is over and Lilac a-bud, the best of us hardly feel 

By Jove, for a week or two’s happy release from this screaming 
extravaganza, 

I’d take pot-luck with that plucky chap SranLey, away near the 
Albert Nyanza. 

You’re off? Well, Zam still on—the job, as’ARRY so gracefully 
phrases it ; 

Though one’s mind may be cheery, and cool, and chirpy, too much 
charivari half crazes it. 

I’m bound to the Parks—that’s my tip!—for the vending of nuts 
and ginger-beer, Sir, 

To the 07 pollot, As I said before, my dear Pret, who would be a 
Peer, Sir? 


Farr Comment.—‘‘ Two new streets in Berlin,” the Daily Tele- 
graph informs us, ‘‘ are respectively to be named after Bacw and 
WaeneR.” The latter street would be for heavy traffic, carters 
(and Parersons), and Wagg’ners; and the former could not be a 
principal thoroughfare, but only a Bach Street. 


Wie AND Gown.—Big-Wig SrepHen has decided against Big- 
Gown Lady Sanpuunst in the case of Beresford-Hope v. Sandhurst, 
and so far women cannot be County Councillors. Gown is sanguine 
that this decision against Petticoat Government will be reversed on 
appeal, The case is desperate; it is hoping against Horr. 
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AN EASTER HOLIDAY! 


Mr. Speaker (just looking in), ““TA-TA! I’M OFF !—HOPE YOU ’LL ENJOY YOUR HOLIDAY!” 
THE COUNTY COUNCIL’S SENDING 


“Muster” Rosesery (Chairman L.C.C.). ‘PRECIOUS LITTLE HOLIDAY ! 
ME OUT TO BATTERSEA PARK WITH ‘NUTS AND GINGERBEER’!!” 


On the Report of the Parks and Open Spaces Committee recommending the Council to take into its own hands the providing refreshments in 
Batterson Park fone Hon. Member hoped thie Council wasn’t going to “deal in nuts and gingerbeer ;’”? but Lord Muarn, while doubting whether the 
Resolution required them to actually sell the goods with their own hands, yet considered that the Council ought to do what they could to provide first- 
class refreshments at the cheapest prices for those going into the Parks. ] 


— - 


Aprit 20, 1889.] 


ON COMMISSION. 


April 9, 10, 11, and 12.—With commendable self-sacrifice, Sir 
CHartEs Russet, having completed his excellent Abridgment of the 
History of Ireland, set himself to the task of examining the evidence 
epee before the Commission. <A lawyer of less discretion might 

aye shirked so dry a subject, 
i 
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preferring to rest his defence i = 
of the elients whose interests | 
he had in charge upon his elo- 
quent rivalry of the feats of 
Macavray, LinearD, PINNOcK, 
and (place aux dames!) Mrs. 
MarkHAmM. But this did not 
satisfy the ex-Attorney-Gene- 
ral; so for many days we have 
had an exhaustive analysis of 
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ill " — 

the sayings of the witness-box, | hl eT 
that is calculated to assuage ia 
the thirst for information of ——™ Ui \ 

the most exigeant deyourer of —§—= INS 


Irish testimony. Taking ad- 
vantage of this (to him) welcome 
ull in the proceedings, the 
ticket - dispensing and ever - 
courteous Secretary has had quite a little holiday. It is true that 
on the Friday, when Sir CHAartEs was at his very best (and_how 
good that best was only those present can ever know), the Court 
was crowded in every part, and then he certainly had his work cut 
out for him. At other times he has been almost at rest. 

To return to the feature of the sitting—in one part of his admirable 
speech, Sir CHARLES asked ‘‘was there not Boycotting at the 
Bar?” and assuredly the fact that a certain humble individual, 
is not Lord Chancellor, suggests that possibly the answer should 
be in the affirmative. But, as that is a personal matter, let it 
pass. However, I think it only right, in support of my learned 
friend’s contention, to confess that, had I been in the place of (say) 
the ATTORNEY-GENERAL during the early references to the conduct 
of this very case, my bearing would have been distinctly different. 
On the first day I noticed that Sir Rrcwarp left the Court. Now 
I humbly submit that it would have been better had he remained 
and comported himself in the following fashion. He should have 
talked with well-assumed jocularity in an inaudible undertone to 
Sir Henry James, watching for the appearance of Sir CHARLEs’s 
snuff-box. The moment the refreshment-affording exhibit was pro- 
duced, he should have asked for ‘‘a pinch,” as a proof that, in spite 
of some provocation, he bore no ill-feeling to his opponent. Having 
secured the ‘‘rappee” he should have inhaled the invigorating pre- 
pen of tobacco in the customary fashion. If a gigantic sneeze 

ad thereupon followed (even in the most impressive part of Sir 
CHARLES’s eloquent address), a smile on the faces of all present 
would, no doubt, have been the well-merited reward of the mirth- 
provoking mancuvre. Supposing that the orator had shown signs 
of pardonable annoyance, Sir RicHARD might have good-naturedly 
pretended that it was the fault of Mr. Lockwoop, whose fame as an 
accomplished farceur requires no acknowledgment. Thereafter, pro- 
mising to be quiet for the future, he might have gently slumbered. 
until awakened by the bustle consequent on the mid-day adjourn- 
ment, I can only add that, should my engagements permit the sacri- 
fice, 1 will willingly hold the ArrorNEY-GENERAL’S next brief for 
him, so that he may have an opportunity of studying from the well 
of the Court, the method that has my recommendation. 

Once more returning to the event of the fortnight, I can only 
declare that Sir CHARLES’s peroration was in_ sober seriousness 
magnificent, and made the deepest impression. During its delivery 
(thanks to a quaint fancy of Mr. CunrneHame) I was occupying, 
a place amongst the Plaintiffs, and I candidly confess 1 was 
deeply moyed—nay, unmanned—by my learned friend’s noble 
eloquence. I felt conscious that at that moment I must have looked 
like a maudlin Times witness in a condition of tearful repentance. 
Still I think it is only right to say (much as I regret to have to 
make such an observation), that had the task of addressing the 
Court fallen to me, I should have made a very, very different oration. 
And, I venture to add, I do not believe that even my learned friend 
himself will question the probable truth of such an assertion. 

Pump-handle Court. (Signed) A. BRIEFLESS, JUNIOR. 


‘¢ Resting.” 


The Hazard of the Dye. 

(It appears from an article in the Daily Telegraph, entitled, “‘ Dyeing to 
Live,’’ that grey-headed toilers find it almost impossible to earn a living 
without dyeing their hair.) 

Tru ‘‘ Struggle for Existence’’ seems of late 
To have become more terrible and trying. 
** Ts life worth living ?”” Nay, that’s out of date 
The question now would seem, ‘‘ Js fe worth dyeing da 
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MEATHROPOLITAN IMPROVEMENTS. 


“SomEnow, I fancied that London was such an ugly Capital,” said 
Sir Trrvs Macpvurr, ex-Premier of the South-West ‘Windward Isles, 
as he stood, in company with an intelligent Cicerone, on the site of 
what was once Smithfield Market. As far as eye could reach nothing 
was to be seen but waving greenery, verdant lawns, and sheep peace- 
fully browsing by the side of purling brooks. : 

“You must have been away from England along time?” 
his companion. : 

‘“‘ For thirty years,” replied the distinguished Colonist. _. 
‘* Ah, then perhaps you never heard of an article in the Nineteenth 
Century for April, 1889, written by Lord Mxatu, advocating Open 
Spaces, Boulevards, Pure Water, Covered Streets, and Public Bands, 


for the Metropolis?” : 
‘and do you mean that this Park is 


‘*Neyer!’’ replied Sir Trrvs ; 
a result of that single article? ”’ 

“* Not only this Park, which stretches from the Thames, at Black- 
friars Bridge to King’s Cross, but the general transformation of 
London into a City where life is a pleasure for all classes, is due to 
the initiative of Lord MraTH, and the energetic action of the London 
County Council, which came into existence the very year that the 
article I have mentioned was written.” 

‘‘Dear me!” said the Colonist. ‘‘I hardly know where I am. 
Take me to some place I canremember. Take me to Regent Street.” 

They set off on foot, and soon were pacing along a broad thorough- 
fare running westward, planted with trees on either side, and orna- 
mented here and there with tasteful kiosques, where light refresh- 
ments and still lighter literature were on_sale at an extremely 
reasonable price. "Whenever they felt tired they could sit down on 
elegant and comfortable seats, under glass awnings, and at frequent 
intervals bands of native musicians were discoursing excellent music 
on stringed instruments, 

‘‘These bands, now,” said the Colonial visitor, ‘‘ who pays for 
them? Is it some philanthropic Society?” ; 

‘Tt is Society in general, Sir,” his companion rejoined, ‘‘ which 
has unquestionably become of late very philanthropic. This and 
other public improvements have been provided for partly out of the 
rates, but still more out of an extremely moderate and equitable tax 
placed on Metropolitan Ground-Landlords, and representing a very 
small part of the enhanced value which their property gains during 
BGs, year that London continues to exist and grow bigger.” 

‘“Dear me!” said the Antipodean Statesman, regretfully; ‘‘I 
wish I had thought of that plan in the South-West Windward 
Islands. Pay for Improvements out of the pockets of Ratepayers 
and Gara ebaedlords ; a case of ground landlords and ground 
tenants, in fact. An excellent notion! By the bye, what is the 
name of this street—or rather this avenue ?”’ 

‘** Holborn, Sir.”’ 

‘Holborn! What! That narrow, dirty, ill-conditioned-——”’ 

‘No other, Sir, I assure you,” replied his conductor, coolly. The 
ex-Premier was too surprised to say anything, and continued silent 
till they reached a broad open space where fountains and operatic 
bands Mes both playing, and from which four magnificent roads 

iverged. 

‘‘ Whatis that noble Arcade like street covered over with glass, 
and adorned with evergreen shrubs and the electric light ?”’ asked 
the dazed Colonist. 

“That, Sir? Surely you have not forgotten Regent Street ?” 

‘‘ Regent Street turned into an Arcade!” 

‘‘Yeg, The whole ef. London is more or less Arcadian,” rejoined 
the satellite. : 

‘‘You must be very grateful to Lord Mxarts for all this,” said 
Sir Trrus, thoughtfully. 

‘Grateful is not the word, Sir. A new and much finer West- 
minster Abbey has recently been erected, solely out of penny contri- 
butions from the working-classes, to which the remains of Lord 
Muatn, the Editor of the Nineteenth Century, and the Chairman of 
the London County Council, will all be consigned, when those great 
benefactors of their race are unhappily no more.” 

‘Dear me!” exclaimed the Colonist. ‘‘And you—yow talk 
remarkably well for a person hired by the day to escort visitors 
about. Where were you educated ?” 3 

‘Where everybody who desires to make the most of his oppor- 
tunities receives his education nowadays,” replied the Cicerone, 


suggested 


pay ** At a Polytechnic.” : 
‘Polytechnic! What in the name of wonder is that ?”’ 
‘Nobody but a Polynesian could ask the question, Sir;” and 


receiving his modest remuneration, the Cicerone retired for two 
hours’ private reading into the nearest Free Library, while Sir Trrus 
Macpurr stood in a state of bewilderment gazing on the beauties of 
regenerated London. 


Mem. sy A Wovurp-se Musitcat Rerormer,—You cannot touch 
(Concert) pitch without being reviled. 
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ROUGH SKETCH OF THE OPPOSITION BELOW THE GANGWAY. | 
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First Compatriot (in Belgian Café). ‘‘I BEG YOUR PARDON, Sirk. ARE YE AN IRISHMAN?” 
First Compatriot. ‘‘I’D AS SOON MEET A CROCODILE AS AN IRISHMAN ’FOREIGN PARTS, 


SATION TO ME, SrrR!!” 


are: 


“STRANGERS YET.” 
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Second Compatriot. ‘I Am!” [Silence. 
I BEG YE ’LL NOT ADDRESS YER CONVER- 


FOOT-BALL* A LA’ MODE. 


[Hardly a week passes without our hearing of one 
or more dangerous accidents at foot-ball.] 


A MANLY game it is, I think, 
Although in private be it spoken, 
at Whileatascrim- 
mage I don’t 


shrink 

That bones 
may be too 
| often broken. 


» al Py I snap my 


nee 
clavicle last 
week 
Just like the 
rib of an um- 
brella ; 

And _ sprained 
my ankle, not 
to speak 

Of somethin 

— ==> fp wrong wit. 

ee el my patella, 

Last season, too, my leg I broke, 

And lay at home an idle dreamer, 

It’s not considered quite a joke 
To contemplate a broken femur. 

And when, despite the doctor’s hints, 
Again at foot-ball I had tussles, 

I found myself once more in splints 
With damaged gastronemic muscles. 


Some three times every week my head, 
Ig cut, contused, or sorely shaken ; 
My friends expect me brea home dead, 
ut up to now I’ve saved my bacon. 


"ry 
h 
re 


But what are broken bones, my boys, 
Compared with noble recreation ; 
The scrimmages and all the joys - 
Of Rugby or Association ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Accorpine to statistics, the state of the 
children of the State is hardly as satisfactory 
as it might be. Therefore the re-issue of 
Miss DAVENPORT-HIL1’s book, edited by Miss 
Fanny Fowxg, is especially welcome, The 
new edition of Children of the State has been 
so enlarged, so re-arranged, and so entirely 
prouelt up to date, that it is practically a 
new book. Inaclosely printed volume of over 
three hundred pages, there is scarcely any 
point in this great question that is not dis- 
cussed. Boarding-out in England, Ireland, 
and Scotland, the workhouse, as home and 
school, State and individual help, State chil- 
dren in foreign lands and emigration, are 
treated with a thoroughness and an earnest- 
ness which is the key-note of the entire 
volume. Notwithstanding all the great diffi- 
culties attending a rapidly increasing popu- 
lation, the Editor takes a somewhat hopeful 
view of the subject, and dues ‘‘ not believe that 
our great Empire has yet touched the limit 
of her resources, or that she will ever become 
unable to support her vast yet growing family, 
if only she will bring up its members to be 
capable and_self-dependent.” This volume 
is emphatically one to be read and re-read. 
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THe ‘* Bat. oF THE SEason.”’—Foot-ball. 


reason is obvious if inadequate. 


DRINKING. 
New SABBATARIAN VERSION. 
Solitary Sot singcth :— 


’Minpst mirk and smoke I sit and soak 
My clay in fiery liquor 

From morn till night ; find I get tight 
In this way all the quicker. 

With solemn pate let wisdom prate 
Of freedom; to my thinking 

Wisdom’s an ass. J’m free—to pass 
My day in drinking, drinking! 


The Pubs are shut, but I’ve my butt— 
Leastways a bulky bottle, 

From which I swill my blooming fill 
With an insatiate throttle. 

ee wife ’s asleep, my children creep 

rom dad’s fierce anger shrinking. 

I’ve comfort true the Sabbath through, 

In drinking, drinking, drinking ! 


Then come what may, in WILFRID’s way, 
Of shutting Pubs on Sunday, 

What odds? I choose at home to booze 
From Saturday till Monday. 

Don’t care a rush whilst I’ve the lush, 
And o’er my bottle blinking, 

Can sit alone, till Sunday’s gone, 
Still drinking, drinking, drinking! 


NoMENCLATURE.—Rude Radicals persist in 
calling Mr. CHAMBERLAIN ‘‘ Judas,” The 
! JUDAS 
‘carried the bag,” and the Gladstonians 


want to give JosEPH ‘‘ the sack.” 
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“NOT MUCH, BUT BETTER THAN NOTHING AT ALL.” 


Britannia (to Vulcan), ‘‘ HERE’s AN EXTRA Four MILLIONS TO GO ON WITH ; SO GET TO WORK AT ONCE, AND MIND YOU LET ME 
HAVE THE VERY BEST IRONCLADS YOU CAN TURN OUT.” 


Not Sweet on It!—After reading Sir THomas’s ‘‘ slashers” on 


A“S are eb Ls ph : the Sugar Convention, some of the Ministerialists, it is understood, 
By eee ‘e pescg a so ee ered are ine oe Beep that political hot potato, ora any rate, ‘‘ let it 
8, one might suppose it raise ide. ‘ 

To the high rank of a new Cardinat Virtue. ga mor that they Bey 20 ta Be ies 


Well, ’tis a gift that helps and cannot hurt you. 


But if you’d cultivate this gift delightful, ‘Wat THE Dickens!’’—Yes, CHARLES DICKENS reading selec- 


zen past abandon hate, and cut the spiteful ; tions from the DickrEns’s works at St. James’s Hall. ‘‘ Like father, 
or whatsoever angry fools may rumour, like son.”” Of course you do the first, but to do the second you must 
You can’t be humorous when you’re out of humour! go and hear him. 
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Ss. G. O. 
(Lord Sydney Godolphin Osborne, Died, May 9, Aged 81.) 


ANOTHER long-heard voice at last is stilled! 
Warm heart, which to all tales of suffering thrilled. 
Sound head, which social problems loved to face, 
You will be missed from your peculiar place, 
Held long ere Bitter Cries found echoes free, 
And aid of rhetoric, if not remedy ; 

When not all men were Socialists, and not 

All eyes were open to each bane and blot 

Found in the body-politic. E’en then 

That sympathetic eye, that potent pen 

Were dedicate to service of your kind, 

To true benevolence, ardent, yet not blind, 

And bettering of the village and the town. 

Now, many wandering voices woo renown 

As Social Oracles. But Punch looks back 

With praise upon his honourable track 

Of useful days who thirty years ago 

Was known, and loved, by him as §S. G. O. 


THE HARMLESS NECESSARY ‘ CAT.” 


Mr. Poncn has small sympathy with what he deems 
the false sentiment which denounces the use of the lash 
—upon brutes—as brutalising. Means must be adapted 
to ends. The burglar and the ruffianly wife-beater 
would seem to have something in common with the 
immortal lady who didn’t mind feats but couldn’t stand 
pinching. They don’t seem, effectively, to mind the 
risks of their calling or the prospect of imprisonment, but 
they ‘‘cannot stand’? whipping. Whipping, therefore, 
sharp and painful without being physically injurious, 
would seem to be a promising deterrent, and, indeed, 
has proved so, in the opinion of good judges. Now it is 
complained that the ‘'Cat” is cruel, because it often 
seriously injures as well as pains. Very well, let that be 
amended. ‘To lash a brute so violently that you have 
afterwards to cosset him up in hospital cannot be either 
true humanity or sound policy. By all means dock the 
Cat of certain of its nine tails if necessary, and lay on 
the remainder with valour, but also with discretion, both 
as regards selection of the spot for their, application and 
the amount and energy of the applicationitself. Descend 

e Nine! or six, or three, as the case may be; baty 
escend, though manfully, yet with measure. 


ALL-A-BLOWING ! 


A SpriInGc-PLEA FROM THE SUBURBS. 


ALL-A-BLOWING! In the May-time there is playtime e’en for toil, 
For the breath of Spring sets fancy wild a-wing ; 

There is something in the Season even stucco scarce can spoil, 
The cacophonous street-hawker seems to sing. 

All-a-blowing! He is going with his barrow down the street ; 
There’s a flowering shrub tucked under either arm, 

And the echoes of his shrill stentorian cry sound almost sweet. 
Ay, in May e’en clamorous costers have their charm ; : 
For the morn has brought a sun-burst and the very asphalte smiles 

With a radiant recognition of the boon. 
There’s a glow upon the chimneys, and a glory on the tiles, 
Where the cockney sparrows chirp and fight, and ‘‘ spoon.” 
Rus in urbe has its meaning on this sunny morn of May, 
Though surburban streets are not Arcadian quite. 
For the tiniest square of garden dons a verdurous array, 
And the roads are vistas green of glowing light. 
Over wall and gate and lamp-post bursts the leafy emerald screen. 
Of the sycamore, the lilac, and the lime, 
Even slums look far less sordid when they show a speck of green, 
Not yet dulled to dingy grey by grit and grime. 
And the blossoms—ah! the blossoms of the apple and the pear ! 
Their lovely lavish largess on the town, 
Falls like a floral garment, veiling all that’s black and bare. 
It might wake poetic impulse in a clown. 
But to watch it, and to think of the tender white and pink ; 
Of the purple of the plumy lilac spires. 
From the dull suburban window you may thrust your head and drink 
Of that fragrance of the Spring which never tires. 
All-a-blowing! Pipe up, coster, for your cry is just the voice 
Of all Nature, though your hoarseness mars the air. 
E’en in Doldrum Street, S.W., the drudges must rejoice, 
And sad Cockneys feel some lightening of their care. 
The Philistines who dwell in yon Villas coldly ‘‘ Swell,” 
Look more human with May blossoms in their coats. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 


Miss Bugge. ‘‘'OH, BUT MINE IS SUCH A HORRID NAME!” 
Young Brown, ‘‘AH—A—UM—I’M AFRAID IT’S TOO LATE TO ALTER IT Now!” 


There’s the Season’s first white waistcoat! Clear and mellow as 
The blackbird fluteth forth his first Spring notes [a bell, 

From yon tall acacia-top, he trills on and does not stop 
For the chattering lawn-mower which hard by 

A baggy-legged old buffer with a head like a grey mop 
Is grinding at with slow stolidity. 

All-a-blowing! Farther West Art is putting forth her best 
At the Burlington, the Grosvenor, and the New ; 

Bat in this suburban Gath we have no esthetic test ; 
Art-flowers among the Philistines are few. 

In Bond Street they are all a-blowing floridly, but here 
Labour leaves men little leisure to be floral. 

BurneE-JoNES in Bethnal Green, so they say, finds fitting sphere, 
Here we’re mournful and monotonous, though moral. 

And the Jerry Builder menaces our little bits of green 
And the little bursts of blossom more and more. 

The dull mechanic round and the conquering machine 
Are the pitiless twin despots of the poor. 

Brick-and-mortardom prevails; weighed in Capital’s cold scales, 
Leaves and grass are just the merest waste of space. 

Felled trees and dwindling garden-patches tell their own sad tales ; 
Even Spring-time cannot come in green-robed grace 

To a stucco-faced Sahara such as spreads, and spreads, and spreads 
O’er the old suburban vemitrotes scene. 

All ee ! i Leave us something more than flags, and slates, and 

‘* leads ; 

Let sweet Spring in London’s outskirts still show green! 


A Very Lame Joxe.—Horse Show at Olympia commences to-day. 
The name of the place is ominous for a horse show, unless it were 
going to be an exhibition of lame ones, as the ’bus conductors gene- 
rally call it out, ‘‘ All-limp ’ere!”’ 


Musicat Norr.—A more-or-less biblical subject ought not to be 
parodied. _Yet how has Judith been treated, and who did it? 
Seriously, Parry did ; and very well Parry did it. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, 
BORNE turned up to-night : 
“How d’-you do?” I said, shaking hands. 
d’ you do?” L : 
do. Used at first to strike me as oddest thing that people among 
whom I live should, when they rere pak te gut han, et see H 

's ¢ ag it up and down. ight just as well ru 
other fellow’s and w : soles of their feet together 
— quite as easy alter a 
little practice; or might 
gently rub backs of their 
heads. Very odd thing is 
man.) Think of this as 
I shake hands with the 
CURSE. 

‘‘Hum—er,” I said, not 
thinking of anything else, 
and wanting to say some- 
thing. pleasant, ‘‘ thought 
you were in prison.” 

‘*Oh, dear, no,”’ said he, 

little nervously ; ‘‘ that’s 
only Batrour’s fun. 
Doesn’t really mean to 
put me in prison; do you 
think he does? Besides, 
he dare not do it. The 
people are Roused; the 
Great Heart of the Nation 
w= beats tumultuously. There 
ti B are twenty thousand Cor- 
‘i nishmen who will know 
> the reason why. Don’t 
you think the people are 
Roused ?”’ 
; Ashmead. CuRSE seems a_ little 
nervous. ‘Try to cheer him up. ‘‘ Yes, I think they are,’ I say; 
‘for if not, they will Rouse by-and-by. If you’re waking Rouse 
me early, don’t you know. Don’t trouble yourself: it’s all very 
well for Batrour to say he’ll shut you up; but, as we know in 
the House, that’s not easily done.” 

Quite a lively Debate on affair at Falcarragh. The Cursr took 
prominent part, making one speech on his feet and several more from 
hisplace on Bench. SPEAKER constantly calling him to order; House 
howled at him; Orp Moratiry once interposed with string of moral 
reflections designed to show inconvenience of discussing case sub 
judice ; House once on the howling tack turned upon O. M. with such 
startling vigour that he gratefully resumed his seat and said no more. 
Harcourt wondered why everybody laughed when he accused 
Batrour of ‘‘blustering;” 
EpwarpD CraRKE calls Har- 
couRT ‘‘most insolent; ’’ Bar- 
FOUR at bay ; the CursE pop- 
ping up and down trying to 
get off another little speech, 
but always laid by his heels by 
watchful SPEAKER, 

After this scarcely time or 
inclination left for Debate on 
Naval Defences Bill. Sage 
of Queen Anne’s Gate moves 
rejection; Government getting 
frightened at attack, sent for 
ASHMEAD - BARTLETT; ASH- 
MEAD, nobly forgetful of 
former slights, arrives post 
haste, breaks the silence of 
many years, consenting to 
JOKEIM’s hard terms that he 
shall foregoa quarter’s salary. { 

‘Couldn’tafford to doitoften,” 
says ASHMEAD; ‘‘ but the Go- 
vernment being, as the Mar- 
KISS remarks, impecunious, 
can’t refuse occasionally to 
an with their plans,” 
usiness done.—Debat 
Naval Defences Bill. ee 

Tuesday.—Kyeryone wantin 
person who has offered to give 
PLUNKET assailed witl 
‘* Donor,” he said 
** Dono.” 


(Always say, 


Sige 


Whizzing past. 


g to know who is the mysterious 
e money for National Portrait Gallery. 
h questions, but nothing to be got out of him. 
» Just now in response to persistent questions, 


Various names 


mentioned. Op Moratity at one time 
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Night, May 6.—Curse_ or Cam-|that he had never before 
nie unexpected took me rather aback. | Couldn’t say that of Smrra of course; so OLD Moratrry theo 
‘* How | regretfully 
and shake hands when I don’t know what else to say or | about it. 
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f rite; Members looked kindly on him as he sat on the Treasury 
ena just the sort of thing he would do. Then someone remembers 
that MARKIss, in making announcement at Academy dinner, observed 
heard the name of mysterious benefactor. 


Baxrour declares he knows a 
Met him just now in the lobby, or rather saw him spinning 
past. Curious rotary motion ; 
sort of understudy of a peg-top. 
Can’t imagine how he does it. 

‘¢ Found him out!” he shouts 


abandoned. SPENCER 


~ . 

“ Ny breathlessly, as he spins past. 

gues) + \ ‘*Tt’s JosepH Gris! !” 

NG -V Wonder if this can be true? 
NN Yj’ Not at all improbable. JosEPH 
ape == aps ©.) known to be what is called 
(4 i Weal << N VY ‘‘warm”’; probably been a boom 

AW BSF ull \) y in bacon; ham on the hop; mar- 
— tl Af kets firm ; JosrpH having cut in 


—— 


at low prices gets out at a rise. 
‘‘What shall I do with the 

surplus?” he says, to himself. 

‘‘Take noble revenge on the 


\ Saxon. Nation can’t afford to 
\ build Portrait Gallery; Z’// do 
RA it for ’em.” That seems reason- 
> \ ableenough. Shall go and look 


XC up Jony B.; see if he’s easier 
> to pump than PLUNKET. 
Whizzing noise in the distance 
comes nearer and nearer. It’s 
SPENCER BALFOUR again; been 
to end of corridor; whizzing 


\ WV) \ 
ANAT ON 
AANA ALA Vp 
PON: 


‘, KV 
Y 
NY 


“more rapidly than ever. Only 
\ \j y) just catch his assurance as he 
\\ WS 77] 7 flies past, ‘‘ Yes. It’s JosEPH 
2 ge x. AA Giiuis!” 

Sa SN aay 


Business done.—Naval De- 
fences Bill read Second Time. 

Thursday.—House of Lords been wilderness since it met after 
Recess. Every afternoon solitary and graceful figure seen advancing 
towards Woolsack ; sits there for five or ten minutes; declares one 
or two Bills advanced a stage; and then, with sweeping stride and 
inimitable dignity, disappears. This the Lorp CHANCELLOR, earning 
his insufficient £4,000 a year as Speaker of Lords. To-night a sudden 
change. House filled on both sides. 

Three rows of Bishops in nice white ‘ 
gowns seated below Ministers. 

‘‘Some mischief in contemplation,” 
said Wutrramp Lawson looking in, 
‘‘ Wonder what it is? Bet a bottle of 
lemonade it’s either Land or the Church 
—Money or Religion. Fancy from pre- 
sence of the Bishops that the Church is 
in some manner in danger.”’ 

So it was, indirectly. Deceased Wife’s 
Sister Bill on for Second Reading. 

“Why Bit?” Lord Meare asks, 
gazing at animated scene from space by 
steps of Throne. ‘‘ Deceased Wife’s 
Sister JANE, Mary, or even SuEI could 
understand. But Sister Bint seems an 
anomaly, unless, indeed, she was chris- 
tened WitHELMINA. Must look into 
this matter.” 

Earl Prrcy has looked into it, and 
finds it won’t do. This stalwart border 
knight, this flower of Northumbrian 
chivalry, this heir to the renown of 
Doveras’s doughty foe at Chevy Chase, 
moved rejection of Bill. SELBoRNE on 
same side; ARGYLL and PriwmatE—Mo- 
rality and Piety—bringing up the rear. 
In vain GRIMTHORPE submitted to mer- 
ciless dissection the tootling of the mas- 
sive Percy; without effect HerscHELL 
urged that you can’t pick and choose LW FZ 
out of Leviticus. If you take one of age 
its edicts as a rule of social order you “Why Bill?” 
must take the lot. All in vain; Bishops won the day, Bill being 
thrown out by a majority of 27 in House of 267 Peers. 

Commons spent long night in Committee of Supply. Actually 
passed a few Votes. Larlier in Sitting W. RepMonpD attempted to 
create diversion by mentioning case of King JA-Ja, Ja-Ja, whose 
descent from early Kings of Connaught can be infallibly traced, now 
at St. Vincent. Wants to come home; intends to stand for first 


4 


an issue to be tried. 
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vacancy in Irish borough or county. But tyrannical Government 
keeps heavy hand on him. Ja-Ja took to his bed, threatened to die. 
Doctor told off to examine him. Reported His Majesty in excellent 
health. This is FeReusson’s version; but W. RepMonD shakes his 
head in token of dissent. Thinks of moving adjournment in order to 
call attention to condition of King Ja-Ja as one of urgent public 
importance. Finds no encouragement, so subject drops, and House 
drifts into Committee. Business done.—Several Votes in Supply. 
Friday.—Another long morning sitting quietly spent in Committee 
of Supply. Fresh air of originality given to proceedings by obtaining 
afew Votes. This partly due to concatenation of circumstances that, 
owing to the class of Votes under discussion, GEORGE JOKEIM was 
out of the way, and Rircuie in general charge. For a humorist, a 
man of bubbling wit, Joxerm has unfortunate habit of rubbing the 
hair of heads of his fellow men wrong way. Jackson, anxious to get 
business forward, always tries to get Joker asked out to tea when 
Committee of Supply on. Business done.—Supply. Roperrson’s Mo- 
tion, Disfranchising Universities, negatived by 217 Votes against 126. 


ON COMMISSION. 


May 7, 8, 9, and 10.—While Mr. Parnext has been in the box 
the Court has been crowded with a large amount of ‘‘ rank, beauty, 
and intellect,” and on his disappearance from that coign of vantage 
the place has resumed its normal appearance. Even the examination 

mn and cross-examination of His Grace 
AN the Archbishop of Dusiry_ attracted a 
pol comparatively small audience. And 
here I may perhaps give a sketch of 
the proceedings .connected with those 
latter inquiries in a dramatic form, on 
the understanding—on the clear un- 
derstanding—that what I am about to 
write is not in the least like_the real 
thing :— 

Mr. Reid (after arranging a mass 
of documents). 
Archbishop of DUBLIN ? 

His Grace. lam. I was, &e., &c., &e. 

[ Gives an interesting sketch of his 
ecclesiastical appointments. 

Mr. Reid. Quite so. Will your Grace 
be so good as to give the History of 


ue Treland. 
pt His Grace. With pleasure. Irish- 


men in every part of the world were descended from ADAM, or as We} : 7 


should now call him O’Dam and—— 

The President (courteously interrupting). Do you not think Mr. 
Rew that we might make this a little shorter ? 

Mr. Reid (with plaintive politeness). I wish to do my best, my Lord, 
to carry out the wishes of the Court, although I am anxious to get 
this matter (which is new matter) on the notes. (Turning to Witness.) 
Probably your Grace could kindly commence the History of Treland 
at a little later date. ; 

His Grace (smiling amiably). Certainly. After the flood Noan 
was succeeded by SHEM, Ham, and O’JAPHET. 

Mr. Reid (conscious of his nationality, and his duty to his Dum- 
fries constituents). May I suggest (I am told that it is so) that the 
name of the latter gentleman was MAcJAPHET. 

His Grace (shakes his head smilingly, but repeats). O'JapHeEt. I 
think you will find I am right—O’JaPHET. 

Mr. Reid (partly conceding the point). Well, O’JapuHet or Mac- 
JAPHET. Yes, your Grace 

The President (who has consulted with his colleagues, mildly). 


Really, Mr. Rem I do not see that His Grace has any special infor-— 


mation—that he could not obtain in common with all men of 
intelligence and education—on thismatter. _ . 
Mr. Justice Smith (persuasively). You see, it is not before us as 


Ur. Reid (distressed but yielding, smiles sorrowfully at the Bench 
and turns to Witness). Then we will come at once to:1879. As Arch- 
bishop of DuBLIN, it was your Grace’s duty to know everything ? 

His Grace. Certainly. 

Mr. Reid. Will you be so good as to tell us all you know. 

His Grace (searching a black bag and producing documents). The 
principles of electricity are—— 

The President (again interrupting more wm sorrow than in anger). 
I have no doubt, that a lecture upon electricity from his Grace, 
would be of the deepest interest to all of us, but—— 

Mr. Biggar (suddenly popping up from the well of the Court). 
May I say a word, my Lord. If this evidence is not received, tell 
me now why is the evidence of hirelings of the Government received 
—tell me that now ? f 

The President (to Mr. BiegaR). Your observation has not assisted 
the Court, Sir. (Mr. Braaar smilingly subsides.) I would add that 
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that this matter is of vital importance. to us. 
we propose multiplying his Grace’s evidence. 


nesday. 
KINSON, cross-examined His Grace, and the rest of the time of the 
Commission during the week was occupied in hearing some very 
amusing evidence from parish priests and others whose nationality 
could not for a moment be doubtful. 


been put to me by a Correspondent signing himsel 
SPENT Firry SLEEPLESS NIGHTS IN PAINFUL PERPLEXITY.” 
gentleman asks ‘‘how it comes that although Messrs. ARTHUR 
O’Connor and T. Harrrneton seem both to be Defendants, they 
also apparently are appearing as Counsel?” To the lay mind no 
doubt this problem may perhaps 
explanation, however, is as simple as ABC. Itis my opinion that 
Mr. T. Harrineton appears to represent Mr. AnTHUR O 
gentleman who is very probably specially retained to represent 
Mr. T. Hargrneron. I may perhaps be permitted to add, that I feel 


the hands of either. 


I believe your Grace is: 
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unless it can be shown that His Grace has special knowledge of the 


acts, we do not see how this line of examination can be pursued. 
Mr. Reid (in deep distress). I must urge upon your Lordships 
I would suggest that 


The President (in a tone of the greatest regret). Alluring as the 


prospect is to Mr. Justice Day, and in fact ali of us, of having about 
ten thousand additional witnessess introduced in this matter (possibly 
inclusive of the Porn, the Archbishop of CANTERBURY, and the 
Reverend C. H. SpurcEon), we do not quite see our way to acceding 
to your request. 


Mr. Reid (almost in tears). Then, my Lord, I must respectfully 


ask for an adjournment to reconsider my position. 


And va aad the Court did adjourn earlier than usual on Wed- 
On Thursday my ever lively and learned friend, Mr. At- 


And now, before I conclude, I must answer a ee that has 
‘*ONE WHO HAS 
This 


be a little confusing. A possible 


ConNOR, a 


convinced that, if this be so, the interests of both are quite safe in | 


Pump-handle Court. (Signed) A, BRIEFLESS, JUNIOR. 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
FIFTEENTH EVENING. 

‘‘T wit tell you another story about a little girl,” began the 
Moon. ‘She is quite a small girl still, but she has been most care- 
fully brought up, and generally her manners are irreproachable. 
he other day, she was taken by 
= her mother to have afternoon tea 
- with a couple of ate precise old 

maiden ladies. I saw her driving to 
their house, and heard the mother 
impressing upon her daughter that 
she must be most particular what she 
said or did, and it struck me that the 
little girl was rather offended at being 
thought to require such instruction. 
‘It’s not quite the first time I’ve been 
out to tea, you know, Mummy!’ she 
protested, and probably her mother 
felt that she might spare herself any 
further anxiety, for she smiled very 
proudly and fondly as she patted the 
child’s cheek. A little later, I looked 
through the windows of the room 

es where they were all at tea—a pretty 
old drawing-room, full of old-fashioned furniture and quaint china. 
The little girl was certainly behaving very nicely: The elder of the 
two ladies had graciously informed her that she was the first person 
to hold her in her arms as a baby when she came home from India, 
and the child had replied, ‘ But I suppose you were quite young then ?’ 

‘ After that she said very little, being engaged in calmly enjoying 
the good things which were pressed upon her, and which had a 
much more tempting appearance than her ordinary nursery fare. 
By and by one of the old ladies complimented the proud mother 
upon her daughter’s pretty looks and manners. ‘So very kind of 
you to tell me so,’ the mother answered, beaming, ‘but indeed, I 
must say, that my OxiIve has been very carefu ly’——Here she 
stopped short with a gasp. She had —— at her OLIVE as she 
ake: and, to her horror, this carefully brought-up little maiden 
was just then deliberately and demurely pocketing one of the pieces 
of bread-and-butter! It was a tempting piece of bread-and-butter, 
cut as thin as a wafer and daintily rolled up, but that was no possible 
excuse for such a glaring breach of etiquette. ‘Ozive!’ the poor 
mother could only cry, faintly, ‘ how dreadful of you! ... She’s not 
at all a greedy child, asarule. I cannot understand it,’ she tried to 
explain. But Or1ve, who meanwhile had been wrapping up the 
pread-and-butter in her handkerchief, was perfectly unabashed. 
‘I’m not greedy now,’ she explained, a little haughtily, ‘I don’t 
pocket things fo eat. That would be very unladylike. I only 
thought I might take just one piece of this nice bread-and -butter 
home—as a pattern for my nurse, you know.’ And the two old ladies 
seemed less shocked than might have been expected.” 
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MRS. DUDLEY DE VERE STANLEY-MAINWARING AT HOME—GLOVES. 


(SMALL AND EARLY.) 


THEH NEGLECTED FOUNDLING. 
Mr, Punch to Mr, Bull :— 


FRIEND BULL, a word with you! My sharpest 
strictures, 
You know, are always moved by hearty 
loyalty. 
Well, at this pleasant time of Spring,—and 
Pictures,— 
When Art and Nature vie in radiant 
royalty ; 
When the May blossoms and May Exhibitions 
eee in genial rivalry together, 
And all men’s talk is of the fair conditions 


Of broadening Art and of the brightening 
weather ; 

When Springtide’s ‘‘flowery bursts” are 
emulated 


By flowery Sir Frrprricx’s oratory, 


There’s a stern fact or two that should be 
stated, 

Which rather tend to dim the Season’s 
glory. 


You look complacent, Joun. I’m bent on 
shocking 
A mood whose sweetness should not be un- 
mingled. 
My métier is not mere cynic mocking, 
But can it be your pulses have not tingled 
With something more like shame than satis- 
faction 
At Somebody’s performance of a duty 
hich was yourown! A very noble action ! 


There’s nothing on that side to mar its 
beauty. 


A citizen’s munificence, a modest 
And opportunely patriot inspiration ! 
But its necessity strikes one of the oddest 


As coming in a proud and long-pursed 
nation. 


Provided for? Yes, handsomely, no doubt of it. 
But was not that provision your affair, 
JOHN? 

And if successfully you’ve wriggled out of it, 
Is it enough to toss your cap in air, JoHN, 
And shout out, ‘‘ Brayo—Somebody ?” ? 

You’re blushing ; 
I see it, Mr. Buti; it does you credit. 
If a sharp word bring forth that manly 
flushing, 
Punch will be very glad that he has said it. 
National Art’s a nation’s true-born child, 
JOHN, 
Not to be classed amongst Neglected 
Foundlings. 
SALISBURY’S smug announcement made me 
wild, JoHn 
Though it might gratify the sordid ground- 


lings. 
Pertinent thoughts these be for you to ponder. 
Think in how many modes discreditable 
Your garnered opulence, dear JOHN, you 
squander ; [ Babel, 
But, ’midst belligerent Party’s blatant 
The still small voice of national Art, and 
History 
Can’t reach your ears—or those of your 
_ Exchequer. 
Thinking of these things, JoHn, it is a 
mystery 
How your imperial pride keeps up its pecker. 
House your own offspring, JoHN! It is your 
business, 
Not to another’s hands to be deputed. 
You’ll see that, if you shake off faction’s 
dizziness, 
And purblind stinginess, so little suited 
To the inheritor of so great treasures, 
_The man with such a splendid patrimony. 
You are a busy bee! Well, then take 
measures 
To find a proper hive for your Art-honey. 


You cannot say, with the Apothecary, |JoHN. 
Your poverty, but not your will, consents, 
Ministries? Well, you know they never vary, 
Exchequers do not care for Art’s intents, 
JOHN. i 
You must be master here, and your volition 
Make visible to Treasuries short-sighted. 
No, Joun; I would not chill the exhibition 
Of citizen munificence. Delighted. 
To see, and to applaud, good deeds uncourted. 
Hope that such instances may not be lonely; 
But pons - see your fair Art-child sup- 
porte 
‘By Voluntary Contributions Only” ? 


PROMOTION AND SPECULATION. 


CotonEL Norra to be General Boom, with 
a song, of which the chorus to the well-known 
air from La Grande Duchesse will be,— 
“ Et piff paff puff 
Et ta ra pa ca poum, 
Je suis, moi, le Général Boom Boom !’? 


By the way, have the two General Boums 
yet met—General Boom Nort and General 
Boum BovutaneEer? What possibilities such 
an alliance suggests, resulting in the inaugu- 
rationof the great Boulangist Dynasty, with 
the Nitrate Soldier of Fortune as Minister of 
Finance. Let us ‘‘ boo, and boo, and boo” 
to BouLANGER, for, as Henry RUSSELL used 
to sing, ‘‘ There’s a good time coming, boys! 
—wait a little longer! ”’—say till October. 


New Work on An Oxp SussEct.—Good 
book about GaLILEo, by Mr. WxEaG-ProssEr. 
Much praised by the Atheneum. It is all in 
prose, though we should have expected 
‘‘Wree’’ to have occasionally ‘‘ dropped 
into”’ poetry. The book is to be re-entitled 
The Wegg-Prossercution of Galileo. 
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THE NEGLECTED FOUNDLING. 


JoHN Butt. ‘THANKS TO THIS VOLUNTARY CONTRIBUTION, MY DEAR, YOU ARE AT LAST PROVIDED FOR!” 


Mr. Poncn. ‘‘ VERY HANDSOME, MISTER BULL, BUT YOU OUGHT TO HAVE DONE 
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Ir your HAcK IS IN RATHER LIGHT CONDITION, IT’S ADVISABLE TO USE A BREAST-PLATE, 


SUBURBAN LOVE-SONG. 


THE blacks float down with a lazy grace, 
Hey, how the twirtle-birds twitter ! 

And softly settle on hands and face ; 
And the shards in the rockery glitter. 


The boughs are black and the buds are green— 
Hey, how the twitter-birds twirtle! 

And Cicety over the trellis-screen 
Is bleaching her summer kirtle. 


The mustard and cress (can they grow apart— 
Those twin-souls, cress and mustard ?) 
Are springing apace; they have made such a 
start 
That the pattern is rather fluster’d: 


For I made a device in the moist dark mould, 
In the shape of A’s and §8’s, 

In capital letters, firm and bold, 
I sow’d my mustard and cresses. 


And I traced a heart and a true-love knot 
In a geometrical pattern, 

And it seems to have run to I can’t tell what, 
For Flora has proved a slattern. 


Or the sparrows, whose ehirpings at daybreak 


8 ’ 
Like the voice of a giant Cicala, 
Of most of the letters have had their will, 
In a vegetarian gala. 


Here comes no nymph where thevblue waves 


isp : 
On the white sands’ gleaming level, 
Where the sharp light strikes on the laurel 


crisp, 
And flowers in the cool shade revel. 


But the garden shrubs are as fair to me 
As pine and arbutus and myrtle | 

That grow by the shores of the Grecian sea, 
Where deathless nightingales twirtle. 


And the little house, with its swtes complete, 
And the manifold anti-macassar, 

And the chdlet cage, whence he greets the 
Mee puelle passer— [street— 


Are fairer than’aught that the sun is above 
In the world as much as I’ve seen of it ; 

For the little house is the realm of love, 
And my sweet little girl is the queen of it. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


The Figaro Exposition (English Edition 
and therefore why not ‘‘ Exhibition ?”’) ought 
to have a valuable collection, judging from the 
first part just published. The illustrations 
are charming, and there are several cuts of 
the Eiffel Tower, the one showing the top- 
light being curiously effective. The ‘‘Second 
Storey ” of the Eiffel is, apparently, a very 
popular storey, as it is crowded. 

The latest number of Messrs. VALERY and 
ENGEL’s Our Celebrities, the autobiography of 
Professor Huxiry being unusually sprightly. 
The likeness of Ernen TERRY is as unlike any 
other one of her as she herself is unlike any- 
body else. I haven’t made up my mind to 
being pleased with it. However, there she 
is between Professor HuxLEY, who comes first, 
and Henry Irvine, who is last, but not least, 
attending to neither, reading a book, and 
apparently ignoring the Real on one side and 
the InEat on t’ other. 

Woman’s Suffrage and National Danger, 
is a work that should have the attention of 
all those who look forward to a House of 
Ladies, and long for the time when M.P.’s 
in petticoats willrulethe Nation. Theauthor 
says :—‘‘ Since the time of Adam, when manly 
wisdom has been put aside to please the weaker 
vessel, and the stronger has renounced ‘his 
rights in gentle dalliance with the fair, has 
aught but disaster and decline ensued?” 


The writer of these words, Mr. HEeBer L. 
Hart, is a bold man. If any of the more 
strong-minded of the Weaker Vessels come 
across him, it would not surprise us to find 
across him, it would not surprise us to find ‘‘ the 
Hart bowed down through weight of woe.” 

No one, whatever may be his political 
opinions, will fail to thoroughly enjoy The 
Green above the Red, by Mr. C. L. GRAVES. 
The author has a singular facility for versi- 
fication. The rollicking humour and lilt of 
his songs, which was so conspicuous in the 
Blarney Ballads, is a special characteristic of 
his latest volume. Mr. Graves, while his 
arrow is sharp, never forgets the gay feather 
that decorates the shaft. The volume con- 
tains some admirable pictures by Mr. LintEy 
SAMBOURNE, who further lends his aid in the 
production of a very humorous cover. 

A False Scent, hath a pleasant savour. 
Mrs. ALEXANDER keeps her secret almost wu 
to the last page, and thus the interest is we 
sustained till the close of the story. What 
the secret is, it would be scarcely fair to 
divulge. - Cleverly and brightly written say 

THE Baron DE Book-Worms & Co. 


FATHER DAMIEN. 
The Martyr of Molokai. 


Gone from long agony to great reward, 
At last, good priest ! Humanity should hoard 
Such memories as its richest, rarest wealth. 
The enemy who crept with loathsome stealth 
On thysoul-fortress found nofaltering there. 
What words avail to praise thee, who couldst 
dare E calm, 
Death’s deadliest sap with long-enduring 
And in the midst of horror breathe the balm 
Of high heroic sympathy around ? 
Farewell, great soul; thy graveis holy ground! 
He glorified the lazar-house whose breast 
Defied the fair Pacific’s loathly pest. 
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No. 75. Pettie-Coatts. ‘ Funny 
idea,” said the elderly lady, pettie- 
lante d’ésprit. 
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than two minutes the room was empty. 
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No.17. The Marchioness of Granby, 
“Very rude to remark my poor finger, 
Manners, Manners! ”’ 


No. 68. Melting Moments. ‘‘Whata 


No. 208. A Young Master-piece, evidently by 
a very Young Master. Sheep-shooting ! 
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Mrs Bowower. Notice her 
two Skye-terrier pets. 


boa !—on such a hot day too!”’ 


No. 61. 
No. 78. 
we shall 
Plumber’s 


sweetest, prettiest little creature, and I do so want to 
change my name, and give away my hand.”’ 


No. 127. Much good in Goodall, R.A. 
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No. 200. Study in Black and White.| Nos. 114 and 169. An Unequal 
Not “a Magpie,” but a Perdrix au| Match. We hope they ’re not so 


Shoe, and she looks Larky. black as they ’re painted. 


No. 149. ‘Handsome is as Hansom does; or, The Disputed Cab-fare.’’ 
‘*T never give more,”’ she said, as she turned for the last time to the Cabman, 
previous to ascending the steps. 

No. 206. ‘‘How canI read! The book’s shamefully printed. There are 
things crawling about the walls; and then there’s that odious vis-d-vis of 
mine at No. 200 is making reflections on me—‘ through the looking-glass.’ ”’ 


GROSVENOR GALLERY GEMS. 


[May 18, 1889. 


>. ; 
No. 63. Who cares? ‘I shan't 


carry this tray!’’ she exclaimed, 
pettishly, and chucked it over. 


No. 24. Sea Lion caught with a Line. Observe 
the big float used on this occasion. 


“Turned out” very well. 

“The Painter’s Wife.”? Next year, 
expect companion picture, ‘ The 
Aunt.” 


No. 132. What Mr. Keeley Halswelle saw 

“‘T don’t think this Soap when he left his House-boat on the Thames. 
is so good as the more expensive one,”’ she said to her- No. 171. Waxworks; or, The Stiffened 
self. ‘*The colour seems coming off on to my left Moustache. 
hand.” Sir J. E. M. No. 176. 
No. 87. A Voice from the Tombs, heard from the No. 180. 
speaking likeness by A. S. Wortley, says, “I’m the No. 184. 


“Dawn, Picardy.” Well Dawn! 
Isle of White. 
Browning done browner than ever. 


No. 31. Before the Plunge, “Is 
this the way to take a header>”’ 
A Ramsgate’s daughter, by a Mar- 
gate’s son. 


‘: 


‘in the Vestries.”’ 


May 18, 1889.] 


COUNTY-COUNCILDOM. 
(From the Note- Book of Mr. Punch’s Young Man.) 


May 7.—‘‘ Mister” RosrBERY as punctual as usual. The first 
business is the acceptance of a design for a seal for the Council. 
The one chosen objected to by Mr. Marstanp, on the score that the 
idea is ‘‘too medieval,” and although the Chairman declares that 
the central figure in the sketch is supposed to be a working-man of 
the nineteenth century, this 
explanation does not seem 
to remove the ‘‘ Hon. Coun- 
cillor’s” scruples. By the 
way, all the members are 
described as ‘‘ Hon.’ which 
is (as Hon. and Patriotic 
Counsellor Burns might say) 
‘**A cut above what they do 
Then a 
gentleman who I am told is 
called Mr. UBBARD, raised a 
short debate upon what he 
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was coming on? How did the Standing Committee come to think 
of such a clever thing? Such is the brave Colonel’s complaint. He 
is immediately answered by a lawyer (I can fancy how the tough 
old warrior must fume at the notion of a solicitor correcting an 
‘‘ officer and a gentleman”’), Mr. Harrison, who takes a different 
view of the subject. Then Captain VERNEY (who is every square- 
inch a sailor as Colonel Hugues is every cubic-foot a soldier) 
interposes, and wants to know what has been done in the matter of 
Counsel’s opinion about the proceedings of last week. The Deputy- 
Chairman springs forward 
and gives the required infor- 
mation with a courtesy and 
a promptitude that suggests 
and pleasantly suggests, ‘‘in 
this style, two thousand a- 
year.” But this agreeable 
demeanour does not convert 
the Naval Representative of 
the United Service—he still 
objects to a salary attached 
to the office. Then we have 


a Refreshment contractor, 


no doubt correctly describes 
as the ‘‘ alf-penny rate.” It: 
is a most interesting debate, 
and would indeed be fault- 
less were it not that the rate 
has ceased to exist. Upon 
learning this the Council re- 
luctantly (I say ‘‘reluc- 
tantly,” for one of its mem- 
bers —I think it is that 
amusing rattle, Lord Hos- 
HOUSE— insists, in a supple- 
mentary speech, upon slay- 
ing the in) turns its 


slain) 
attention to something else. 
But what a ‘‘ something 
else!”? The Standing Com- 
mittee have actually recom- 
mended that the Deputy- 
Chairman shall receive two 
thousand pounds sterling a 


year! Every eye is turned zs : IS 
towards Mr. BoTTOMLEY 4 2g So BS Ze 
FirtH, whose invariably 


florid complexion conceals 
his blushes, The Vice-Chair- 
man, Sir JoHn Lupsock, 
neatly recommends the re- 
commendation suggesting 
that his colleague combines 
the clerical industry of the 
bee with the legal knowledge 
of the ant—at least, that is 
the impression Sir JoHN’s 
speech conveys to my mind. 
Somebody seconds the reso- 
lution, and then comes the 
tug of war. The gallant 
warrior, whose eloquence, 
rightly or wrongly, is often 
called ‘* Rotten,” leads the 


RIGHT HON, ARTHUR GOLFOUR, M.P. 


As Irish Secretary known to fame, 
Golfour, links-eyed, pursues his favourite game. 


whose name is not familiar 
to me, and whose remarks 
are of no great importance, 
and then the Patriot Burns 
rises to represent the work- 
ing-man. The Hon. Coun- 
cillor is a member of the 
Standing Committee, and 
from my own observation, a 
friend of the noblest of his 
colleagues. He speaks with 
a silvery eloquence that wins 
all hearts. Every word is 
pronounced with exquisite 
purity—no dropping of aspi- 
rates, no saying ‘‘ pied” for 
‘* paid,” or anything of that 
sort. Personally, he thinks 
£1,500 a-year enough, and 
that Borromiry should have 
no more, and cease to be an 
M.P., but he does not insist 
on the latter suggestion. He 
wants, however, Mr. FirrtH 
to earn his money—on pain 
of getting the sack. It would 
be difficult to describe the 
delightful delicacy with 
which these proposals are 
made. I can only murmur, 
‘* Exquisite, beautiful, how 
refined!”? And now the 
matter has been debated for 
nearly three hours, and we 
have got no further. Then 
‘* Mister’? RosEBERY inter- 
poses, as is his wont, and we 
have much yoting. 

In the end, the Deputy- 
Chairman is given his £2,000 
-—— a-year salary, and from a 
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attack. He loves Borromizy like a brother—but there is nothing 
strange in this, as every subsequent speaker scarcely with an excep- 
tion echoes the sentiment—but he does not want him to have a 
salary. There are a number of ‘‘ Hon. Councillors” of the same 
way of thinking. For instance, Alderman ArTHUR ARNOLD does 
not like the idea at all. The Alderman considers BorromiEy his 
oldest friend—if I understood him rightly he laid the foundation of 
Mr. Firrn’s fortune, by introducing him to BEALE the Chorus— 
what a sweet boon !—but he must not be paid. Then another Alder- 
man objects, no less a person than the Ghost of Hamlet's Father 
as I must call him) the Reverend Frrmina Wittiams. The Hon. 
and Ecclesiastical Councillor looks gayer than he did last week. 
He wears a buttonhole, and is altogether more cheerful. And this 
reminds me that there are a number of flowers about, inclusive of 
a large bunch of white lilies on the Chairman’s table, which are 
no doubt waiting for the moment when ‘‘ Mister’ RosEBERY poses 
as a model for the central figure in a church-window. The Ghost of 
Hamlet's Father on this occasion, reminds me of another Shakspearian 
character—Shylock in a play called The Merchant of Venice. 

And now there is a diversion. That gallant old warrior Colonel 
Hvueues (who I assume from his military title, must have the art of 
war at his fingers’ end) complains of ‘‘ surprise.” Why were not 
the Council told three days in advance that this strange matter 


little anecdote he introduces in returning thanks, adroitly suggests 
that he intends to keep it until he joins the great majority. 

‘* When I told a great statesman eney lost to us—JoHn Bricut,” 
says the ingenuous BorromLey, ‘‘ that I had turned my attention to 
Municipal Reform in London, the great man replied, ‘ I fancy you will 
find that you have before you the sole labour of your life!’”” I can 
only say may Mr. Fretn live long, and may his £2,000 a-year prosper ! 

May 10.—The Council meets again in Spring Gardens. However, 
as that genial wag the Ghost of Hamilet’s Father would observe, “‘ as 
the Summer has now set in, the less said about the Spring pro- 
ceedings the better.” 


RatronaAL Dress Movement. — The noble sportsmen visiting 
Kempton have been actuated by Mr. Sam Weller’s motto, ‘* Ease 
afore elegance,” and, following their Royal and sensible leader, have 
discarded the ‘‘ Sunday-go-to-meeting”’ tall hat for the ‘* Go-to- 
race-meeting’’ pot hat. The fashion, however, was not adopted last 
week by GRANDOLPH, who explained to his companion, the Brave 
BovuLaneER, that it was ‘‘ only those who had a tile off would ever 
think of putting the pot on.” The General smiled, but was unable 
to appreciate the jest. Having so far disposed of heads in the day- 
time, will not His Sensible Royal Highness dispense with our tails 
in the evening? ‘‘ Off with the tails! ” 
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OUR SPECIAL MUSICAL CRITIC. 


‘ Whitsuntide, 


ABW 


| authority, that his unexpected summons had 
mot been previously arranged by him. The 
audience rose en masse when the gifted com- 
poser appeared, and Dr. Jacques STrRAvss 
CastitE looked more than gratified at the 
ovation accorded him. Mr. BANCOLLIDES’ 
poem of Whitsuntide is too well-known to 
need a detailed description here, but the 
opening stanzas, ‘‘ Our feet are on our native 
Heath,” was most beautifully set, and effectively rendered by the 
choir. The first great success, however, was the trio! between the 
three swains, ‘‘ Thomas, Richard, and Henry.” The chief motif is 
commenced by Zhomas, and is as follows :— 
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Henry then joins them with this quaint phrase in three-four time :— 
— e —— e 
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This number became instantly popular with the audience, and 
there was scarcely a man in the cheap parts of the hall who did not 
commence whistling the above phrases. The next number was a 
masterpiece of scoring. It was the grand chorus of Gay Muleteers, 
and we quote the refrain, in the originality of which the gifted com- 
poser has surpassed himself :— 

Allepro vivace. PPP 
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If we had steeds that wouldn’t pro - gress, Do you 
ames Pile 6 = NS 
ee | 
think wed urge them? Yes! Yes!! Yes!!! 


We venture to think, however, that the Composer might have 
dispensed with the trick of accompanying the final ‘‘ Yes! Yes!! 
Yes!!!” with a banging of sticks at the back of the orchestra. 
Tricks of this sort have been introduced before, but the practice, 
except in Pantomimes, is not to be commended. The song by 
Harriet (first Soprano), ‘‘ Arm in Arm with Henry,’ received the 
honour of a double encore, and nothing could have been more 
idyllic than the description of Thomas, Richard, and Henry, deco- 
rating their hats with wreaths. 
are supposed to witness a strolling performance of effigies. The 
music that accompanied the performance was maryellously orches- 
trated. The theme was in C, and the kettledrum tuned purposely 
to B flat. The effect was quite characteristic. 
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The final chorus was also excellent. The sweethearts and swains 


march home in couples, the latter holding a musical instrument in 

> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Con 
in no case be returned, not even wh 
there will be no exception. 
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The swains and their sweethearts | | 


tributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, 
en accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover. or Wrapper. 


[May 18, 1889. 


their hands, with “which per accompany their chant, according to 
the custom of the people. Dr. Jacauns Strauss CasTLE, in his 
orchestration, has quite caught the spirit of this beautiful, homely, 
German instrument. 
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BRICKS AND MORTARFICATION. 


RECEIVE a note from my Vestry telling me that, in accordance 
with the recent ‘‘ Leaseholds Enfranchisement Act,’ I can, if I like, 
acquire the freehold of my dwelling by ‘‘serving a notice on my 
Landlord.” What larks! Always wanted to pay my Landlord out, 
for his rapacity about those fixtures of his when I entered: also for 
his refusal to whitewash and paper various rooms, a refusal which 
he coupled with a most ungenerous reference to ‘‘ the terms of my 
lease,”’ whereby, it appears, all repairs are thrown on me / 

Curious how calmly Landlord has taken my notice about pur- 
chasing freehold. Suppose he sees there’s no good in protesting. 
price be settled by Official Arbitrator, on basis of so many years’ 
rent. 

It zs settled. Price seems simply enormous. Arbitrator had to go 
by rent, and rent absurdly high. Landlord seems to have told Arbi- 
trator that ‘‘he couldn’t find a better built ’ouse, not if he searched 
all Lunnon over,’ and Arbitrator—who must be asimpleton—actually 
believed him ! . 

Result. I am a freeholder. Proud position—only, in order to 
raise money, have robbed myself of all the capital I possessed, and 
had to execute a mortgage as well. Try to realise how much better 
it is for my self-respect to be owner than merely tenant. Try to 
feel that I’ve really and truly a home now, out of which nobody | 
(Query — except mortgagee?) can turn me. Don’t experience as 
much satisfaction out of these reflections as I ought to. 

Day after sale, Landlord calls. Ostensible object, to ‘‘see how 
I’m getting on.” Real one is to tell me—as he does, chuckling— 
what a splendid bargain he has made. Says ‘‘ he always did want 
to get this ’ere ’ouse off his hands,’”’ and now ‘‘ Parliament’s done it 
for him.” Points out tome with fiendish glee all the defects of the 
building of which I am now the happy possessor. Warns me not to 
press too heavily against wall of study, or ‘‘it may come down with 
arun.”’ Adds, that whole house is a ‘‘ shocking bad ’un.” 

I am surprised at Landlord’s cooladmission. Ask him if he doesn’t 
feel ashamed at having built such a place. ‘‘ He didn’t build it,”’ he 
replies. Then isn’t he ashamed at having got me to buy it? ‘' Not 
a bit,” he says, cheerfully ; I seemed very anxious to get freehold, 
and as he was anxious to part with it, why should he disappoint me ? 
Why, indeed ? 

_Find, after a month or two, that house is really showing signs of 
giving way. Patch it up (at considerable expense), and then try to 
et it. Find myself describing it (just as my old Landlord used to do) 
as ‘‘ this desirable and commodious residence.’”? Feel that this is a 
fib, and that my self-respect is distinctly lowered by it. 

Result of Leaseholds Act, as far as I am concerned, simply is that 
I am turned from the swindlee into the swindler. (Query—Isn’t all 
morality a matter of the circumstances one happens to bein ?) Land- 
lord seems to be flourishing—probably with money I was fool enough 
to pay him for this house. When I meet him in the street, he remarks, 
jocularly, that ‘‘my taking that lease off his hands was a happy re- 
lease to him!”’ Find myself weakly asking him for hzs advice as to 
best mode of letting the house. To think that I should ever have 
come to this! Feel that, if mortgagee were to foreclose to-morrow, | 
and turn me out of my freehold, I should be really grateful to him. 


Two Great Srortine QuEstions.—Whether Donovan will win 
the Derby, and whether Derby will with Sporrorrn. Derby desires 
to play the ‘‘Demon” this year, hoping that he will ‘play the 
demon” with its opponents. 


or Pictures of any description, will 
To this rule 
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MONOPOLY. 


First Stock Exchange Man (reading newspaper). ‘‘HutLo! PoLick RAID ON 
WEST-END GAMBLING CLUBS! AH—QUITE RIGHT—THERE’S TOO MUCH OF THAT 
SORT OF THING!” 

Second S. FE. M. ‘‘Yus, A DEAL TOO MuUcH. Look HERE. BET you Six To 
Four THEY GET OFF!” First S. E. M. ‘*‘ DoNE, WITH you !” 


INFANT ROSCII. 


Bravo, Henricus Irvinevs et Aveustus DrurioLanus Counti-CounciL- 
ARIUS, homo mirabilis! Excellent speeches you both made on behalf of the 
employment of the little bread-winning children in theatres. On the boards is 
the best Board-school for them. You are quite right, Gentlemen, in sayi 
that the objections to such employment are brought oy a number of prejudiced, 
narrow-minded, well-intentioned persons, who know little or nothing about the 
matter, and do not take the trouble to learn the facts. Why couldn’t the Not- 
at-Home Secretary have been ‘‘ At-Home’”’ on this occasion, of which he must 
surely have had due notice? 

Mr. Punch sincerely congratulates Messrs. Invineus and DRURIOLANtS, and 
their Associates, on this first step in a just cause, and looks forward to the day 
when good Mrs. Fawcerrr and her party will start_a Model Theatrical Infant- 
School Company, to provide education and supervision for the future Roscii, to 
be entitled ‘‘ The Fawcett and Katti Lanner Co. (Limited).” But as to urging on 
Government to any unnecessary interference, J/r. Punch’s advice to the excellent 
lady leader of the crusade is, ‘' Don’t Force i!” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Marx Twain’s Scrap Book, issued by WALKER & Co., is worth more than 
its price if only for Marx Twatn’s recommendation of it. He invented it, he 
says, to lessen the profanity of his unhappy country, as every possessor of a 
scrap-book was accustomed to swear horribly, like our army in Flanders, when- 
ever he or she couldn’t find the paste, or scissors, or gum. Here no gum or paste 
is required, so that even ‘“by gum!” is unnecessary. It doesn’t obviate the use 
of scissors, though, nor of some method of damping, with an accent: on the first 
syllable, as ArnTHUR RopeRTs would say when he found he couldn’t fix the 
scraps; and so, coupled with the publisher’s name, there is a good deal of 
Walker about it. A varied volume is that by Mr. F. A. Kyreur, entitled By 
Leafy Ways. The writer, who isa student in the school of the late RicHARD 
JEFFERIES, here collects two dozen or more papers which first appeared in the 
Daily News. We cannot but feel grateful to him for having rescued them and 
giving them a more permanent position than they could attain in the columns of 
a popular newspaper. It is cleverly illustrated by Mr. E. T. Compron. 

Baron DE Book Worms & Co. 


VoL, XCVI, Y 


MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 


No. [V.—THe Inytrtic. 


THE following example will not be found above the 
heads of an average audience, while it is constructed to 
suit the capacities of almost any lady artiste. 


SO SHY! 


The singer should, if possible, be of mature age, and 
uncline to a comfortable embonpoint. As soon as the 
bell has given the signal for the orchestra to attack 
the prelude, she will step upon the stage with that 
ar of being hung on wires, which seems to come from 
a consciousness of being a favourite of the public. 

I’ma dynety little Dysy of the Dingle, 

[Self-praise is a great recommendation—in Music- 
Hall songs. 
So retiring and so timid and so coy. 

If ce ask me why so long I have lived single, 
will tell you—’tis because I am so shoy. 

[Note the skill with which the rhyme is adapted to 
meet Arcadian peculiarities of pronunciation. 

_ Spoken—Yes, Iam—really, though you wouldn’t think 

it to look at me, would you? But, for all that,— 

Chorus—When I’m spoken to, I wriggle, 

Going off into a giggle, 
And as red as any peony I blush ; 
Then turn paler than a lily, 
For I’m such a little silly, 
That I’m always in a flutter or a flush! 
[After each chorus an elaborate step-dance, expresswe 
of shrinking maidenly modesty. 

I’ve a cottage far away from other houses, 

Which the nybours hardly ever come anoigh; 

When they do, I run and hoide among the rouses, 

For I cannot cure myself of being shoy. 


Spoken—A great girl like me, too! But there, it’s no 
use trying, for— 
Chorus—W hen I’m spoken to, I wriggle, &c. 
Well, the other day I felt my fice was crimson, 
Though I stood and fixed my gyze upon the skoy, 
For at the gyte was sorcy CHORLEY Simpson, 
And the sight of him’s enough to turn me shoy. 
Spoken—It’s singular, but CHoRLEY always has that 
effect on me. 
Chorus—W hen he speaks to me, I wriggle, &e. 
Then said CHortEy: ‘‘ My pursuit there’s no eyyding. 
Now I’ve caught you, | insist on a reploy. 
Do you love me? ‘Tell me truly, little Tyee iz 
But how ts a girl to answer when she’s shoy ? 


Spoken—For even if the conversation happens to be 
about nothing particular, it’s just the same to me. 
Chorus—W hen I’m spoken to, I wriggle, &e. 


There we stood among the loilac and syringas, 
More sweet than any Ess. Bouquet you boy ; 
Arcadian for *‘ buy.” 
And CHorR Ey kept on squeezing of my fingers, 
And I couldn’t tell him not to, being shoy. 


Spoken—For, as I told you before,— 
Chorus—When I’m spoken to, I wriggle, &e. 


Soon my slender wyste he ventured on embrycing, 
While I only heaved a gentle little soy ; 

Though a scream I would have liked to rise my vice in, 
It’s so difficultito scream when you are shoy! 


Spoken—People have such different ways of listening 
to proposals. As for me,— ; 
Chorus—W hen they talk of love, I wriggle, &e. 


So very soon to Church we shall be gowing, 
While the bells ring out a merry peal of jy. 
If obedience you do not hear me vowing, 
It will only be because I am so shy. ; 
[ We have brought the rhyme off legitimately at last, 
at will be observed. 


Spoken—Yes, and when I’m passing down the oil, 
on CHORLEY’S arm, with everybody looking at me,— 
Chorus—I am certain I shall wriggle, 

And go off into a giggie, 
And as red as any peony I’ll blush. 
Going through the marriage service 
Will be sure to mike me nervous, 
[Note the freedom of the rhyme. 
And to put me in a flutter and a flush! 
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THE OFFER OF THE OLIVE-BRANCH. 
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“ My suggestion that recourse should be had to 
arbitration, as a means of settling the questions 
now in dispute between landlords and tenants on 
a number of estatesin Ireland. I have, I must say, 
almost abandoned hope of my suggestion being 
adopted by the landlords and their advisers. My 
effort in the cause of peace has been strongly 
sustained by those newspapers—such, for instance, 
as the Freeman's Journal and United Ireland— 
which are universally recognised as exponents and 
advocates of the tenants’ claims.”— Archbishop 
Walsh’s Letter to ** The Times.” 


Is it a time when aught should bid to cease 
One honest effort in the cause of Peace ? 

Is it an hour when journalistic scorn, 

Or Party anger should make more forlorn 


The fainting hope of the peacemaker? Nay! 

Dissension here has had too long a day ; 

Hate’s hideous harvest only never fails. 

The scribe who sneers, the partizan who rails, 

Help that, not Law and Order—the glib cry 

Of pedants sour who mock at amity. 

Who knows the history? Who will stoop to 
learn P 

Let shallow spouters sedulously turn 

The leaves of Ireland’s story, and shake off 

That fatal readiness to rage and scoff 

At acts ungauged, and men misunderstood, 

Which epee the growth of all the seeds of 
good. 

Between long raging foes, both hot and blind, 

Whom law iniquitous and chance unkind 


: =’ | 
‘ ni 


_ 


Conjoined, have alienated, seems to stand, 

With friendly mien, and olive-branch in 
hand, 

A messenger of peace. Is it not time 

That stern constraint and fiercely furtive 
crime, 

So long resultlessly opposed should cease 

To have the field between them? ‘‘ Js it 
peace P”’ 

Suspicion cries, ‘‘ or some new shape of guile 

Intent to plague this faction-harried Isle ?”’ 

So sneers the squint-eyed spirit which in- 
spires 

Our rival thoughts and fans our mutual ires. 

Is here no opening, if not quite for trust 

Entire, for patient trial? Ah! be just 
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But calmly, carefully considerate too ! 

While there’s one chance that mild-faced 
Peace may woo 

That angry peasant and that landlord stern 

To drop their weapons, snatched in wrath, 
and turn 

Toward the olive-branch, let those who’d 


cope 
With hate by justice not abandon hope! 


COUNTY-COUNCILDOM. 
(From the Note-Book of Mr. Punch’s Young Man.) 


_ May 14.—The “ Mister of Rosrsrry ” (this 
is an adaptation of a Scotch title to metropo- 
litan requirements) is in the chair, and ready 
to begin (with the assistance of Sir Joun Lus- 
Bock and the gentleman who has accepted 
‘*hundreds,” after obtaining thousands) at 
the stroke of three. There is a pretty full 
attendance. A good start is made with the 
Agenda until the composition of ‘‘ the Parks’ 
Committee’? is reached. ‘‘ How shall thenew 
members be elected ?”” The Mister of -Rosk- 
BERY lets it be understood that he doesn’t 
mind ‘‘ how,” solong as subsequently he hears 
no more aboutit. ‘‘It” standing of course 
for composition, and not committee. No doubt 
the Mister is afraid of some one again sug- 
gesting that he should superintend the sale of 
nuts, oranges, and ginger-beer. An hour or 
so is then spent in pleasant, if not very in- 
structive chatter, and then lists are ordered 
to be made out, and handed in. When they 
are collected, a little later, the papers of 
Councillor Forster, Barrister Torr, and last, 
but not least, Great Military Commander 
Howarp VINCENT, are found to be imperfect. 
The Mister of RosEBERY quite chuckles over 
the fact that three such highly distinguished 
and intellectual persons should be guilty of 
an informality. 

Then comes the report of the Finance Com- 
mittee; and it is a relief to some of us to 
find that its highly respected chairman, Lord 
Lincen, is seemingly entirely unconnected 
with the recent proceedings in connection 
with the Park Club. AsI gaze at him, port- 
folio in hand, murmuring soft somethings 
about figures, I feel certain that he shuns 
baccarat as the plague. His explanation 
(whatever it is) seemingly satisfies every one, 
save that unbloated aristocrat Earl Compton, 
who, not hearing every word of the fiery 
eloquence of the noble Lord, occasionally 
ejaculates ‘‘ Speak up!” 

The customary orators by this time are 
well to the fore. The Refreshment Con- 
tractor from the Law Courts expands in his 
usual fashion, and then takes some interest 
in a speech from Mr. Bassett Hopxins, 
gered because it contains reference to ‘‘ the 

egislature,”’ which latter word, as pro- 
nounced, sounds as if it were an entremet in 
the menu of a City dinner. Alderman The 
Ghost of Hamlet's Father (as I really must 
call him) opposes the retention of an open 
space (so I understand him) because it may 
be utilised to enlarge achapel. This brings 
up a gentleman in a red tie (his face seems 
familiar to me, but I cannot say where 1 
have seen him before), who expresses his 
wish to support the reverend Councillor in 
carrying out so admirable an object. Mr. 
Avucustus Harris, however, prefers open air 
to chapel-going in the locality in question 
(a very squalid one), and says so. 

hen we have a long discussion about engi- 
neers and doctors. It appears that we have 
to appoint a chief engineer, and we are greatly 
exercised in our minds as to whether the 
coming official shall be allowed (when chosen) 
to take pupils. This matter is discussed with 
much earnestness, provoking loud cries of 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST (THE AWFULLY FUNNY ONE) 


Brown. ‘*I1 SAY—LOOK HERE! WHAT THE DEUCE DO YOU MEAN BY CARICATURING MY 
PICTURE—HAY ?” Jones. ** YES—CONFOUND you !—AND WOT C/ARICATURING MINE!” 


‘‘Hear, hear!” from a part of the Council, and ‘‘’ear, ’ear!” from the remainder. On the 
whole, I fancy the ‘‘ hear, hears” are in the majority. As £1500 is the sum proposed as 
salary, I am not surprised to find the silvery-tongued Burns sug esting a reduction of 
£500. It is always a pleasure to listen to the agreeable voice of this patriot, even when 
he has nothing particular to say as on the present occasion. Next we choose a Medical 
Officer of Health, and note, en passant that Mr. CLARKE (who is a real live Common Coun- 
cilman of the City of London) is ‘‘ guided by the personal appearance of a man as much 
as by anything else,” a remark causing the reflection that he must be delighted when he 
gazes into a looking-glass. And after our doctor is chosen (after three attempts) we come 
perhaps to the most exciting incident in the afternoon’s entertainment. 

During the sitting Miss Alderspinster Cons and Miss CoppEn have been holding quite 
a little court at which, amongst others, Alderman The Ghost of Hamlet's Father has been 
(so I have noticed) in.constant attendance. I find that we are now called upon to consider 
Mr. Fuemrnc WILiiAMs’ motion for a deputation to the President of the Local Government 
Board to urge upon the attention of that Right Hon. and greatly favoured Gentleman, 
the thirst that the London County Council undoubtedly have for the charms of female 
society. Miss CoppEN, convulses us with laughter, as she asks whether the Chairman, 
Vice-Chairman, or Deputy-Chairman would undertake the arduous duties of visiting 
twenty-three baby-farms, vice Lady SANDHURST disqualified ? Some of us (I think the 
‘oar Years”) would like to add this pleasant little exercise to the daily routine of the 
self-sacrificing (but £2000 a-year-receiving) BorroMLEY, but no one ventures to make the 
proposal. Then, after a forcible but courteous protest from a man of mark, or rather 
marks, the ladies carry the day by a majority of 26, and we go home after four hours 
of hard talking (and harder listening) with what appetite we may, to dinner. 

And now, having ‘sufficiently ‘‘sampled” the proceedings of the London County 
Council, I close my note-book—for the present. 


Up! Up! 

Tut great work of Highest possible Art, La Tour Eiffel, is the tall attraction in Paris. 
Eiffel-tower first, Exhibition second. They are all Eiffel mad. ‘‘ Tall writin’,” instead of 
being termed ‘‘high-fallutin’,” is now “‘ Kiffelutin’.”” A gamin de Paris who sees a ta 
lady cries out, ‘‘ Tiens ! Madame Errret!” The Figaro records that a high note touched 
by Miss Stayz SAUNDERSON, the new soprano, was immediately recorded as ‘‘la note 
Eiffel de ? Opéra Comique.” La Tour Enffel gives the tone to everything. The Parisians 
are holding their heads high; the hotel-keepers and shop-keepers are all highly delighted, 
because the prices are Eiffel-prices; that is, about as high as they can be. 


ODE TO FOUR O'CLOCK. 


A Drydenish Dithyrambic of the Special Commission. In the form a & Trio. 
H-nn-n, Mr. J-st-g D-y, and Mr, J-st-z A. L. SM-TH. 
[The Court adjourned at Four o’clock.”’—Diuwrnal announcement. | 


Vocalists—Sir J-M-s 


O sLEssED Four o’clock ! nu 
Thine advent makes e’en Rhad- Ul | 
manthus gay, ki 
And (Hacus (or D-y) 
With Minos Sm-rH seem half | 
inclined to play : 4 _ 
At leap-frog, which might & a \ 
shock j Big 
Wigged W-xst-k’s more than § yea 
Cancellarian dignity. 
Our benison upon the sweet be- 


nignity 
Of him, the something slow but a: 
sure scythe-bearer ! rh <\ LA 
Oh! if the wearer eS é 
Of horse-hair and of ermine 
Might but determine 
The pace of Kronos daily round 
the dial 
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Upon this dread interminable trial, 


What passion cannot 
que 


Old Edax Rerum 
(Who is not bound to hear ’em, 
These wrangling counsel and witnesses ramb- 


Ing), 
Would have a pace less like a park-hack’s 
ambling. 


From harmony, from party-harmony 
This never-ending bore began, 
Where Justice underneath a heap 
Of jarring questions lies 
And cannot heave her head. 
We Three feel well-nigh dead. 
Cold cynic questions, and quick hot replies 
From R-p and R-ss-11 leap, 
And scarce our power obey. 
From harmony, from party-harmony, 
This lengthy little game began, 
From S-1-sB-Ry’s and G-scH-Nn’s harmony, 
And that of those Dissentients who ran 
First from the follies of the Grand Old Man. 


What passion cannot Eloquence raise and 
quell ? 
When k-ss-11 perorated well, 
His listening ‘‘ brothers” sat around, 
And wonder on their faces fell 
Whilst hanging on the silvery sound. 
Less than an Oracle there scarce could dwell 


In guise of that snuff-taking, legal swell, o’clock! 


PARKS NOBISCUM. 


Mr. Punc# is glad to see that, in the Daily Telegraph, ‘‘ E.L.” has 
once more opened up the old subject of Park Improvement. Mr. 
Punch has been harping on much the same string year after year. 

: Why not kiosques for light refresh- 
ment? No necessity for Mr. PLUNKET, 
or GEORGE RanceEr, or Mr. RosEBERY, 
if the L. C. C. has got anything to do 
with it, to personally superintend the 
sale of apples, oranges, ginger-beer, 
', cakes and ices. hy not a superior 

\\\ restaurant for cold lunches ? We don’t 
\'\__) want to take the trees and shrubs from 
_, the Bois de Boulogne, having got some 
very fine ones of our own, but we 
might take a few leaves out of the 
French book, And, beyond this, why 
not consider Equestrians aswell as Pe- 
destrians, and give a ride across the 
Park, and another through the beau- 
yh tiful shady avenues of Kensington 
aa. Gardens? Was there ever such a 
squirrel-in-the-cage arrangement as ‘‘Rotten Row” and 
what is there for Equestrians in Re- 
gent’s } A wretched strip not worth mentioning. As to the 
ride”—Heaven save the mark !—in Birdcage Walk,—a ‘‘ride” in 
a‘‘ Walk” may be considered a concession,—instead of being a delight- 
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Who spake so sweetly and so well. 


But Counsel’s harsh clangor 
Less certainly charms, 
With shrill notes of anger, 
And pride up in arms, 
| The double, double, double beat 
Of the hammering fist ; 
Wake tired ill-temper ’tis hard to resist 
When nailed many hours to our seat. 


P-ga@-rt led W-BST-R a wild-goose chase, 

And nigh the Thunderer lost its place 
Sequacious of that liar ; 

But lingering weeks of squabbling sadly tire, 

Oh, why to Law was wind so lengthy given, 

Making our triune judgment-seat appear— 
Well—certainly not heaven? 


Grand Chorus. 


Therefore We Three thankfully praise 
The clock-hands as they move, 
And for the hour of Four we raise 
Our hands in thanks above. ° 
Oh, dearest, most desiréd hour! 
Thou bald-head who dost all devour, 
Grateful we are when thou dost knock’ 
Upon our tympanums with pleasant shock, 
And bring us once again thrice welcome Four 
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MOST APPROPRIATE. 


Noratrne more natural than that the Lyric 
Club should branch out into the pt Cricket 
Club, a difficult combination o words to 
pronounce five times rapidly. The chief 
amusements at the Lyric commence about 
midnight, and finish about 3 A.M., when the 
hours are ‘‘small and early,” during which 
time the ‘Lyrical Members are as lively as 
Crickets chirruping on the hearth, It was 
therefore almost unnecessary to add ‘‘ Cricket 
to ‘‘ Lyric,” but why not drop ‘‘ Lyric” alto- 
gether? Let the Lyric Theatre enjoy the 
|| title all to itself, and let, the Pie Members 
call themselves ‘* The Cricket Club.’ Happy 
Thought.—Excellent name for an Up-all- 
night Club, ‘‘ The Crickets.” Why on Hearth 
hasn’t this been thought of before? Perhaps 
it has, and we didn’t know of it. Very likely. 


The Coming County Councillors. 


WHEN lovely Woman’s made aC. C., 
And finds, too late, that Acts betray, 
What is her tip? To take it easy, 
And—try again another day! _ 
The L. G. Act, it seems, won’t qualify 
‘Women’? to sit as (and om) *‘ men.” 
But man-made law the Sex will mollify, 
And won’t she ‘‘let us have it”’ then! 


Eloquence raise and 


Correspondence. 


Srr,—I see the Bishops have been denoun- 
cing gambling. Is it on this account that 
the Bishop of Lincotn is had up before the 
Archbishop, or only for some private specu- 
lations? I confess to being a little mixed, 
and only want to know. 

Yours, Max MUpDDLER. 


Hymen Hymene!—Last Thursday Miss 
Horr GLENN married Mr. Huarp, and that 
afternoon our handsome mezzo soprano, 
although so justly popular at all recent con- 
certs and musical festivals, was Heard for 
the first time. Fortunate HEarp, not one of 
the common herd. 


NEAR ENOUGH—FOR HER.—The conversa- 
tion turned on the First Napotzon. ‘I can’t 
remember who his great Minister was,” ob- 
served Mrs. Ram; ‘‘but I know it was a 
name suggestive of fox-hunting. Ah! I 
recollect—it was TALLYHO!” 


ful avenue for a canter, it is occupied by loafing roughs, small chil- 
dren, and mischievous gamins de Londres, who make riding dan- 
gerous to man, beast, and child. Are there no park-keepers or police 
to keep this place in order, and prevent its being a lounge for 
obstructive loafers and a playground for little imps who are a terror 
to those who (do or don’t) ride well. 

Mr. Punch addresses himself respectfully to ‘‘ Mr.” RosmBery (if 
necessary) to the courteous and common-sensible Mr. PLUNKET, and 
to the gallant RanecER GrorGE, and begs EK. L. and the Daily 
Telegraph to go on and hammer, hammer, hammer away in season 
and out of season, but especially now when it’s 7m season. 


REGINA AD ETONAM. 


CARISSIME DomInrE PuNcHIUS,—REGINA nostra venit hic alteram 
diem Saturdiem ultimam deponere lapidem corneram novarum edi- 
ficarum scholasticarum, quid illa sua Masestas Graciosa fecit digni- 
tate multa, et nos omnes omnibus nostris cordibus illam cheerayimus. 
Visus grandis situs atque bonus, et magna dies Etonensibus. Cum 
cantat VirGitius, puto, ‘‘Incedit Reema.” Sic illa fecit. Nullum 
plus nune in presenti, sed mitte mihi unum quid pro quod seripsi. 
Hurridus sum ad catchere postam. 


Vester veritabiliter, ‘*PurR ASCANTIUS.” 


CHARLES Dickens’s Reapines.—The son of Dickens is shining 
brightly. His pathetic tone is good, but his evident appreciation of 


his father’s humour is irresistible with an audience which prefers 
laughing to crying. It ought to be a successful series, 
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PIECES WITH HONOURS. 

Tue funniest thing in the Opera of Paul Jones is the back view of 
Mr. AsHury, whose cloak might be utilised for advertising purposes. 
The music is > agi but, at a first visit, not striking ; yet this fact 
may account 


or its great success, and for the big houses it attracts, 
LU as every one not caring much 
for it on once hearing it, but 
favourably impressed by the 
acting and the brilliant 
mise-en-scene, would decide 
to go and hear it again. 
Once an air ‘‘ catches on,” 
the fortune of an Opera is 
made. I should say that 
Paul Jones’s fortune has 
been chiefly made by Miss 
HUNTINGDON, who is a most 
refined and unconventional 
representative of the usual 
** boy,” with whose pert 
characteristics a long course 
of extravaganza, burlesque, 
and opéra bouffe has ren- 
dered us so familiar. The 
female portion of the au- 
dience at the Prince of 
= Wales’s come away Hunt- 
ingdonians, every one of 
them. The two comic sailors, 
Messrs. MonxkHovusE and 
ALBERT JAMES, work their 
hardest to keep the game alive, and in the Third Act the indefatigable 
exertions of the undefeated Mr. Frank Wyatt are generously 
rewarded by an appreciative public. Mr. SranisLavs, whose name 
recalls the time when ‘‘ The Fair Land of Poland,” &c., wields the 
baton with as much vigour as if he were thrashing a Russian 
oppressor of his country, instead of only beating time. To Miss 
ADMAN, the Great-grand Nephew of Uncle Toby sends his respectful 
compliments, and thanks her for her singing, but wishes she would 
not sing in her speaking, and 
give us a little more acting. 
** PHYLLIS (BROUGHTON) is 
my only joy,” of course, and 
never saw her throw so — 
much spirit intoa part. As ¥ 
Chopinette, she showed the }~.» 
unfortunate Bowillabaisse | ‘ 
what she could do with a } 
husband if she once caught 
him. There are no great 
dramatic situations in Paul < 
Jones, but some good ef- | 
fects. M. PLanqueTteE’s Les | 
Cloches is still without a 
rival, and Paul Jones is } Lae 
ae ae peland BED Van 5 RO. ; 
inkle. How good LESLIE © me, oss (WC Uf} 
was in that, and how little 
he has ever done since, ex- oe 
cept to Arthur-Robertise 
ae L. Toorz, of the J. L. Toole escaping from the’Police. 
Tooleries, is a clever advertiser. It is whispered that he put the 
police up to making their sudden swoop on ‘‘the Spooferies” in 
Maiden Lane and the Park Club farther West, so that their raid 
should be just in the nick of time (doors open at 7°30—‘‘8 is the 
*nick’’’) for displaying his hand of Artful Cards. Very artful. 
In this his trump is a trombone, and the honours, in which all share, 
are easy; but for especial commendation I must mention Miss KaTE 
PHILLIPS, who makes quite a character of the sham Countess, 
Madame Asteriski. J ACK-IN-THE-Box, 
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“MODUS OPERANDI.” 


A GREat night, a brilliant speciale on and off the stage. The 
Organising Committee on the alert. Lord CHaruzs, not in the least 


at sea, is ready to dance a hornpipe at a moment’s notice in case the 
premiere danseuse should disappoint them at the last moment; all 
the committee-men, animated by Lord CHartuzs’s true British tar 
spirit “‘stand by,” ready, aye ready to bear a hand, or a couple 
be, an 


of hands if nee render evening suit and service if called 


The King Fisher for Operatic Pearls ; 
upon by Aveustus DruRiotanvs OpreRaticus CountI-CovuxciLARIvs, 
who is at the helm of the operatic ship. Should one of the operatic 
ship’s carpenters, known to the uninitiated as ‘‘ scene-shifters,” be 
wanting, Karl DE Grey says he will not feel himself degreyded by 
tucking up his shirt-sleeves and nailing the colours to the mast. 

‘* This by his voice should be O. Montagu,” as SHAKSPEARE ob- 
serves, and here he is willing to ‘‘ give a hand,” as requested by 
Capulet, in Romeo and Juliet. Sharp chap, SHAKSPEARE. HENRY 
CuaP.in, M.P., is at the Box Office ready to give two and fivepence 
halfpenny and three-eighths of a farthing in change for half-a- 
crown, just to show the gain which will accrue to the management 
of Covent Garden by adopting bimetallism. H. V. Hicers explains 
to the three Princesses in the royal box the thrilling story of I Pes- 
catort di Perle. Hipatco Dr MuRIETrA expresses Ne willingness to 
assume a picturesque costume and go on as a brigand if required, 
while Mr. OPPENHEIM hums Signor D’ANDRADE’S music, and holds 
himself in readiness to take his place in case of any contretemps. 
The National Anthem, by the majority of the Company, brings us all 
to attention, and reminds us of the first night of the Drury Lane 
Pantomime. After this, the curtain rises on Act the First of 
I Pescatort di Perle, composed by the Busy Bizet. Drurionanvs, 
as the Pécheur-en-chef de Perles, has been fishing with success, Miss 
Eria Russert, Miss Macintyre, Madame Scatcur, and Marim 
Roze being the net result. What has become of that pretty Norwe- 
gian ARNOLDSEN, who sang Zerlina so charmingly at Drury Lane? 

The pearls worn by Eria RussEL~t, who was perpetually being 
veiled and unveiled like a statue, were thrown before this distin- 
guished and appreciative audience. Miss Exia looked and sang 
splendidly. Signor D’AnpRADE—an Irishman Italianised, of course, 
his real name being evidently Misther Dan Drarpy—did his very 
best. Signor Taxazac filled a considerable portion of the stage, but 
I doubt whether his voice reached to the uttermost parts of the 
house. The chorus, and the orchestra personally conducted by 
Signor MANOCINELLI, were perfect ; so was the mise-en-scéne. The 
last scene delighted all the cremationists present, and showed thow 
very easy it is ‘‘to make a pile’’ on the Operatic stage. A misprint 
in the book of the words gave DAN Drarpy’s character to TaLazac, 
and vice versd, which was rather hard on both of them, The First 
Act is the best, and the duet with which it closes scored the success 


of the evening, 
FN EASE PSS SENT 


Lucky FretH! To get £2000 a-year from the L.C.C! If he 
also accepts the Chiltern Hundreds, will he give them to a charity ? 
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Daughter of the House. ‘‘ BY THE WAY, Mr. SmiTH, MAY I HAVE YOUR KIND PERMISSION TO TAKE THIS OFF THE CABINET, AND PUT 


IT INSIDE ? 


“POOR LITTLE BILL!” 


Master WILLIAM SMITH, loguitur :— 


WELL, of all the orkud, limpity lumpity 
babbies as ever did bother a nuss, 

I do declare that this kid of yours is the 
heaviest, "ENERY. Couldn’t be wuss. 

It flops in the head, and it drags on the arms, 
and it doubles up in the middle like fun. 

Now don’t stand howling there, ’ENERY, 
don’t, but up and tell us wot’s to be done. 

I never did like the looks of it, drat it! it 
never wasn’t a promising kid, 

But you wos so sweet on it; said you would 
ony it easy, ’ENERY, you know you 

id ; 

And now where are we? A regular fix, and 
the way out of it I don’t quite see, 

And there you stands a blubbering ’EnEry, 
a-leaving the beast of a babby to me. 

Kids of this stock ain’t healthy, ’ENERY; you 
never rears ’em do what you will, 

Which young Fair-Trade was a blighted 
babe, and it’s just the same with this 
Little Bill. 

Look at him, limp and lumpy, ’ENERY, weak 

_ in the back, and with weepy eyes; 

Nobody loves him, and none will nuss him; 
all hates a hinfant as flops and cries. 

Bother that blessed old Mother Purtection! 
Her brats are always such rickety imps. 

Oh, wot’s the use of denying the parentage ? 
It’s only she as brings forth such shrimps. 

Got us to nuss it, you in particular, that is 
the wust of it, "ENEry, dear, 

Artful old image, she’s done us neatly ; and 
you’re fair flummoxed, and I feels queer, 
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THE MODERN MASCULINE HAT IS SUCH A DEPLORABLY HIDEOUS OBJECT!” 


‘*Such a sweet child, with a temper like|I’m tired out, and you ain’t no use, and 


sueary nena, too, and costs little to 

ep! 

That’s how the bad old baggage beguiled us; 
and now it is sick, and does nothing but 
weep. 

Sugar, indeed! Wich Wirgin Winegar’s 
much more like it, and not molasses. 

And as for cheap? Oh, ’ENERy! ENERY! 
we wants to nobble the working classes. 
And nussing up such rickety babbies as this 

won't do it, I sadly fear. 

It will cost no end for pap and peppermint ; 
in that sense only the babby’s dear. 

‘Dear little thing!” says you a snivelling. 
I only wish—but that’s far too good— 

As you could pores it upon the quiet, as 
t’other Wolf did Red Riding Hood! 

Can’t farm it out to some Mrs. Brownrice, 

I s’pose ? No, ’EnERY, no such luck! 

We’ve got it on our hands, for certain; and 
you stand helpless, and I’m fair stuck. 

Begin to sympathise with Hxrrop, and think 
them Spartans were not far wrong. 

Oh, ’Enrery, ’EnERY! you as told me that 
Little Bill was so sweet and strong ! 

Wot are we going to do with it, ’ENERy? 
Wish you wouldn’t stand bellowing there. 

I ama reglar Pill Garlic, I am; ’pon my 
honour it isn’t fair, 

If we gave it an over-dose of ‘‘ cordial,” and 
sent it into a lasting sleep, 

Why, there’s the body to be disposed of, and 
it’s a thing as we cannot keep. 

Happy thought! Oh, ’Enrry, ’EnrEry! here’s 
a well in a ’andy spot, 

Like what Lady Audley dropped her husband 
down, and I tell you wot, 


there’s nobody looking; 
think? 

Just a step, a slip, a stumble, close by the 
well—on the very brink? 

When Johnny Green found the cat a nuisance, 
why, into the well he was prompt to 
pop it. 

Murder poor Little Bill? Why, no; but 
we cannot carry it, so let’s drop it! 


wot do you 


An Empress’s Mas3AGer.—Dr. MrtTzeEr, 
the celebrated doctor whose remedy is the 
Massage for everything, has taken the Em- 
press of AusTRIA under his care, and she is 
recovering her strength and health. The 
Observer recently said of him that the Doctor 
is so thorough-going a Republican that he 
wouldn’t cross the street for a Sovereign. 
Nor would our courtliest London doctor; but 
he would for a guinea. If MrEtTz@ER suc- 
ceeds, all the Crowned Heads of Europe will 
patronise Massage, and Dr. M. will be brought 
out as a Company, entitled, the Massagéries 
Impériales, 


ForricN To Our Hasirs.— The Brave 
General, like Brer Fox, is ‘‘layin’ low.” 
This is wise generalship, but he would do 
well to advise any of his hot-tempered fol- 
lowers not to go about with revolvers in their 
pockets. When M. RocHeFort presented the 
weapon at M. Pimorett, why did not the 
latter, who is a well-known black-and-white 
artist, draw and defend himself ? 
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THE STAGGERED STIPENDIARY. 
A Police-Couri Cantata—Written up to Date. 
The Scene represents the 


interior of a Metropolitan 
Police Court towards three 


\F 9 of the 
WW e\\ general Public, who have 
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o'clock in the morning dis- 
covered in the last stages 
; of «irritable impatience. 
As the Curtain rises, they join in the following 
general Chorus :— 


GENERAL CHORUS. 
Heavens! It is exasperating 
Thus to witness Justice scornin 
Public comfort! We’ve been waiting 
Quite from ten o’clock this morning. 
Now on three it’s pretty near,— 
Yet his Worship is not here! 
WITNESSES. 
Yesterday our case adjourning, 
To attend at ten he told us ; 
Now at ten to-day returning, 
We discover he has sold us. 
OFFICIALS OF THE COURT. 
Yes! and possibly to-morrow 
Of your case there’ll be no clearance ; 
For, we state the fact with sorrow, 
He mayn’t put in appearance ! 
ATTORNEYS. 
Yet are we our clients fleecing 
Through extended litigations, 
And our modest costs increasing 
Much against our inclinations. 
PoLIcEMAN. 
And the burglar we had brought here, 
Having tracked him out and traced him ! 
Since the Beak, he ain’t in Court here, 
It’s a pity as we chased him! 
GENERAL CHORUS. 
It’sapity! Yes, and shame, too 
That the public thus should suffer, 
If our Beak we gave the name to 
We should christen him a ‘‘ Duffer!” 
But Ha! ’tis on the stroke of three. 
[The door at the back of the Bench opens, 
and discloses The Magistrate. 
And lo! he comes. Itis! ’Tis he! 
[The Magistrate enters pale and trembling, 
and staggers in the direction of his official 
chair, All manifest great concern. 
What’s come tohim? Ah! who can tell 
THE MAGISTRATE (smiling feebly). 
I think, my friends, I am not well. [Faznts. 
[ The Chief Clerk and a Chance Medical Man 


rush on to the Bench to his assistance. 
CHance Mepicat MAN (feeling his pulse). 
The cause of this collapse is plain :— 
A patent case of over-strain | 
Has anybody got some brandy ? 
Tur Curer CLERK (producing his flask), 


I always have 4 little regi: 

He’s been so much like this of late. 

[They administer some to him and he gra- 
dually recovers. 


THE MaAGIstTRATE (cantabile). 
Where am I? 
GENERAL CHorvs (con brio). 
Here, at any rate! 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


And p’raps you ’ll confidence restore 
And say why you’ve not come before! 


THE MAGISTRATE. 


Ah! you for explanations call. 
‘* Before” ? Ask why I’ve come at all! 
Would’st hear the tale of horror I could tell ? 


GENERAL CHORUS. 
We would! your tale of horror likes us well. 
THE MAGISTRATE. 
Ballad. 


Now when first I accepted this post 
I considered myself very lucky, 
And I think, and I don’t want to boast, 
When I tackled my work I felt pncky: 
But when five of my colleagues fell ill, 
And their work fell to me and one other 
We but feared, when their place we would fill 
That the task would our faculties smother 
And our fear has proved right, for however 
you strive, 
You can’t get out of two the hard work 
meant for five! 


Take to-day. I’ve not had any rest, 

And have flown without halting or stopping 
With a feeling of infinite zest 

Straight from Southwark to Greenwich and 


Wapping. 
And though, here at Wandsworth I wait, 
And to you for a-:moment am speaking, 
I perceive, as it’s now getting late, 
I must shortly be Hammersmith seeking. 
But it all proves no use, for however you 


strive, [meant for five! 
You’ll not get out of two the hard work 


(He rises) and now I think, I must depart. 
GENERAL CHorus (rushing forward), 


Our patience surely this has earned :— 

And you will hear us ere you start ? 

[The Magistrate totters feebly towards the 
door, and whispers to the Chief Clerk. 


Tuer CHrer CLERK (confidentially addressing 
the Court). 


He cannot stay! You’re all adjourned ! 


[The announcement is received with conster- 
nation, on hearing i all rush forward 


and join in the following finale :— 
GENERAL CHoRUS (finale). 


Thus, again our case adjourning, 
Justice into jest he’s turning ! 
Yet he’s helpless if he strive ! 
For ’tis proved beyond negation, — 
Though some pence it saves the nation,— 
Two can’t do the work of five! 


[At the close of the Chorus the back of the 
Court opens and reveals the HoME SECRE- 
TARY discovered slyly winking at the 
scene, while the Magistrate retires feebly 
from the Bench, and is assisted by two 
Constables and the Chief Clerk to a four- 
wheeled cab, in which he starts for Ham- 
mersmith, with a sickly smile, as the 
Curtain descends. 


New Gallery Guy’d. 
No. 260. Obstinate Boy. ‘Shan’t go home if I 
don’t like.’’ 
No. 264. Quartette. 
the next room. 
No. 294. Some Relation of Ellen Terry’s. 
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Tur New Prince’s Club was opened on 
Saturday last. Racquet and Tennis Courts, 
Turkish baths, Restauration, and club-rooms. 
Ought to be a big success, and likely to fal- 
sify the ancient proverb, ‘‘ Put not your trust 
in Prince’s.”” Very staid persons may not like 
to join on account of its being rather a rack- 
etty place. 


So nice for the Lodgers in 
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[ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


SportTine DisaAPprporIntmMEnts. — It was cer- 
tainly most annoying to find, that after having 
lately invited five London friends to your 
“*bhox” in the Highlands for the purpose of 
giving them a ‘‘fortnight’s deer-stalking,” 
there was only one stag in the neighbourhood 
old and lame, and blind of one eye, an 
so tame that it hobbles up even to strangers, 
who call it ‘‘ Jock,” to which name it answers, 
and feed it from their hands with cakes and 
buns. It is no good trying to ‘‘ stalk” this 
poor old creature, who probably is the pet of 
the whole neighbourhood, and would not un- 
derstand being shot at in the least, though 
you might possibly scare him into a run with 
a dynamite cartridge or two. Your idea of 
meeting the difficulty in future, by hiring a 
South American bison from the Wild Beast 
Emporium in the Commercial Road, as a sort 
of pis aller, is not a bad one, but you must 
be careful when the creature is once let loose 
from your premises that it does not catch sight 
of the railway omnibus horses, for should it 
happen to, it would be sure to go for them at 
once. With regard to the chances of your 
taking a fish in your salmon-run, we should 
think that, seeing the chemical works you 
mention have turned it sixteen miles both 
ways to a bright onaniee colour, and given it 
the consistency of starch, they would certainly 
be remote, and we would advise you to recom- 
mend your friends not to bring any tackle. 
Judging that your opportunities of giving 
them any sport whatever are, under the cir- 
cumstances, likely to be limited, would it 
not be as well to avoid having them down at 
all, if you could by any means manage it? 
Think this out. 


AN UNAPPRECIATED GENIUS. 


I’m seen at every Private View, 
No Matinée’s complete without me, 
And people whom I never knew 
Talle quite familiarly about me. 
With every post the cards pour in, 
At every crush my face is seen, 
A show-face on a show-body ; 
And eager paragraphs appear 
About my movements all the year, 
And yet I’m really Nobody. 


The madman of the master’s pen 
Exulted in his hidden madness ; 
The homage of my fellow-men 
Kindles my soul to kindred gladness. 
For Rank, with unexpressive eye, 
And vapid Fashion, collar’d high, 
And Beauty, in her low body, 
Pay ever-growing court to one 
Who stands at gaze to watch the fun, 
And knows that he is Nobody. 


Oh, were I but an actor-wight, 
Or ie oeneer sentimental, 
Or artist in a threadbare plight, 
Or ranter burdened by his rental ! 
The social favours of my lot 
Might make a heart of ice wax hot, 
Ae snow-man’s in a snow-body ; 
But I—I simply go my way, 
No fame to reap, no bills to pay, 
An independent Nobody. 


Mysterious Fate! I’m “‘taken up.” 
Not even such a lot desiring ; 

I dine, I dance, I flirt, I sup, 
Vires eundo still acquiring, 

I know that Fashion’s mystic laws 

Would frank with equal lack of cause 
A rag-doll with a tow body ; 

Yet, ’mid the ‘‘ set’s’”’ exclusive joys, 

The thought aad honesty annoys, 
That, after all, I’m Nobody! 


No. 14. 
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Nn “CARR” D’HEURE IN THE NEW HALLERY GALLERY. 
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Disgusted. Is a Soldier’s life 
worth living? No. 


No. 114. Prawnesticking on highly trained 
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No. 26. Ports 
in lobster sauce. 
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No. 59. “Aw—ya—as—aw— 
they ’re turn-over collars; but if 
I turned them up, Mr. G. wouldn’t 
be in it with me.” [Bravissimo, 

Herkomer Junior !] 
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who has just thought of such a 
good Joke. ‘*It seems to become 
funnier every minute,’’ he says. 
[Bravo, Herkomer Junior !] 
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case r ii ———a No. 154. Poor dear gentle sufferer! she has got the gout so very 
ait of John Tenniel, painted badly in her left foot. Send for Sir Merry Andrew Clark, Pretty Dicky 


Ward next !! Quain, Burney Yeo Ho, and Robinson Rodsoe ! 


[May 25, 1889, 
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No. 84. The Earl of Stare, reciting, 
‘‘Ts this a dagger that I see before me?” 
while thinking to himself that his present 
glass eye feels very uncomfortable. 
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No. 151. Pipe-and-Bird’s-eye View of 
“Mr. G. Wills. Portrait of the Artist 
by himself””—and likely to remain so. 
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No. 138. The New Summer Hat. 


¢e Very 
fine and rather too large.” 
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OUR ACITANT-GENERAL’S DIARY. 


Asxep down to Oxbridge, to give 
lecture on ‘‘ Military Power of Eng- 
land.” Gratifying to find this interest 
in Army among University Dons. 
Shouldn’t have thought it of them. 
Not quite their line—to know much 
about my ‘‘ Line”! Master of Belial 
(curious title)-has invited me, and I 
know he’s a tremendous Liberal. 
Never mind, must have a slap at 
GrapstonE. Can’t help it, though 
certainly rather difficult to work it 
into a military paper. Well received. 
peas old port in Common Room. 
Should like to bring in something 
about ‘‘old port” into lecture, but 
difficult in military subject. 

Arrive at Sheldonian Theatre (why 
theatre ? Don’t like name: nothing 
theatrical about me) and find room 
crammed with Crammers, Tutors, 
Heads of Colleges, Proctors, Bull- 
Dogs, Professors, Dons and Under- 
graduates. Also women and citizens. 
My appearance (in full regimentals, 
which I’ve put on to overawe the 
Professors) seems to create some sur- 
prise. An officious Proctor hopes 
my sword clanking over pavement 
‘‘ Won't injure the encaustic tiling.” 

At a certain point in my discourse, 
create: fresh sensation by ‘‘ offering 
my sword to my country.” Country 
doesn’t seem to want it just now, as 
nobody responds. Master of Belial 
edges his chair away from me nerv- 
ously. Offer it instead to Vice- 
Chancellor, a quiet old gentleman 
who seems afraid of it. Asks me 
sotto voce to ‘‘put that nasty thing 
in the sheath.” Shall I resent this 
as insult to Army, and run Vice- 
Chancellor through the body? Might 
do so if 1 were quite sure my sword 
wasn’t of the patent pliable corkscrew 
pattern, and that I could run it 
through anything. 

Tell audience that ‘‘I know more 
of war than anybody else in England.” 
Don’t add (as I. might) that I know 
more about everything than anybody 


MR. PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS. 


PARLIAMENTARY ATHLETICS. 


graduate a long way off shouts, 
“Bunkum!”’ Fix him with my eye. 
Undergraduate stares back. Fortu- 
nately a Bull-Dog catches sight of 
him, and seeing that he is out at 
night without cap and gown, makes 
for him. Undergraduate leaves 
hurriedly. Wish I could get some- 
thing in about ‘‘ the old port.” 
Now is my opportunity to give it 
’em hotabout Home-Rule! Nothing 
on earth to do with my subject—but 
here goes! Audience (among whom 
are a good sprinkling of sturdy Glad- 
stonians) seem surprised. What a 
lark! Can’t, in politeness, go out till 
I’ve finished, and they shift about on 
their seats uneasily, looking warm. 
Master of Belial pretends to have 
gonetosleep. Vice-Chancellor mally 
has gone to sleep! End up wit 
rattling peroration about Empire, 
and sit down amid cordial cheers. 
Audience seems relieved that it’sover. 
Regret not finding opportunity for 
jocose allusion to ‘‘ the old port.” 
Go back to College with Master of 
Belial. Curious personage. I ask 
him how he thinks the lecture has 
gone; and he replies that the weather 
at Oxbridge has been rather rainy this 
Term. Is this the result of knowing 
too much Greek ? Possibly my mili- 
tary remarks really Greek to him; 
but then, as he’s Regius Professor of 
Language, that ought not to prevent 
his understanding them. And why 
did he ask the Military Authority 
downifhedidn’t wantenlightenment? 
Not treated so well when in Col- 
lege as I was before. No old port! 


Is this because I didn’t mention it in 


lecture? Master asks me, ‘‘as a 
personal favour,” to leave my sword 
‘in umbrella-stand, and to take off my 
spurs, as they ‘‘may catch in his 
carpets.” When I begin to talk 
about politics, Master (Query—de- 
ranged ?) goes off on to Soldiers’ drill. 
Such bad taste. Wish he’d stick to 
his own subjects—as I always do! 
Though I wish I hadn’t on this occa- 
sion, and then I could have lugged 


else in England, including history, Tue HonsLE. Member For Sr. Pancras W. SUPPORTING THE/|in a naval joke about “‘the old 


sociology, law, and politics. Under- WeicHTs AND Mrasurgs BILL. port.” 
| and we have nothing to conceal from the House, wishing, indeed 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. being desirous, to give all the information in our power), I would 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. like to put a question to the Right Hon. Gentleman himself, whose 


House of Commons, Monday Night, May 13,—Oxp Moratiry in| authority on these matters the House and the Country gladly acknow- 
fine form to-night. A great deal expected from him; came up to|ledge. Does he know why a lump of sugar left at the bottom of 
highest hopes. Opposition Benches the cup is so long in melting? The Right Hon. Gentleman shakes 
crowded. Crisis been reached in career his head. Then, Mr. Speaker, I will tell him, believing as I do 
of Sugar Bill; what would the Govern- Te that there should always be a condition of perfect confidence be- 
ment do? Would they abandon the 


tween the House and Members on 
Bill, and send the noble Baron to the whichever side they sit. A lump of 
Clock Tower, or would they stand by 


sugar left in the bottom of the cup 
both, defy Opposition, and dare the prolongs the process of melting because, 
Dissentients to desert them? Lyon 


as it melts, it makes the tea around it 
PLAYFAIR put momentous question. 


heavier ; and, so long as it remains at 
Orp Morauiry lightly approached the bottom, is surrounded by tea fully 
table, and gazed benignly on eager 


saturated with sugar, in consequence 
faces watching him; Grand Old Man, of which the same portions of liquid 
most eager of all, with hand to ear, i 


will hold no more sugar in solution. 
expectant. 


That, Sir, is my answer to the Right 
‘The Right Hon. Gentleman,” said Hon. Gentleman. I trust it will be 
Oxrp Morauiry, ‘asks me whether,— 


satisfactory to him and to his friends, 
in compliance with the promise of the the Government having no other desire 
Government of the Eleventh of April, than to do their duty to the House, and, 
that before the Sixteenth of May the I may add, to the Country.” 
Government would fix a day on which Orp Moratity resumed his seat; 
they would propose to proceed with the face suffused with crimson tide of con- 
Second Reading of the Sugar Conven- scious virtue ; murmured applause from 
tion Bill,—I will now state the day Ministerialists ; dead silence on Oppo- 
fixed. Before answering that question ‘In maiden meditation fancy free.” sition Benches, Lyon PLAyrarR looked 


re 
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at Harcourt; Harcourt f 
the toe of his boot; SPEAKER about to call on Prsers, when 
Old Man, bursting, as it were, through trance, pointed out that OLD 
Morairy had not directly answered the question. ; 

“The Right Hon. Gentleman,” said, OLp Moratiry, nodding 
pleasantly at him across the table, ‘‘is a little exigeant. My remarks 
are in the recollection of the House. If there is any other informa- 
tion desired I shall be happy to giveit. Being on my legs 1 may 
perhaps explain how it is that a piece of sugar held in a spoon at the 
top of our tea melts very rapidly. It comes about (so I have been 
advised) in the following way:—As the tea becomes sweetened it 
descends to the bottom of the cup by its own gravity, and fresh por- 
tions of unsweetened tea are brought constantly into contact with 
the sugar till the lump is entirely dissolved. I think I have now 
stated everything in connection with this interesting question that 
gentlemen seated in any part of the House can desire. If there is 
anything more that I could say on the subject I would do it, my only 
object, and that of my friends, being to keep the House fully informed 
as far as is compatible with our public duty.” 

‘“But the Sugar Bounty Bill?” Grand Old Man gasped. ‘‘ You 
haven’t mentioned it. Are we definitely to understand that the 
Government are going on with the Bill?” : : 

“The Right Hon. Gentleman,” said O. M., with a slight approach 
to a frown, ‘‘ is definitely to understand that which I have stated to 
the House.” 

Loud cheers from Ministerialists, amid which G. O. M. subsided, 
and Orp Moratity triumphantly brought in Bill to establish Board 
of Agriculture for Great Britain. 

Business done.—Budget Bill read a Second Time. Naval Defence 
ets through Committee. Oxp Moratity triumphant all along the 

e. 


Tuesday.—At Evening Sitting, Dintwyn moved Resolution for 
Disestablishment of Church in Wales. House resuming at Nine 
Debate must close at One in the morning. Of four hours allotted 
for whole debate, Byron REED, a Yorkshire Member, moving the 
rejection of Motion, occupied over one fourth part. 

** Always the same with Wales,” said OsporNE Moraay, bitterly. 
** When the island was parcelled out, we were shoved into a corner, 
to begin with: been there ever since.” 

REED’s stupendous Lecture (reserved seats one shilling, galleries 

free, programmes one penny each), rather 
cast damper over proceedings. Welsh Mem- 
bers in despair ; popping up all round, trying 
to catch SpEAKER’s eye. ABRAHAM, of 
the manly chest, naturally succeeded; 
gave fillip to proceedings by dropping 
into Welsh; on the platform is accus- 
tomed to vary oratorical attractions by a 
song; generally introduces, by way of per- 
oration, a stave of ‘‘ March of the Men of 
Harlech,” “ the Welsh Doxology,” as WIz- 
FRID Lawson calls it. Clearing his throat 
to-night for a song, when observed SPEAKER’S 
eye sternly fixed upon him. In hurry of 
moment, lapsed into Welsh. Was replying 
\\\\} to ReED’s statement that year by year the 
\\\\) Church in Wales was waxing, and Noncon- 
 formity waning. 

** Machynlleth!” he exclaimed, ‘‘ caer- 

neddan dollwyddellan——” 
) ‘* Order; Order!” cried the SPEAKER, 
‘ evidently under apprehension that. Hon. 
Member was using unparliamentary lan- 
Z guage. But AprawAm’s Welsh blood up. 

** Llanymynech !”’ he shouted, at the top 
; A I. Z of his voice, ‘‘diganwy nantfrankon cedom 
¥  dolbadarn castell-gyfarch, crice——” 

8 N Ue saw the eae a any a 
. : : ave warned the Hon. Member,”’ he 
ao eh Vocalist said, interrupting, in his sternest tones, 
and'if the’persists in this line of conduct, I shall have no option in 
the course I shall be obliged to take.” 

Friends, gathering round ABRAHAM, pulled him down by coat- 
tails. Rarkxs, with great presence of mind, interposed, commenced 
his speech, and what might have been awkward scene came to abrupt 
conclusion. 

Business done.—Dituwyn’s Motion rejected by 284 against 231. 


Thursday.—Sack of QuEEN ANN’s GATE brought Our ONLY 
GENERAL up to Bar. The Onty One has been speaking disrespect- 
fully of Liberal Leaders, Particularly hints that in order to go 
back to Downing Street they would assist at dismemberment of 
British Empire. Sacer, who abhors strong language, thinks that 
going little too far. Drags Our Onty in by collar before Head 
+ | Master StanHorE. Head Master Srannopn as severe as he dares, 

Says he is not able to defend indiscretion, OnLy One, digging 


(> NOTICE,—Rejected Communications or Cont 


there ‘will be no exception. 
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olded'his arms and looked meditatively at | knuckles into right eye, and secretly winking left at Colonels below 
Grand | Gangway, 


[May 25, 1889. 


whimpers apology. ; 

‘‘] wish,” he said, ‘to withdraw anything I ever said which can 
give pain to anyone.” 

“That will do,” said SranHops, ‘‘ and now withdraw yourself.” 

On ty OnE disappeared, and BRADLAUGH came on scene. B. taken 
British Constitution under his charge; moved Resolution, dissenting 
from Treasury Minute 
on Perpetual Pensions. 
Hanzsury seconds Mo- 
tion: GRANDOLPH sits 
and listens; longs to 
take part in fray, but 
there’s the Marlborough 
Pension ; true it is com- 
muted and out of the 
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CLARK appears on scene; 
House roared like den of 
lions with morning meal 
delayed. 

‘‘T wish to move”— 
says CLARK. 
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GO “Divide! Divide!” 
; ars House. 
ZS roa mes 


—— 


= ‘Vide! ’videl” 
Defender of the Constitution. 


ce 


‘Vide! ’vide! ’vide!”’ 

After five minutes’ struggle CLARK announces his desire to move 
Amendment, that ‘‘all perpetual pensions shall cease with lives of 
present holders.’”? House mollified by this delicious bull. Scotland 
beaten Ireland out of the field ; Caithness first, Connemara nowhere. 
CLARK going along beautifully, when BrapLaveH moves Closure. 
So House never learned how a pension that is perpetual shall cease | 
at given epoch. Business done.—Budget Bill through Committee. 


Friday.— Harcourt had great triumph in House to-day. Have 
sometimes, perchance, in privacy of these memoranda, jotted down 
remarks lacking in due appreciation of this eminent man. There 
are some people, it is well known, who would speak disrespectfully 
of the Equator. All the more pleased, and ready to acknowledge 
success. Interposed on Third Reading of Naval Defence Bill; 
subject hammered away at for weeks; thrice-boiled colewort, a 
delicate, tasty entrée, compared with it. Harcourt probably not 
intended to deliver speech. That proved a happy incident; no signs 
of preparation; no indications of impromptus fragrant with the 
breath of the New Forest; a good, rattling, bustling speech ; blows 
hit straight out from shoulder ; told all round; so exhilarated Oppo- 
sition, that they couldn’t be brought to agree to Third Reading, 
which stood over. 

“Tf it’s the duty of an Opposition to oppose, must say HaRcouRT 
did his work brilliantly to-day,” said CHarLtiz BrresrorD, the 
‘Sweet little cherub who sits up aloft,” to whom Harcourt had 
alluded as responsible for Admiralty change of front. 

Business done.—Miscellaneous. 


Between the Cup and the Lip. 


THe Anti-Perpetual-Pensioners’ plan 

Seemed ripe. Yes, the hour had come, and the man! 
But they found it a sell; and that GoscHEN was in it. 
The hour had come—and the (Treasury) Minute ! 
That made all the difference. Oh, shame and pity, 
That a Treasury Minute should swamp a Committee ! 


Tue Lrirs or Taxatton.—Bereaved relations in reduced cireum- 
stances owing to the-loss of a bread-winner, and those who sympathise 
with them in their distress, very naturally complain of the additions 
lately made to the ‘‘ Death Duties.” Those imposts, however, can 
never be raised too high for people who don’t pay them. ‘There is no 
fear—and no hope—that the taxation of death will ever be raised 
high enough to prove prohibitive. No amount of duty can deter 
anybody from dying. 
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ON COMMISSION. 


May 21, 22, 23, and 24.—This may be called the Great O’Brien 
week, as the distinguished Irish journalist to whom-I have referred 
has occupied the witness-box for nearly the whole period. And here 
let me say, that if my language has become a little more flowery than 

= usual, it is due to the necessity, the desperate 
necessity, of having had to listen to the talented 
editor of United Ireland for a terrible—I had 
almost said a fatally-terrible number of hours. 
But there have been others who have shared 


rides through the thunder-clouds with an axe 
in his hand, an eagle’s glance in his clarion- 
toned eyes, and the noble aspiration for the 
good of the Emerald Isle of the Sea, the land of 
the brave and the free, in his heart of hearts, 


“The Court then 
adjourned.” 


was present. Mr. O’Brien has been so eloquent in denouncing the 
wrongs of Ireland, that Sir Cuartes RussELt and Mr. Lockwoop 
have evidently been touched to the quick, and as for Mr. GrorcE 
Lewis (who has sat beside the eminent Counsel to whom I have 
just referred), it appeared to me, that it was all that experienced 


awyer could do to restrain from a burst of passionate weeping. 
But here, as the occasion seems to lend itself to treatment in a 
dramatic form, I take the opportunity of subjoining a slight sketch, 
which I need scarcely say, zs as unlike the real thing as tt is possible 
to be. And I distinctly declare that no one who has been in Court 
will venture to doubt the assertion. 


Court full. Three Commissioners all awake. Distinguished per- 
sonages in various quarters—some with opera-glasses, others 
with luncheon baskets. Counsel for defence gradually recovering 
from extreme agitation caused by a recent description of the 
wrongs of Ireland. Messrs. MurpHy and ATKINSON busy 
collecting proofs. ATTORNEY-GENERAL rises to cross-examine. 

The Attorney-General (lifting seat and leaning on back of desk of 
Junior Bar). I think you have just said it is one o’clock ? 

Witness (in a low tone). If you allow me, I will explain. It is 

my decided and eternally expressed impression, that were the 

material products of a metaphysical atmosphere to be placed in 
juxtaposition (in a louder tone as he warms to his subject) to the rents of 

a self-governed country, the result would be unquestionably chaos ! 

The A.-G. (looking sideways at someone in the jury-box, absently). 
I must repeat my question. I think, you have said it is one o’clock ? 

Mr. Lockwood (interposing). Really the Witness ought to be 
allowed to explain? 

A.-G. (addressing the Court in a distressed but dignified tone). I 
think I haye put a plain question, and am not in fault. (Mr, Locx- 
woop throws an appealing glance to their Lordships, suggestive of a 
desire to say more, much more, which is only restrained by the 
haunting dread of seeing himself too frequently reported in the 
newspapers). I really must ask fora plain answer. (Puckering up 
his face into wrinkles, and looking earnestly at Witness). You said 
it is one o’clock ? 

Witness (at bay). Well, well, well! I may have saidit! But I 
must explain the circumstances under which I said it. 

A,-G. (continuing examination). Was it one o’clock? 

Witness (excitedly). I ask if this is fair! (Hmphatically.) I 
have no sort of wish, or kind of wish, or description of wish to con- 
ceal anything. But when I admit that I said it was one o’clock, I 
wish to draw a distinction between one o’clock and 12°45. 

A,-G. (looking with half-closed eyes). Do you approve of 12°45? 

Witness (rising abruptly from his chair, and speaking with great 
excitement). No, a thousand times No! Isay—and I do not wish to 
detract one iota from the circumstantial necessity of a tyrant- 
composed delegation of artistic sensibilities—that it is the right of a 
free nation to peruse the persecutions of an alien dynasty, and thus 
cut itself off from the desperately dangerous chains of a wretched 
combination of acrimonious atoms! I a not know if this view of 
the subject is (with great force) right in law—but‘it appears to me 
(in a lower tone) to be entirely in accordance with the highest and 
most noble dictates of (lowering his voice to a whisper) superhuman 
domestic economy ! ae 

A.-G. But you admit that you said it was one o’clock ? 

Witness (putting his hand to his head), I really do not know—it 
may have been. J 

A.-G. But I must press you upon this matter (holding up his 
hand to silence Mr. Murpuy, who is venturing upon a suggestion). 
Do you not know, Sir—Yes or No—that it was one o’clock ? 

Witness (starting to his feet). I say that hai question is not fair. 
I say that when the rifle is in the hand of the desperado, the patient 
fowler listens to the frightfully horrible music of the horn of the 
hunter with dismay ! 
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A.-G. (pursing his brows). But surely—— 

Mr. Lockwood (interrupting). I really must ask that the Witness 
may explain himself in his own fashion. (Zhe ATTORNEY-GENERAL } 
and Mr. ATKrNson consult together, while Witness heaves an audible 
sigh). I am the last person in the world, my Lords, to put myself 
unduly forward, but—— 

The President. I think that the question should be answered. 

[Mr. Locxwoop respectfully subsides, and devotes several minutes 

of earnest study to the completion of a half-finished caricature. 

A.-G. (with weary satisfaction at having overcome preliminary 
difficulties). And now, Sir, will you please say whether you declared 
it was one o’clock ? 

Witness (after a short pause for consideration). Yes, I did. 
(Interrupting the ATTORNEY-GENERAL, who is about to put another 
question.) But allow me to say, that you must remember all the 
terribly horrible circumstances of the distinctly desperate case. Let 
me give an example. eee intense determination.) Yes, I will give 
an example! When Junius Cmsar first invaded England, it is said 
thea asked for some oysters, and BoapicEa, who was then in 
revolt—— 

A.-G. (plaintwely appealing to the Bench), Surely, my Lords, 
this is foreign to this issue ? 

: The President (mildly). Well, it is a little far afield, but perhaps 
may say—— 

[ Accidentally glances at clock, which points to half-past one. His 
Lordship pauses, and joyfully calls the attention of his Breth- 
ren to the welcome fact. The Three Commissioners rise. 
General movement, and exeunt nearly everyone to lunch. 


And as this seems a suitable point for breaking off in my Note, I 
drop my pen, and seek a refresher myself. 


Pump-handle Court. (Signed) A. BRIEFLESS, JUNIOR. 


‘““WAIT FOR THE WAGGON!” 


Ox, who would not ride in a nice Caravan ? 

For a holiday outing this surely’s the plan ! 

There’s a boldness about it, a dash, and a noel; 
Which really should make us the travelling hovel try. 
Like the snail, you will carry your house where you go, 
And your progress may also be snailishly slow ; 

What matter? For thus you obtain ample leisure 

To observe either Nature or Man at your pleasure. 

You need not depend on a landlady’s lodgings, 

Or diurnally note her financial dodgings ; | 

Then you are not confined to a single vicinity, 

But can choose just the places with which you ’ve affinity. 
You can see the sun rise—if the rain is not falling— 

And you’ll know the delights of a Waggon-man’s calling. 
At night-time, when tired, how pleasant ’twill be 

To unharness, and feed, and rub down your Gee-gee! 

If asleep, you enjoy quite a rollicking feeling 
When the rain has come in through a crack in the ceiling. 
Though the van-man, if hungry, it certainly riles 

To hear there’s no shop within twenty-five miles. 

You can cook for yourself—handle kettle and pan ; 

Oh, who would not invest in a nice Caravan ? 


Wett Tuovent Ovr.—Mr. Capper in conjunction with Mr. 
Rurianp have recently been giving an entertainment, of which the 
former has certainly contributed the most amusing and interesting 
portion. -Mr. Capper undertakes to discover a murder which only 
exists in the imagination of the would-be murderer. This he accom- 
plishes very successfully. It seems, therefore, almost a pity that 
this accomplished gentleman is not attached to Scotland Yard, where 
his services in the Criminal Investigation Department appear to be 
needed, and might be of considerable value. If he was successful in 
finding out the Beapenator of the Whitechapel atrocities, everybody 
would take off their hats and ‘‘ cap”’ CAPPER. 


MUSICAL NOTES. 


\_ The early worm t > 


as 


42) / » 
Seen your Sara’s ’Earty > (Signor “ Bird’s 
Sarasate !) 


Morning Concert.”’ 


EERIE aad 
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SANDY TAKES THE FLOOR! 
A Song of the Scotch Local Government Bill. (Some way after Sir Walter Scott.) 
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Prsroca of Donnet Dav, 
Piper of pipers, 

Wake thy wild voice anew, 
Scare Saxon vipers! 

Come away! come away! 
Hark to the summons ! 

Come in your war-array 
Into the Commons! 
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Come with the swagger 
Of ARGYLE the cocky. 
The war-pipe will stagger 
The Unionists rocky. 
Work chanter and reed, 
Like that marvellous man, 
MACPHAIRSON CLONGLOCKETTY 
Aneus M‘Cran! 
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Leave untended the ‘‘ links ”’ 


The SPEAKER e’en shrinks, 
As you go it a pelter. 

| As the great Mace you near, 
Your form enlarges, 

Suggestive of fighting-gear, 

Broadswords and targes. 
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For the Commons’ wild welter ; | 
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Sanpy now, takes the floor, 
Faith, and he fills it. 

‘* Progress ’? shall be no more 
Unless he wills it. 

Out, patient Jonny, and out 
Par the belated ! 

Scots for their turn about 
O’er long have waited. 


. 


pe 


Jung J, 1889.] 


Pheugh! How St. 
shakes 
At the pipes’ humming ! Wild work with blade and dirk 
en frae the Land o’ Cakes Pibrochs may follow. 
ANDY is coming, We 
Drones and bag do not lag; - / ae pe Sg when 
G ees os secea aia Come, as the chiels come, when 
oit! High waves the flag, Golf-streams flow nor’ward 
Wide fly the streamers ! ‘ 


: Faster come, faster come, 
Here is no stolid Burt, d 


e 1s J Faster and faster ! 
Pig-in-poke taking ; Show Tory benches dumb, 
Here’s no Hibernian dull, Sanpy’s their master. 
Shindy awaking 


: Fast they come, fast they come 
He’ll make Batrour look blue : : 
Tories he’ll scatter. ¢ See how they gather ! 


: Twangle-twee! tootle-tum ! 
Pibroch of Donnet Duu! House smacks of heather. 
That’s what s the matter ! Cast your plaids, draw your 
Play up, my piper bold! blades ! 
Sanpy, ye’ll try ’em, Scots are a graun’ set. 
When this wild tune you hold, Pibroch of what’s-its-name. 
** De die in diem.” Sound for the onset ! 


Woe’s them, if they should shirk, 


Stephen’s 
Or shape shams hollow! 


PURELY PERSONAL—AN EVENING OUT; 


Or, the Latest Development of Good Taste as understood by the ‘‘ Society” 
Gossip-monger. 


Mrs. Fizzteton Sxipprnes’ much-talked-of dance came off with 
immense éclat at her spacious and commodious mansion in Battersea 
Fields yesterday evening, and everything, from the strip of carpet 
unrolled at the front door, to the tripe-and-onions—a perfect dream, 
served at the sideboard at supper with the champagne, Jonson & Co.’s 
Cuvée Reservée Grand Vin, 1889, 23s. the dozen—was as perfect as 
the most exacting guests of the ever-provident and economically- 
minded hostess who furnished the entertainment could possibly have 
desired. In an alcove on the half-landing a delightful rustic effect 
had been attempted, with the aid of three pots of mignonette and a 
dimly smokin be lamp; but it was not till the drawing- 
room was reached, and the ear caught the strains of the inspiritin 
dance-music furnished by the harp and cornet, whose services ha 
been secured for the entire evening, regardless of expense, from the 
public-house round the corner, that the princely though judicious 
character of the whole entertainment could be fully appreciated. 

As might have been expected, none but the very smartest people 
were present. Among the earliest arrivals was Lady SHUFFLESRY, 
strikingly attired in a ditch-coloured peignoir, supported by her 
husband, who had on‘a hired dress suit, and wore a magnificent 
button-hole of second-hand Orchids, and her five elderly but 
sprightly daughters, who, in their pretty emerald-green directoure 
frocks, trimmed with ruches of sacking of charbonne de terre au 
naturel, created quite a sensation, and were much stared at. Mrs. 
MacuwoozLez, in a redingote of rich orange brocade, cut square 
and looped in front with asperges en branche, with a single Spanish 
onion on the shoulder, who brought a plain little niece with her in 
pooper and salt, also created much astonishment. Lady Poppins 

ooked magnificent in a brand new wig, and was severely mobbed. 

Commerce was adequately represented by Mrs. OMULLIGAN 
Stickers, the wife of the well-known Millionnaire Pork King, who 
simply blazed with imitation jewellery; her tiara, necklace, corsage, 
and stomacher so glistening with inferior Birmingham paste, that 
she was followed by an eager crowd, and had eventually to be roped 
in a corner of the back drawing-room by the host himself, amidst 
ill-suppressed sneers of “the inquisitive on-lookers. Count 
re, the noted Dutch savant, who came in a faded second-hand 
Windsor uniform, created much diversion by its evident misfit, and 
was fairly halloaed round the room, while the Countess, in a plum- 
coloured Fomparay relieved with a ruching of mashed tomatoes 
chiffonné, with large bunches of variegated double hollyhock over a 
boullonné skirt of rich amber bed-curtain, was admitted on all hands 
to be one of the sensations of the evening. 

The Cotillon was perhaps the most characteristic feature of the 
entertainment. The presents, which consisted of cocked hats for 
the gentlemen, and fans for the ladies, made of back numbers of 
various newspapers, created at first some little disappointment; but 
great verve and go were suddenly thrown into the proceedings, 
owing to the greengrocer, who had come to wait, but had helped 
himself somewhat plentifully to the champagne on the sly, forcing 
his way into the drawing-room, and, seizing upon Lady Poppins, 
insisting on joining in the final galop with her. Some little confu- 
sion was caused in the departure, owing to the gas having been 
suddenly cut off at the main by the Company for arrears; but, with 
the assistance of a few local policemen, the guests were eventually 
got safely out of the premises, and the general verdict seemed to be 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


259 


SN 
— a mn 
SSSI 
SES) 
= \ \N 
SS 
SONS 


AX EOS 

Pease 
a 

Tee 


Ae, Ba 
\ 


gs < ~ aN 
aoe Waren 
SNES WS . 
x YS = 
SLE SENSE 


y 
\ 
— wen 
Then 
INS ROS 
SIRES 
‘ WON det 
S| 
NAN 
RAS 


ms 
wh 


YG 
YO 

y 4“ 
WY 


\) ww 
SAA 


HANS 


SI 
TNS SONIA 
“J 


= a 


REACTION. 


Indignant Citizen (who had expected great things of the London County 
Council after the extinction of the Metropolitan Board of Works and the 
abolition of the Wine and Coal Dues,—receives an application for Rates, 
amounting to 2s, 83d. in the pound). ‘* D——! —!!!” 


i 


TO THE NEW AMERICAN MINISTER. 


‘This is not my first visit to England, so I know my way about some.””— 
Mr. Robert G. Lincoln. 
LowELt and PHELPs were two splendid men, : 
Whom Mr. Punch honoured with pencil and pen: 
To part with them was not too pleasant to think on, 
But here’s a new link with Cotumsra in Lincotn ! 
Welcome! Were’t but for the sake of your father. 
Know your way round about England, Sir? Rather! 
And where you do not, trust friend Punch to instruct you ; 
He goes everywhere, and will gladly conduct you. 
Your health in a bumper from Punch and the nation, 
And long may you stay at the U. 8. Legation ! 


Purrs BY THE TRADE Winps.—Where is the ‘‘ Prars’ Soap 
Beauty ’’ Show, for which Mr. Howarp Pavt was so busily collect- 
ing specimens some months ago? Is it that ‘‘there be none of 
Beauty’s daughters’? who will come forward? 4 propos of Prars, 
this is an age of Centenaries. Is Rrmmet’s old enough to celebrate 
his scentenary P Also Presse with Honour ? 


Solatium. 


Mr. Borromiry Firrsa stirs Conservative mirth 

By taking a snug and well-paid little berth ; 

But he knows that his critics will tire of the jeer 

Before he will tire of Two Thousand a Year. 

Though they do try to prove—what a sad waste of breath— 
That in this instance berth means (political) death. 


En, Mr. Goscnen P—A fruitful and—as yet—untapped source of 


that Mrs. Fizzteron Sxrppines had provided her numerous friends | revenue might be found in putting a stiff tariff on poetical licences. 


with a unique and remarkable entertainment. 


Ask ex-Lord Mayor J. T, Suttivan, the Irish Tyrtzeus. 
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PIECES WITH HONOURS. 


Waar Doris will be after it has run a few hundred nights it 


i obably a tremendous, overpowering 
would be rash to predicts pr y coatlortaaht hie 


commonly well at 
present, thanks to the 
singers, especially 
Messrs. BEN DAVIES 
and HaypEN CoFFIN, 
whose personal popu- 
larity is invaluable to 
the Opera. The women 
are not strong, except 
~ Miss AtIcE BARNETT, 
MY) the Eiffel Tower lady, 
with very little to do, 
but that little is capi- 
tally done. The First 
Act is decidedly good ; 
the plot so far being 
interesting, {and the 
situations dramatic, or 
humorous, as the case 
may be. Mr. ARTHUR 
WILLIAMS, too, is 
@, funny, and, in fact, 


ZN S “S the First Act has so 
Barnett Fayre; or, Une Vraie Madame Eiffel mych ** go” in it— 


taking Master Ben Davies and Miss Annie Albu including a charming 


out for a walk. song, admirably sung 
by Mr. Ben Davirs—that the other two Acts have a hard time of it 
and appear to be eked out with ballet and spectacle. How it happened 
that so witty a playwright as Mr. SrEPHENSON came to grief in the 
piety and the dialogue, probably only the author himself can explain. 

r. ALFRED CELLIER’S music here and there is pretty enough, 
but why enter into competition with Sir ArrHur SuLLIvAN by 
introducing a Chorus in the costume of The Yeomen of the Guard at 
the Savoy, of which the only ratson d’étre ought to be its originality, 
but which really is a copy, conscious or unconscious, of the com- 
poser’s own Wooden-legged Pensioners’ Chorus in the Sultan of 
Mocha, which was invented, as far asI recollect, to show that the 
Old Men’s Chorus in Faust, and the Conspirators’ Chorus in Madame 
Angot were not to have it all their own way. The Beefeaters’ 
Chorus goes for nothing, and deservedly so. I hear that all sorts of 
permutations, combinations and alterations have been made since I 
saw it, and are even now in process of rehearsal. If Mr. HaypEN 
CorFIn and Mr. Ben Davins had each another good popular song, 
| I have little doubt but that the run of Doris would rival that of 
Dorothy. 

The mise-en-scene reflects the greatest credit on the Stage 
Manager, Mr. Coaries Harris, the Scene-painters, CRAVEN, TELBIN 
and Ryan, the Costumiers, and the artful Designer, M. Lucien 
BescHe. What a first-rate Comic Opera might be constructed out 
of Paul Jones and Doris amalgamated, with Miss Hunrrnepon and 
the Ladies of the Prince of Wales’s, and retaining the services of 
Messrs. Ben Davies and HaypEn Corrin. ARTHUR WILLIAMS 
should be retained on the premises, and be bound over to keep the 
piece in the bills by being originally droll without imitating the 
other ARTHUR whose surname is Roperts. Among the public, the 
ladies admire Miss Huntrnepon at the Prince of Wales’s, and 
CELLIER’S music at the Lyric. 

After all, there is pgs in Wealth at the Haymarket. The rule 
nowadays seems to be that a first-night failure indicates a long 
run. If this is due to alterations made in consequence of judicious 
criticism, then criticism fulfils a most useful function. So Mr. 
Bancrort, the Manager in retreat, is going to reappear in the striking 
part of the 4bbé in the Dead Heart, whenever Mr. IRvING revives 
this old play at the Lyceum. Abbé thought! 

Mr. Wrynpuam should seize the opportunity offered by this sudden 
tropical weather to give extra publicity to Stl Waters, which 
paradoxically are *‘ still running.” He might advertise ‘‘ still waters 
iced.” The Criterion is quite the theatre For a thirsty soul, as there 
is plenty of excellent BrxrE throughout the piece. Lots of other 
‘ae have been recently brought out. But none of them with 

onours, except perhaps Angelina. The London Theatres’ ought to 
do well, as there is no big Exhibition to distract the public, 
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INSURANCE AND IRony.—From evidence gi 
s : given to the House of 
Commons Committee on the working of the Friendly Society’s Act, 
It appears that all the Coroners in England concur in condemning the 
Hike of Infant Life Insurance. Significant unanimity! Wouldn’t 


e insurance of children’s lives be i 
i / n most cases mor 
denominated death insurance ? oh 
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‘What does a man with twenty or thirty thousand a year, 


[Jone 1, 1889. 


ROBERT ON RATES. 


werry best to hunderstand the whole matter, but 
ut there’s one pint as I does hunderstand, and 
munth my rates 
lly justifys their 


WELL, I does m 
it’s all in wain, 
that is, that year by year and amost munth b 
seems for to be increasing at sitch a rate as 
rayther peculiar name. 1’m told as how 
as a good deal of it is hoing to the change 
of government from the old Bored of Works 
with their Cole Dues and their Wine Dues, 
to the New County Counsel with their no 
Cole and Wine Dues and their perfecly 
staggering Rate of 2 and 8 pence three 
farthings in their pound. Well, now, I’ve 
bin a calclating it out on a Slate, till it’s 
amost covered with figgers, and I finds as 
my Dues on Wine, witch I’m told it was 
ony a farthing a gallon, didn’t cost me a 
single penny, and my Dues on Coles, which 
it was thirteen pence a Tun, cost me xactly 
2 and tuppence a-year, while my hin- 
creased Rates is just about ten shillings, 
so I at wunce, and without no hezzitation, 
shall wote for going back to the hold system 
and paying my farthing a gallon on all the 
wines as I buys, not on the wine as I drink, not by no means, 
that wood be quite another pair of Shoes. ; 

And then jist see what hairs the new Colleckters_gives thereselves. 
Mine called that week and I was hout, so in course I coodn’t pay him, 
so he calls again to-day, and leaves word as he shan’t call not no 
more! Werry kind I think it of him, till I learns as he’ll have me 
up before the Magistrate if I don’t ae dreckly! And the lordly 
Gent is ony at home twice a week, and then ony for a few ours. ; 

What a blooming lot of Rates there is to be sure! First, there’s 
the Poor Rate, not so werry poor neither, as it cums to 83d, in the 
pound for harf a year. Nex there’s the County Counsel Rate, and 
that’s 6d, in the pound ; then cums the Police Rate, and that’s 24d. ; 
and then cums the Rate jist for lighting the Public Lamps, and a 
penny in the pound seems a good deal (for that werry small matter ; 
then cums a rate for the’ old Bored of Works, and that’s 3d. Then 
bang goes 43d. for looking after the Streets, and another 43d. for 
the School Bored, and then a penny for repairing the Sewers, and 
another penny for the xpences of the Westry, includin, I suppose, a 
nice little Westry Dinner now and then, and for that I most suttenly 
don’t blame ’em; not a bit of it, speshally if they acts libberally to 
the Waiter, poor Feller ! ‘ : ; 

Iwonders what the good of Rates is. One ginerally xpecs in a 
free country to git sumthink for whatever money one has to pay, but 
what doI git here? It’s werry diffrent in the case of Taxes. en 
I pays a Nincum Tax I pays it willingly, coz I gets a nincum for it. 
The same with the Ouse Tax—I has a ouse for it; and the same with 
the Propperty Tax—it gives me a nice little propperty; so I don’t 
mind paying ’em. But what do I git for my Rates? Litorally 
nothink ; and so I naterally pays’em with a grumbel. As to the 
owdacious County Counsel, as meets in a place as doesn’t belong to 
’em, and is in sitch a wunderful hurry to make new Rates that they 
won’t even stop till we’ve had time for to pay the old ones, so that 
we’re acshally asked to pay the two lots at the same time altogether 
at once, why, if they ’d ony kindly wait till we ’ve all had the hopper- 
toonity of telling ’em what we thinks of their wunderful hurry, they 
might lern sumthink as they woodn’t like, so praps that’s the reason 
why they won't. 

It’s all the fault of having werry rich men to make the Rates. 
or ewen 
with ony two thowsand a year, care about Rates? Why, nothink 


for 


He doesn’t know, and praps doesn’t care, what the amount is, and 
little knows how a poor Waiter is sumtimes trubbled to raise the 
money, speshally wen he’s had a bad week or two, a waiting on a 
epesnally shabby lot of stingy diners-out. We gets rayther more 
than usual of this kind of gent during the May Meetings, as they ’re 
called, for, strange to say, however singler it may seem, wot peeple 
ealls wice is werry much more libberal than wot peeple calls wirtue. 
This is a suckemstance as is werry trying to us Waiters, as it reelly 
makes us, wen pertickler stumped up, and has our Rates to pay, 
greatly prefer the cumpany of such jolly gents as frequents Rich- 
mond or Grinnidge with their fare partners, to those werry much 
sollemer and seriouser gents as has bin a spending the afternoon at 
Hexeter All. 

Upon the whole I finishes by saying, as Rates is a conundrum as 
I don’t quite hunderstand. RoBERT. 


‘*T pon’ profess to be much of a theologian,” observed the DEAN 
of Broapcnurcn, ‘‘ but when you ask me how the Church of England 
proves her belief in eternity, I should say by the practice of 
appointing ‘ Perpetual Curates,’ ” 


June 1, 1889.] 


BRAVO, POTTER! 


Bishop Porrgr, of New York, in his Centennial Sermon commented on 
‘the infinite swagger of American speech and manner, which mistook bigness 
for greatness, and sadly confounded gain and godliness,’’] 


You reckon, Brother JonaTHAn, that you can lick Creation ; 
You put on what in this old town’s denominated ‘‘ side ; ”’ 

You’re certain in your inmost heart each antiquated nation 
Of Europe looks with envy o’er the vast Atlantic tide. 


You’re quite the biggest thing on earth, you’d like to see a bigger ; 
You count your mighty millionnaires by dozens at a time ; 

The first thing that you ask about a man is ‘‘ What’s his figger ?”’ 
And nothing except poverty is counted as a crime. 


GroRGE WASHINGTON was great and good, and not for him the Caucus, 
The blatant carpet-bagger and the democratic boss ; 

The partisans who howl for place with voices loud and raucous, 
And try to grab their profit, though it be their country’s loss. 


Then purity of principle was held the State’s sheet-anchor, 

We never heard of lobbying, of aoe or of ‘‘ rings ;”’ 
Political corruption now has spread, a hideous canker, 

Where’er the eagle that you boast has waved his mighty wings. 


The swagger, says the Bishop, of your speech and of your manner, 
Takes bigness to be greatness, confounds gain and godliness ; 

So let us have a single reef in that star-spangled banner, 
And let Columbia put on a less obtrusive dress. 


““MODUS OPERANDI.” 


Monday.—House brilliant again. Their ates Highnesses the 
Prince and Princess of Watxs present to hear Faust. Miss 
McIntyre looks the McMargherita, or Scotch-German MAgeir, to 
perfection. She gives quite a ‘* How- eae 

happy - could - I- be- with - heather ” yf 
air (this is not sung, though, as 
Gounop might object) to the Opera. as 
What was Margaret's surname? YJ \\ 
If she hadn’t one, she couldn’t ; 


have changed it to Faust, even if she had been asked, which, 
except in decorous poet Witzs’s play, she never was. MacerE 
McIntyre’s rendering of the Jewel Song, and her un-acting 
edition of Faust’s victim, just as delightful as it was last season. 
The little boy with the long Russian name, WINOGRADOFF, was 
mistaken by those who were not aw fait with the Opera for ScaLcut 
as Stebel. There is a family resemblance when 
regarded from a back row of the stalls without 
using an opera-glass. But his name should be in 
keeping with his stature. Let him either be 
‘© Wino” or ‘‘GrapoFF,” but not both together. 
‘© In Wino Werttas,” so 1’ll stick to this abbre- 
viated form, as he is a true singer, nothing false 
about him, I won’t say nothing bass, as there 
must be always something low in a baritone. Of \ : 
the Death Scene, Valentine’s great chance, WINO 5 

did not make the most. But he will come out The Cap of Mephis- 
stronger next time, and DRURIOLANUS was quite topheles as reflected 
justified in taking Wino for his Valentine. If 0 4 tree in the 
Signor Casren (short for Casrecmary, another Lime-light Walk. 

long name) as a burly Mephistopheles, would give less of his time 
and attention to bitte attitudes for a photograph, his performance 
would be more fiendishly satisfactory. To my mind he plays the 
deuce with Mephistopheles, which is quite different from being the 
yery devil. His laugh, too, has in it more of the heartiness of the 
practical joker than the cynicism of the demon. The new Faust, 
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M. Monrarton, sang charmingly, but ought to have been more 
ardent with such a Magere to inspire him. Clever little Madame 
BAUVERMEISTER always makes Martha a merry and attractive little 
dame, who, on this occasion, fully appreciated the humour of trotting 
about arm-in-arm with the portly Mephistopheles. Everything else 
perfect; the Old Men’s Chorus so especially good as well-nigh to 
revive the ancient enthusiasm. 

Tuesday.—MAaRrikE RozE as Carmen. She can look, act, and sing 
it, and to do the two first of these is a good two-thirds of the battle. 
Never better than to-night. The simple Mager: McInryrE an 
admirable contrast to her as the peasant maid, who tries to reclaim 


SOP 
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Marie Roze has set her face against the presentation-of-extravagant- 
bouquets system. 


the enamoured ‘‘ bould soger boy.”’? F. Dan DrarpY Masor, who plays 
the Toreador, with which I was content O as usual, has brought his 
brother up to town for the season, and so Dan Drarpy Mrz. played 
José, and did it uncommonly well. Another good performance: the 
first week starts admirably. Organising Committee beaming. 

Thursday.—Traviata. Splendid House. Etta RussELtL in great 
form, almost too great form for the consumptive heroine of the opera, 

et at times reminding me of an amplified Sara BERNHARDT in 

er acting. Dan Drarpy Masor excellent as the ‘‘ stern parient,”’ 
and Signor TaLazac appeared as his stout substantial son, a kind of 
Italian version of the impressionable Josh Sedley in Vanity Fair 
flattered by fascinating Extra Brcxr SwaRPrni, who at one time 
seemed to me to be going to give a new turn tothe old story by 
‘‘mashing”’ flabby and impressionable Alfredo’s good-looking and 
decidedly well-preserved parent. To-night I see that ALBANI is to 
appear on the same night that the Colonel announces the opening of 
the Hopposition. But DrurioLanvs is firstin the Garden. Melting 
moments for TaLLER-Zac, but he sang sweetly, though not power- 
fully ; and touching was it to witness Exxa’s deep affection for him. 
A big night for Exta and Dan. 

Saturday.—Another splendid audience. Performance of Aida 
more than satisfactory. ‘‘The Two Dans” (who must not be con- 
fused with ‘‘ The Two Macs,” also very clever artists, but quite in a 
different line) again taking a turn. Madame ScaLcui as good as ever 
in the character of the Egyptian Queen, but perhaps a trifle too white 
for a countrywoman of CLEOPATRA. Signor Mrranpa as ‘‘ J] Ré,” 
no doubt to keep his consort in countenance, also more than fair. 
Madame Vatpa rather heavy for Aida, but still most effective. The 
mise-en-seéne, of course, splendid,—but this was to be expected 
under the rule of Druriotanus. Standards in the triumphal pro- 
cession in the Second Act full of quiet humour, but absolutely histo- 
rically correct. Egyptians always partial to weird waggery. Instance 
in this very Opera, where Radames is locked in a cellar, and left to 
his fate, to the music of harps and the dancing of fan-bearers. Before 
and behind the Curtain equally brilliant. The week ends as it began 
with every prospect of a successful season. It is admitted on all sides 
that Covent Garden has not looked so much like its old self for years. 


THE NEW ART BART. 


Here’s to Sir Sculptor Bokum— | Or coat, or ground, or something 

I was going to write a Poem, ** field ?— 

And having tried the Sacred 
Nine, 

I find I scarce can write a line! 

The QuEEN, Sir B., I understand, 

Has given you an extra Hand— | But any way this Hand, my Bart 

The Baronet’s—(’tis on  the| Does honour to your Head an 
shield, Art. 


Those on this subject who lack 
| knowledge 
Can simply ask the Heralds’ 
College) ; 
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A VENIAL TRESPASS. 


DIDN’T YOU OBSERVE THAT THIS RoAD Is PRIVATE?” 
To TELL YOU THE HONEST TRUTH, THAT ’S EXACTLY WHY WE CAME HERE!” 


Squire Bluenose. ‘‘Now THEN, SIR! 
Edwin. ‘‘ A—M—YEs |! 


A DIFFICULTY SOLVED. 


A Historical Parallel. {From Paddy’s Point of View.) 


Ocu! shure, a laygend ould historians ye’ll find tellin’, 
Of the year twelve eighty-four, after they ’d slain LLEWELLYN, 
Of the thrick that Epwarp LonesHanxs the Welshmen played, in 
state, on. 
(If ye know your Poly-Olbion, yell find it tould by Drayron.) 
** Through every part of Wales he to the Nobles sent, 
That they unto his Court should come incontinent, 
Of things that much concern’d the country to debate ; 
But now behold the power of unavoided fate ! 
When thus unto his will he fitly them had won, 
At her expected hour the Queen brought forth a son— 
Young EpwArD, born in Wales, and of Caernarvon called. 
Thus by the English craft the Britons were enthralled.” 
Faix, bhoys, I see it now—that smart gossoon, King Epwarp, 
All in his royal arrums and ermine going bedward, 
And bringing forth the babe, all native claims thus squelching, 
And, lifting it on hoigh, the Welshers nately welshing. 
Well, history, they say, repates itself. By jabers! 
Thim Saxons would sarve us as once they did our naybours. 
In hopes O’Mutiieans, Firzpatricks, and McHAFFIEs 
Will take their cradle-thrick as mildly as thim Tarrys. 
Hillaloo! The Prince of Wuatxs has gumption, and Ill vinture he 
Remimbers that we ’re not now in the Thirteenth Century. 
Clane out the Castle ? _Yes! Wid that scheme we’ll not wrastle ; 
But, Butt, don’t substitute a brand-new Blarney Castle ! 
Black Cromwett burned the ould one, as Father Prout informs us; 
But though we Pars brave hate, a little love soon warms us. 
The Sassenachs seem findin’ the way to Erin’s heart, bhoys, 
They won’t find it so long when once they make a start, bhoys. 
But though we relish blarney, we can’t abide sheer bunkum, 
Our hopes full oft have risen, but Party spite soon sunk ’em 
In doubt’s black bog again. The Castle gang demolish ? 
ane Laat ppt sek, and his ould post abolish ? 
ch shure, it seems too good! We’d gladly give ¢ i 
To Prince or Royal Duke—if there’s ie arthal idee 


CAN’T YOU READ? 


Sly LonesHanks long ago wid Cambria played a game— 

What if—say BarrenBera—should contemplate the same ? 

Pat, give him a fair chance, will prove himself right loyal ; 

But—ye can’t heal ould wounds with mere soft soap—though Royal! 


TO WHOM IT CONCERNS. 
(Little Suggestive Comedy of the day.) 


Scene.—A Fashionable West-End drawing-room. The hostess 
being anxious to provide for the ‘‘ entertainment” of her guests 
in a remarkable manner, has secured the services of a noted 
Popular Foreign Entertainer. 


Popular Forewn Entertainer (concluding a risky recitation, of 
a highly spiced character). Et Sapristi! Houp-la!—Voila la fin 
de Madame La Duchesse ! 

First English Miss (in raptures). Oh, isn’t it delightful ? 

Second English Miss. It’s quite too lovely! 

Third English Miss. So awfully funny too! 

Fourth English Miss. Oh! it’s perfectly killing! Did you under- 
stand it all P 

First, Second, and Third English Misses (in chorus). Oh, every 
word of it! 

[But they didn’t, of course. Had they, they would have hid their 
diminished heads for very shame at being suspected of taking in 
the meaning of even a single sentence. So Mr. Punch, who 
looks on at the above, shakes his head, and asks those who do 
understand it, whether they think they are quite right in pro- 
viding their defenceless guests with ‘‘ Entertainment” of this sort. 


TropicAL WEATHER.—Muzzle the dogs by all means, but what is 
to be done with the hatters? Does the proverb, ‘‘Mad as a hatter,” 
exist in any couptry besides our own? Perhaps Mr. Josep KnicuT 
of Notes and Queries will help us to solve the difficulty. 


A VERY MUCH OVER-RATED Ptace.—London, under the County 
Council. 
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LITTLE JONES PICKED UP A WONDERFULLY SMART HACK, 
HE NOW LEARNS THE 


APPEARANCE IN THE PARK. 


* 


THE (COUNTY COUNCIL) PARADISE AND 
THE (LIBERAL) PERI. 


A Moore-ish Legend modernised, 


At three a Peri at the gate 
Of Eden stood disconsolate ; 
And as she listened to the springs 

Of talk within in torrents flowing, 

And caught the light upon her wings 

Through the half-opened portal glowing, 
She sighed to think her subject race 
Should e’er have lost that glorious place. 

‘* How happy,” exclaimed this outcast fair, 
‘* Are ie many male members who wrangle 
ere, ; 

’Midst flowers (of speech) that freely fall ; 
Though I of the School Board now am free, 
And parochial portals open for me, 

The County Council were worth them all! 
Though sweet an ‘At Home’ graced by 

Gladstone oration, 
Of the Women’s Liberal Federation, 

In the Grosvenor or the Memorial Hall ; 
Though dear are the platforms your sweet 

tones haunt, 
Mrs. OscarR WILDE, Mrs. ORMESTON CHANT, * 
Let the Earl of MuarnH make it clear—I 
can’t— (all! 

How the County Council outshines them 
It is very hard that the Dames who intrigue 
For that Tory Aidenn, the Primrose League, 
Are praised and petted by Prince and Peer, 
Whilst I’m forbidden free entrance here. 
Backstairs influence well may gain 

The entrée to loftiest Habitation ; 

But here I linger and long in vain 
For a seat within, which to attain | 

Is the goal of she-Liberals’ emulation. 

'Tis the goal which my womanly heart was 


fixt on ; ; 
I hoped by the aid of suburban Brixton, 
ith male monopoly proudly to cope ; 


HIS BARGAIN. 


And now an outcast I sadly stand, 
Foiled by that bogey, the Law of the Land, 
Driven to despair by false (BERESFORD) 
Hore! 
If only I’d stray on the Primrose Path 
(As many Partisan Peri hath) 
Society’s scorn, and the Saturday’s wrath 
Might be diverted from my poor head ; 
But now, my mad and unmodish crimes 
Are mocked by the Post and denounced by 
the Zimes, 
And ostracism’s my daily dread. 
Mean race of men, your monopolist spirit 
Still, still would hold our sex in thrall! 
Some show of freedom we now inherit, 
But ae trail of ‘Subjection’ is over them 
all! 


The smooth-faced Angel who was keeping 
The C. C. doors beheld her weeping ; 
And, as he nearer drew, and listened 
To her sad song, a tear-drop glistened 
Within his eyelids, like the spray 
From patriot fountains, when ’tis pearl’d 
On Beakey’s blossom, which—Tories say— 
Blows nowhere but in Primrose- World. 


‘‘ Nymph of a fair but luckless line!” 
RosEBERY said—‘‘ one hope is thine. 
Tis written in the Book of Fate 

The Peri yet may be admitted 
Who brings unto this C. C. gate 

The Earl of Mzatx’s Bill—passed ! 

ou’re pitied i 

F’en by the Tories. When you win, 
7 shall be proud to let you in!” 


AntiI-Towrr-or-Baspet Br. — Mr. 
Punch wishes every success to Mr. Wuit- 
moRE’s Bill for restricting the height of folly 
in building. May Parliament be inspired b 


its ancient lights of wisdom, and the Bill 


soon become an Act. 


SE Y /, 
MINY f 
‘\ / 


FOR AN ABSURDLY LOW PRICE, AT A RECENT AUCTION. THIS IS HIS FIRST 
ANIMAL FORMERLY BELONGED TO BuFFALO BILL’s CIROUS, 


SHAKSPEARIAN. 


Wuat the dear children—who of course are 
educated up to the Hamlet standard—say to 
hard-hearted mothers when they hear Dr. 
BaRNARDO has made an offer,—‘* BARNARDO ! 
Ma’ sell us!” If they ’re very dear children, 
they are likely to be too much for Dr. Bar- 
NARDO. We suppose we’ve not heard the 
last about the ‘‘ Barnardo Homes.” ‘*‘ Homes” 
isa nice word. If Mr. MarrHEws were any- 
thing but the Not-at-Homes-Secretary, he 
would look into the matter at once. 


FIRST-RATE ; 
Or, Ten of One and Half-a-dozen of the Other. 


| In Parliament young Mr. Lawson— 


Learned in facts as in Greek Porson— 
Assures us that our L. C. C. 

Keeps watchful eye on L. S. D. 

But, with much vigour, Mr. BAUMANN 
Leaps from his seat, exclaiming, ‘‘ How, Man, 
Can you make statements rash and heady, 
When up the rates have gone already 

By fivepence in the blessed suv’rin P” 
Then Mr. Lawson, on recoy’rin’ 

From this remark, says, with effusion, 
‘**Tt’s all an oplihes illusion ! 

Over ten months the ‘ Precept’ ranges, 
And thus the half-year’s rate deranges.” 
Whereto sneers BAUMANN, ‘‘ At this rate 
We shall regret the ‘ Perks’ its fate.” 


Moral. 


Even if our rates are now abating, 
There seems to be increase of rating ! 


EprcramMMatic, — A cynical Tragedian 
writes thus :—‘‘ At the Haymarket Theatre 
only one stage-direction is necessary for any 
sceneinany play, and thatis, ‘Centre, a Tree.’”’ 
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The Fancy Fair Season. Why not have a Parliamentary One in Westminster Hall? 


Tee 
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A BALLAD OF SALAD. 


I cannot eat the red, red rose, 
I cannot eat the white ; 
In vain the long laburnum glows, 
Vain the camellia’s waxen snows, 
The lily’s cream of light. 


The lilac’s clustered chalices 
Proffer their bounty sweet 
In vain! Though very good for 


bees, 
Man, with unstinted yearning sees, 
Admires, but cannot eat. 


Give me the lettuce that has cool’d 
Its heart in the rich earth, 

Till every joyous leaf is school’d 
To crisply-crinkled mirth. 


Give me the mustard and thecress, 
Whose glistening stalkletsstand 
As silver-white as nymphs by 


night 
Upon the moonlit strand ; 


The winking radish, roundandred, 
That like aruby shines; 

And the faint blessing, onion-shed, 
Whene’er Lucuttvs dines. 


The wayward endive’s curling 
head, 
Cool cucumber sliced small, 
And let the imperial beet-root 


prea 
Her purple over all. 


Though shrinking poets still prefer 
The common floral fashions, 
With buds and blossoms hymn 
their Her, 
These vegetable loves would stir 
A flint-heart’s mineral passions! 


“THe WOLFF AT THE DOOR” 


[Sir Drummonp has returned from Persia.] 


‘* A Waite Liz.”’—Mr. Gron- 
py’s latest piece is the best he has 
ever written ! 


- WHAT THEY ’RE DOING WITH HIM. 
THE VERY LATEST CANARDS, 


Wer hear that the Directors of the General Omnibus Company have 
notified to the General their unanimous resolution to give him a lift, 
whenever he may desire to avail himself of that means of locomo- 
tion, in any of their vehicles, free of charge. On this having been 
intimated to the General, he is said to have expressed much satisfac- 
tion at the proposal. 

The General, we understand, yesterday morning accorded an 
interview to several influential Music Hall Proprietors, anxious to 
secure his services as a feature in the programme of their respective 
entertainments. The terms of each varied in some slight particulars, 
but the leading idea of all seemed to be the appearance of the 
General in one or more costumes, with or withouta comic song, but, 
if possible, with a grotesque dance, or some other striking gymnastic 
feat performed to the accompaniment of a taking refrain. On the 
nature of their ys gala propositions being explained to him, the 
General manifested an evident interest, and after expressing himself 
as much gratified at their offers, intimated that he would leave the 
question of their epee in the hands of his ‘‘ Committee.” 

It is understood that the General has been offered, and has 
accepted, the Presidency at the Annual Dinner to be held at Wap- 
ping on the 19th proximo, in Aid of the Decayed Bathing-women’s 
Grandmothers’ Association. 

It is reported that a well known Caterer for Public Amusement 
has in contemplation proposing to the General an extended provincial 
tour, on advantageous terms, with a first-class Travelling Circus, 
the General to contribute to the performance a comic scene with a 
highly-trained elephant, from whose back he would eventually be 
expected to jump through three paper moons, coloured respectively 
blue, white, and red, as indicative of the National Flag of France. 
It is contemplated that when the scheme is fully explained to the 
General he will entertain it with every expression of gratification. 

We hear that this morning an influential deputation from West- 
bourne Grove called on the General for the purpose of securing his 


MR. PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS. 


OUTSIDE THE GLOBE. 


Warm Admirer. MANSFIELD is 
going to take off Richard the 
Third. 

Less Warm Ditto. ‘Going to”! 
Why, he’s been doing it for the 
last two or three months. 

Warm Admirer. I mean he is 
going to withdraw Richard from 
the Globe—— 

Less Warm One (interrupting). 
And Ricuarp M. will be him- 
self again. Yes—proceed, sweet 
warbler. 

Warm Admirer (continuing). 
Because, as the Observer ob- 
served, ‘‘he finds the heat too 

.|trying.” Yet it was a success. 

Less Warm One. Clearly it isn’t 
a frost, or else he might advertise 
the Globe as ‘‘ the coolest theatre 
in London.”’ Is it the rise of tem- 
perature that has affected Ricu- 
ARD’s theatrical thermometer, and 
which shows that the place has 
become too hot to hold him ? 
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Joxer’s Drary.—( Note By Joe 
1 Miller, Junior, for July.—SHAu 
Nisei: coming. Must look up all my old 
i : wheezes about Shah and chat. 
hed [ES 3 Shah and P’ shah! Riddle about 
SSSe —— | Char-dad-banc. Another about 
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SOON -~_ | Char-i-vari, Char-cutier, §&e. 
SAS Work these up and get good names 
a tothem. Can dine out for a week. 


ForEIGN AND DRAMATIC.—Ber- 
lin. In the evening of the recep- 
tion of King Humperrt by the 
German Emperor and Empress, 
there was ‘‘a family state dinner 
of 140 covers.” What a nice 
little family party! ‘‘ Pernicious 
Snug,” as Di. Folair remarked 
to Nicholas Nickleby. 


presence at a ‘‘small and early”? organised in the neighbourhood 
with a view to introducing him to ‘‘the nobility and gentry” of 
Bayswater. On the object of their visit being made clear to him, the 
General who smiled most graciously at the deputation, expressed his 
gratification at the honour they proposed to pay him, and intimated 
that he would leave the matter in the hands of his ‘‘ Committee.” 

It is rumoured that on the 9th, 17th, and 23rd prox., respectively, 
the General will open the Cabmen’s Shelter at Hackney, lay the 
foundation stone of the new Cemetery at Tooting, and preside at the 
Inauguration of the Bazaar in aid of the Funds of the Consumptive 
Pastrycooks’ Orphan Asylum at Houndsditch. It is also further 
stated that not only on these days, but on all others, the General’s 
time is already fully taken up with prospective engagements. On 
this having been pointed out to him, the General is said to have con- 
templated the circumstance with every manifestation of the very 
liveliest satisfaction. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday Night, May 20.—The Nose Baron 
had little surprise in store for Opposition to-night. _Comforted 
themselves with conviction that Sugar Convention dead, and only 
awaiting convenient opportunity for burial. But Nosite Baron 
comes up smiling, with an All-a-blowin’-and-a-growin’ air. Con- 
vention been signed by seven out of the eight great Bounty-giving 
Powers, he observes; accepted in principle by eighth ; ond Her 
Majesty’s Government fully alive to importance of maintaining it. 

“Quite a resurrection party,’ says WiLFRID Lawson. Never 
suspected the Nose Baron of such fund of quiet humour ; fancy 
Lyon PrayFarr put him up to this; got a tremendous convincing 
speech ready to move Rejection of Bill on Second Reading; if Bill’s 
pads what’s to become of speech? But if the Baron can be 
lured on to stand by his Bill, PLayrarr will get off his oration. 
‘There are wheels within wheels,” as the little boy said when he 
fell into the works of the windmill. 
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; 5 E ity. 
te on Naval Defence Bill set in with accustomed severity 
Thowskt it was all settled on Second Reading ii out fal Sg figs 
Committee; now begins again on Third Reading. Mem ae rig e 
could not catch SpraKER’s eye on earlier stages, Now gra / ie . 
Members stand it well enough till half-past seven; after that, 
atience breaks down. ILLINGWORTH, rising at twenty minutes to 
Bight to continue talk, uproar burst forth in deafening shouts for 
Division. ArrD moved Closure ; SPEAKER took no notice. 
‘Yet he must have ’AIRD aes amd CHARLIE BERESFORD, who 
is speech, and was getting hungry. z 
ae ao followed oT LLING WORTH: heartrending groans 
from famished Members; Lawson talked on. Eight o’clock struck ; 
ten minutes past ; dinner spoiled xt three hundred desolate homes. 
increase; WILFRID immovable. ‘ : 
He They only drink wine and cherry brandy,” he said, ‘‘if I let 
’em off. Better stop here few minutes longer.” 

Quarter past eight ; division called ; ten minutes later three hundred 
hungry men racing downstairs, and Palace Yard resonant with the 
tramp of the Syaperetie cab-horse and the roll of the wheels of the 

urrying brougham. 
: Businets Baie setonise “kept in” over dinner-hour. Third 
Reading of Naval Defence Bill carried by 183 votes against 101. 

Tuesday.—Buzzing round Sugar Convention again; Harcourt 
quite in high spirits. Looked up lot of questions he was going to 
ask, when what now appears to have been premature announcement 
of demise made; fires them off at Treasury Bench. GLADSTONE 
backs him up. Huicxs-Bxracu throws himself into breach; stands 
fire for ten minutes. Didn’t make very much of him; hasn’t the 
unique, benevolent simplicity of OLD Moratiry, off which objurga- 
tion, reproach, and abuse run as harmlessly as water off duck’s back. 

** The worst of Orp Morarirty is,’’ Harcourt says, ‘‘ that one gets 

ss so little for one’s pains. 
that would pulverise another man 
haven’t slightest effect on his im- 
pertarhaa ingenuousness. . It’s 
ike doubling up your fists 
and hammering a feather-bed. 
Feather-bed shaken up, and two 
minutes later presents precisely 
same placid, benevolent, inviting 
appearance as it did before you 
wore yourself out upon it.”’ 
__Less of the feather-bed about 
Hicxs-Bracu at question time; 
but result not much more satis- 
factory to assailant. ‘‘I must beg 
for an answer from some member 
of the Government,’? Harcourt 
blusters. 

‘“The answer of the Govern- 
ment is,” said MicHarLt-ANGELO 
Bracu, ‘‘that we do not consider 
it consistent with our duty and 
> the interests of the public service 

to give the Right. Hon. Gentle- 
man the information he wants.” 

Harcourt persisted; Gxap- 
ose pounded away ; pene 

a aes) NGELO, leaning confidentially 
Fi aes, sey : on the box, fired his last shot. 

I must decline,” he said ‘‘to answer hypothetical questions.” 
Harcourt not haying any other kind ready at moment, performance 
terminated. 

Later, JosepH GILLIS appeared on scene, a rare delight in these 
days. National Debt Bill on for Third Reading. Harcourt up 
again, dropping big tears over GoscHEN’s unfaithfulness to memory 
| and principles of Starrorp NorrHcore. Destroyed two great works 
of his financial life—Cheap Sugar, and Scheme for Rejection of 
National Debt. Harcourt could scarcely control his emotion, 
Others joined in. JoKEIM, temporarily laying aside cap-and-bells, 
earnestly pleaded his innocence. Then JosepH GILLIs appeared with 
outstretched hand that instantly stilled tumult of controversy, and 
eft him the centre of a listening Senate. If you’d given your mind 
to_it, might have heard a pin drop, as 


Jory B., with gaze sternl 
fixed on prostrated CHANCELLOR of the Excureurr, heme forth 
his notes of regret, attuned more 


heck ‘to sorrow than anger, that there 
ns ne Pe he ae within the space of fifteen years of 

wice attacked financial princi f hi i 
friend, Sir Srarrorp Nonracows.1e oy Meee Geos 
and had, indeed, the advan- 


Haxcovrr had said these very things, 
But JosepH GILLIs, unconsciously 


bane of uttering them first. 
imitating sweep of Harcourt’s arm as he delivered with Harcourti 
4 ¢ rtian 

pus the very sentiments he had heard delivered a couple of 

lours earlier, was much more effective than the original. Joxxr, 

listening to Harcourt, from time to time scornfully smiled and 

defiantly shook his head. But when Jory B. delivered same lofty 

See 

(> NOTICH.—Rejected Communicatio 
in no case be returned, not 
there will be no exception. 
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sentiments, expounded identical principles of financial purity, 
J OKEIM’S cattaead sank on his alarmed breast, he folded his trem- 
bling arms, and vainly tried to shut out with closed eyelids the spec- 
tacle of the terrible accuser. Business done.—Budget Bill agreed to. 


Wednesday.—London Coal Dues under discussion. PEASE wants 
to abolish them, Press heavily upon 
the poor. Fowxer (Alderman) shows, 
on contrary, that prosperity of London 
is derived entirely from regular exac- 
tion of Coal Dues. To this source is 
due Holborn Viaduct, Thames Embank- 
ment, Polytechnic, Tower of London, 
and Underground Sewage. If old 
Charters of London are to be abolished, 
then New Zealander better at once apply 
to Coox’s agent for ticket for London 
Bridge. Frrra, urged by momentous 
subject to unusual flights of eloquence, 
expresses desire that ancient Charters 
of London may ‘‘remain in the womb 
of the past.””. Baumann makes clever 
speech in moving rejection of Bill; but 
RitcHiE runs amuck at Dues. OLp 
MoRALITY proposes compromise, and 
Bill read a Second Time by 264 votes 
against 104. 

Thursday.—Scotland’s turn at last. 
Ireland we have always with us; Eng- 
land gets an opportunity occasionally ; 
Gallant Little Wales had evening and 
morning sitting in succession last week. Y) Z 
ow Sanpy. takes the floor; all the £7 
blue bonnets are over the border; L 
Westminster echoing with Scotch « 41) a-blowin’ and a-growin’.” 
accent; the wail of the pibroch heard : 
in distant corridor; haggis figures prominently in menu in dining- 
room. JACOBY, arrayed in lightest summer suit, perambulates 
lobby. Smiles beamingly an all Scotch Members. 

*“We’ll hae a gude diversion the night, I’m thinkin’, Dr. Farr- 
QUHARRSON,”’ he said, just now to Member for West Aberdeen. 

That not his usual way of speaking; but Jacopy a born Whip. 

Knows how to get at the heart of a 
- man. Only with greatest difficulty 
his colleague, Pxairre STaNHOPE, 
prevented his coming down to-night 


in kilt. 

‘It would fetch them,” he said ; 
‘“‘I’m sure Scotch very susceptible 
on national matters. Would like 
a little delicate attention like the 
kilts.” 

StanHopPe said, No; thought 
they ’d better not try it yet. JacoBy, 
not permitted to don Highland garb, 
put on what he believed to be Scot- 
tish accent; whistled ‘* Scots wha 
hae” as GEORGE CAMPBELL passed 
him ; asked BucHanan to lend him 
copy of ‘* Meg Merrilees,’? which he 
believes is one of Scorr’s novels, 
Wonderfully enthusiastic man in 
his new vocation ! 

Business done.—Debate on Scotch 
Local Government Bill. 

Friday Night. — A melanchol 
day. At morning sitting, Scote 
Local Government Bill; in the 
evening, PICKERSGILL on Penal Sen- 
tences. Prevailing dulness momen- 
tarily varied by interesting story 
told by Marruzws, of How They 
EES Went to the Prize Fight at Mose- 
The new Whip. ley. Seems ‘“‘Fancy” had them- 
4 : selves packed up in covered fur- 
niture-van. Police placidly watched ponderous vehicles passing 
along highway ; never suspected anything, though on qui wive to 
stop fight. When furniture-van—‘ Taking-all-Risks”’—arrived at 
selected spot, unpacked, and ‘‘the furniture’? went at it un- 
disturbed. Business done.—Much talk. 
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_Iv is the fashion, as a matter of business, 
side Hotels to telegraph up to town, 
visitors of the otis the Miko a ae ee One sends up, ‘‘ Dull 
morning, warm, ass steady,’ ad to hear it—it’s better th 
“Dull morning, dry. Hand shaky.” ae 


_ for the Managers of sea- 
daily, informing intending 


Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wili 


Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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President. ‘‘ SMITH, OUR NOBLE SELVES ! 
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QUITE RIGHT TO ADJOURN FOR THE Derby, Day!” 


ON COMMISSION. 


May 28, 29, 30, and 31.—The feature of 
the week has been the examination and 
cross-examination of Mr. Biggar. Of course, 
it would be very wrong to comment upon the 
evidence of the distinguished humorist in 

uestion, but I must be permitted to say, 
that there were many present who expected 
a scene, when he was called, something like 
the following :— 

Counsel (rising and referring to his brief). 
Mr. BiceaRr, I think you are a politician ? 

Witness (rubbing his head). Bedad, Sorr, 
that am I, as the pig said when he turned 
himself into bacon! [Roars of laughter. 

Counsel (quietly amused). Never mind the 
pig for the moment, Mr. Brecar. 

Witness (quatntly). But begorrah, Sorr, if 
I don’t mind the pig, the pig won’t mind me! 

Renewed laughter. 

Counsel (biting his lip). How long have you 
been in the House of Commons ? 

Witness. The House of Commons, is it? 
(Stroking his nose with his forefinger.) Shure 
it became the House of un-Commons when I 
jined it! [Further laughter. 

Counsel (suppressing a smile), Pray be 
serious, Mr. Bigcar. 

Look at that, 


Witness. Serious is it! 
now! How will [ be serious? (With a 
merry twinkle in his eye.) Do ye take me 
for an ould blind fiddler, who can’t rade be- 
cause it’s too dark for him to ay ! &e., &e., 
&e. [ General merriment. 

I must admit that certainly Mr. Biacar 
did not give his evidence in a manner closel 
resembling the above. On the other hand, 
I should be exceedingly loth to assert that 
his cross-examination was at all like the 
following :— 

Counsel (rising deferentially). I think, 
Mr. Bieear, you have devoted many years 
of your life to public affairs ? 

[Every one in Court on the alert for some- 
thing witty in reply. 


VOL, XCVI. 


Witness (gravely). Certainly. 

Counsel. I do not wish to unduly press 
you, but can you give me any idea of how 
many ee have been thus devoted P 
[The Public smilingly expectant for a bon-mot 

of unusual brilliancy. 

Witness (solemnly). I cannot say. 

Counsel. May we take it that you have 
been engaged in public affairs for some 
twenty years or so? 

[Audience on the qui vive for the best thing 
heard during this century. 

Witness (with a sigh). 1 believe so. 

Counsel. Iam sure you will credit me, 
Mr. Biaear, when I say that I have no inten- 
tion of fixing you to dates; but may I take 
it that those twenty years may be said to 
extend from 1869 to 1889 ? 

[General anticipation of something waggish 
beyond parallel, 

Witness (wearily). Probably, &c., &c., &e. 

General somnolence. 


A less important incident of the week was 
the appearance of Mr. ArtHur O’Connor 
(late of the War Office, and now a membe 
of the British Bar) without his wig. On Fri- 
day, the Court adjourned until the 18th of 
June, on the understanding (which, however, 
was not expressed in terms) that, if neces- 
sary, there should be a purely intormal in- 
terim meeting of both sides on the 5th—at 


Epsom. (Signed) 4. BRIEFLESS, JUNIOR, 
Pump-handle Court. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


A Mystery of Queen Anne’s Gate, by 
RICHARD ARKWRIGHT, is a good story in two 
volumes, for which the author must be praised, 
as he might have spun it out into three. It 
would have been better in one volume, as 
though the story is interesting and the ex- 
citement well sustained, yet you can skip 
handfuls of it at a time—plenty of skipping 
exercise, and youcan give yourself any amount 
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of rope—and get through 
within a three hours 


** Alone I did it!” 


the novel easily 
railway journey. 


‘EN BON PRINCE.” 


Writks our Prince to HowakD VINCENT :— 
‘*T prefer to think you inn’cent 

Of the mess at the Parade 

Of the gallant Fire Brigade, 


‘* When the crowd would have been cleared 
Had you never interfered, 

And the Medals would have been 
Graciously bestowed, I ween. 

‘*T forgive and I forget, 

But, Unt-’Oward Vincent, let 

That unlucky Saturday,— 

Twas the twenty -fifth of May,— 

In your mems be marked, en noir, 

‘Medal and Muddle.’ Au revoir!” 


PETITES BOUCHEES DE BUSHEY. 
‘* A Goop play needs no Bushey.” 


‘Off with bonnets! Hat-tention!” 


** Light modern Comic Opera I do not des- 
by my engagement of 


ise, a8 18 prove 
orothy—DENE.”’ 


FANCY IMPRESSIONIST PORTRAIT. 
(By Don Lunatico Inky Rendo.) 
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Professor Hair-Comber of Bushey. 


‘* Tf Miss D. D. makes a great success here, 
I shall engage her permanently and call this 
the Deanery.” 


‘* Joun SmitH, I’ve heard thatname before.” 


i | compose these little things in my Idyl 
moments,” 


‘Tam going to compose an ode to the County 
in which I dwell. 
‘*T shall call it Herts, mein Herts!” 


‘* Hope to give this performance in the Hall 
of my College, All Souls’ Oxford. ‘ Bene natus,’ 
I’ve always enjoyed excellent health. Was 
born well, and hope to continue so—‘ Bene 
vestitus,’ everyone will come in evening dress ; 
no bonnets or hats, ‘ Moderate doctus’— 
Mustn’t know too much about it. Don’t like 
self-sufficient critics. 

H.H., A.R.A., B.A., Oxon.” 


an a 
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example of punctuality set by Their Royal Highnesses, came in 
arly, and speed till the wobbling property pigeon, a very easy 
shot for any marksman with hal 
an eye for a penn’orth at the 
cocoa-nuts, had descended, and 
all was over with the wicked 
Ortrude, who is Dera ee 
interfering between the Wedding 
Knight and Madame Norpica, 
looking and ee ia charmingly 
as Miss Somebody Elsa, without 


“MODUS OPERANDI.” 
| (The Covent Garden Government and Her Majesty's Opposition.) 


ay 28.—How plucky of Borro to have written 
Mapanger Bee Grexcn had Paadeieath a success with Faust. It 
was almost as if Mefistofele were tempting the gifted Composer into 
a Mefisto-failure. If so, Mephistopheles was done, not for the first 
time, and done remarkably well. The impressive prologue was 


Tl Cavaliero Bartoni Mac-aroni Guckini as a Knight of the Bath—chair. 


even saying, ‘Beg pardon, hope I don’t do ought rude.” 
Hardly recognised Madame Norpica in new fair-haired wig, and 
evidently she looked much taller than last season. Evidently grown 
rapidly in public opinion. Puir Scotch Lassie Macerz McIntyre, 
in a state ot Scotch lassie-tude, reclined in the Stalls, and was clearly 
surprised at finding herself on the wrong side of the Curtain. Mr. 
Henry CHAPLIN was radiant after his successful bimetallistic depu- 
tation, and insisted on explaining to DrurioLAnus the theory of 


<== SSS = ; bimetallism. DruRrIoLanvs, equal to the occasion, comprehended it 
: =e fase He, in a twinkle. ‘‘I see,” he said, ‘‘ bicycle thing on two wheels ; 
Mad Maggie frightens Funny Little Faust. ‘biped,’ creature on two an 


magnificently rendered, Signor Novara taking Signor CasTELMARY’S 

art at short notice, which made ‘‘no vara great difference” as 

iss McINTYRE observed in her best Seotch McAccent. Why call 
her ‘‘ Mademoiselle”’ in the bills? Aiblins (whatever that may be), 
but she’s a puir and bonnie Scotch lassie, and nae French. She 
looked charming as Borto’s Marguerite, who is much more of a 
genuine zngénue than is Gounon’s girl, and sang superbly. I shall 
welcome the time when she can rely entirely upon herself, and act 
her part without keeping one eye on Signor MANCINELLI to see if it’s 
allright. I dare say MAncrveEztt likes it: I should, if I were in his 


peds: bimetallism evidently 
means doubling the prices. 


FurscH-Mant, I should say 
—in great force as Ortrude. 
Opera magnificently put on 
the stage ; everything first- 
rate except the property- 
moulting wobbling pigeon, 
and the sooner he is put 
into a property-pie, andseen | | \\ 
no more, the better for the ( HRY 
finish of Lohengrin, Or- '\ ¥ 
chestra conducted by Man- 
TALENI, — no,. MANCINELLI, 
—superb. Vive l’ Opéra! 

Saturday. — Rentrée of 
‘Madame ALBANI. Every- Ht 
tee gare tere ne Lets ‘* Oh, this is a Gye-ful moment! ”’ 
the Cakes, called La Fraviata ? Alfred, in this case, could hardly be 
called AEFRED the Great, and Madame ALpaAnt had doubtless some- 
thing to contend against in Signor TALAZAC’S curious idea of a lover's 
passion, and Signor Coroenr’s quaint conception of paternal pathos. 
But, despite these drawbacks, what a triumph was hers, and how 
well did Violetta deserve the huge bouquets of roses and lilies, | 
orchids and iris, which were presented to her at the close of the First | 
and Second Acts respectively! A brilliant House ap arently. had 
eyes and ears for Violetta alone, though it certainly did. not let her | 
alone when her liquid trills and lovely piano passages fairly brought 
it down. Alfred the Little sang his part in the duet in the Last Act 
with some sweetness and effect ; and Signor Coroenr’s powerful voice | 
would probably please more if his peculiar facial play and manual | 
movements did not quite so strongly convey the idea that he was | 
playing alternately at Dumb Crambo and Forfeits, 

Her Majesty’s Opposition—The Session commenced with the 
Barbiere, possibly in the hope that that Opera might save, or rather 
shave, it from disaster. Signor Papruza (certainly one of the best 
Figaros of modern times) gives it most valuable support. Butasa 
solitary swallow does not make a summer, a singular celebrity (espe- 
clally when of the male sex) does not always create a season’s success. 
Fortunately the Rosina, Madame Gargano, and the _4lmaviva of 
Signor Vicrnt (who {appears vicariously for someone else), are 
equally good. From the appearance of the House generally, I faney 
that Her Majesty’s Opposition is not unlikely to secure what may be 
termed ‘‘a good working minority.” 


al 


Warbling Wag’ner style, in the First Act. How ee that German 
what a contrast 


made heavy by the ‘‘ waits” between the Acts; especially the Troy 
Wait. The Brocken Scene raised the enthusiasm of the house, and 


have come on as Lohengrin in a Bath-chair drawn by swans, and 
sung with all the fervour and sweetness of which he is capable. The 
Organising Committee all for the idea—such a novelty. Drurio- 
LANUS decided against it. “Bad precedent,” said the astute 
Manager, ‘* for Tenor to come on in Bath-chair.’ So Daw DRARDY, 
Junior, took the part at short notice, and acquitted himself as well 
as the short notice would permit. Audience, following the excellent 


— ero 


ArtER the ceremony last Saturday, Prince GrorGE of Wales is in 
full possession of the Liberty of the City of London, He can do what- 
ever he likes. It is GroraE without the drag on. This freedom is 
H.R.H.’s hereditary right ; so, as a Citizen, he is “‘ free as the heir.”’ 


S 
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“ SIZING.” 


“** Sizing,’ is nowadays practised by some of the Lancashire 
millowners to an extent which is neither fair nor reasonable, and 
is distinctly calculated to injure the reputation of British Cot- 
ton-stuffs in the markets of the world.’’—Morning Post. 


Turis shows a state of trade extremely rotten : 

To Cotton-doctoring Punch cannot cotton. 

Even JoHN CHINAMAN is scarce so callow 

As to be diddled long by flour and tallow. 

Shame, Cotton-spinners? On your own confessing, 
‘* Fraudulent sizing ”’ is not ‘‘ needful dressing.” 
What constitutes true ‘‘shirtings’? ? Reason halts 
When powdered. spar, and deliquescent salts, 
Magnesium, and calcium, are meant, 

To the extent of seventy-five per cent. 

A British patriot does not like to think 

Of China clay, plus muriate of zinc, 

As making up the major part of sheeting ; 

Or of starch, Epsom Salts, and soda meeting 

In cotton-cloth. Who views with temper placid 
A blend of curd-soap and carbolic acid, 

French chalk and maize, dextrine and Irish moss, 
Meeting in ‘‘lining’”’ to the buyers’ loss ; 

Or putrid flour, palm-oil, and British gum 
Making of honest ‘‘ stuff ’’ the merest hum ? 
Punch must be down upon those Cotton-spinners, 
Who against British honour are such sinners ; 
Conspiring in a way, base as unwise, 

To lessen England’s greatness by her “‘ size,” 


ANOTHER Rival to the Grand Hotel at Charing Cross.— 
Verpi’s Grand Otell (O!!) at the Lyceum in July, 
started by M. H. L. Mayer er CIE. 


‘‘That Lovely Night in June!” 
(The Fourth at Eton.) 


THE QUEEN surveyed the boats. ‘‘The Monarch” gay 
Pursued ‘‘ the even ten-oar of its way,” 
With its own ‘‘ Sitter,” so called, Ill explain, 
Because he ‘‘ stands” a ten-oar for champagne — 
At least he should. I’ll write, to music choice, 
The Monarch Boat-song for a ten-oar voice. 

(Signed) Brocas Mi. Laureate, didit. 
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SCIENTIFIC ACCURACY. 


‘‘Bur wHY DO YOU WANT TO MARRY HER?”—‘‘ Because I Lovz HER!” 
‘*My DEAR FELLOW, THAT’S AN ExcusE—NOT A REASON!” 


= 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
SIXTEENTH EVENING. 


‘*] xNow a young policeman,” the Moon told Mr. Punch. ‘‘ He 
is extremely civil and obliging, but he has not been very long in the 
force. His beat lies in a highly 

fashionable and secluded district, 
and the other evening his services 
were called into request in a 
somewhat strange manner. He 
was going his rounds, and quite 
enjoying the clamp of his heavy 
boots on the pavement, when he 
came upon a gentleman and lady 
standing in great perplexity by 
= the area railings ot one of the 
WD houses, which was all dark and 
SY shut up. My beams shone clearly 
G) on the party: on the constable, 
=/Y) ho thought it incumbent upon him 
=A, to remember that he was a police- 
> Wy ZY oo sea adopt apes & soe: 

LZ / =z on the pretty pale face of the lady, 
Pile under whose furred cloak could iis 
seen the shimmer of her evening 
gown; on the gentleman, who was also in evening dress, and who 
seemed humorously annoyed at something, as he sought vainly in 
all his pockets. ‘ This is pleeeant, constable!’ he sald ; ‘come out 
without our latch-key!’ The young gees offered to ring and 
knock for them, but the lady would not hear of it. ‘It would 
frighten darling Lity so,’ she said, ‘and the poor child has been so 
feverish all day.’ She had such a sweet voice, and her eyes looked 
so large and so pathetic in my rays, that the young policeman felt 
himself becoming less official. ‘O Policeman,’ she said, ‘ can’t you 
think of anything? Fancy not tobe able to get into one’s own house! ’ 

| ‘The policeman reflected for a moment; it was so et hd to 
feel that this beautiful lady had such confidence in him. that. he 
‘naturally wished to show that he deserved it. At last he hit upon a 


lan. They were painting a house opposite, and the workmen had 
eft their wanes * perhaps, he suggested, if he fetched one, the 
upper windows might be found to have been left unfastened. 

“So the policeman and the gentleman brought the ladder between 
them, and, curiously enough, the upper window had been left un- 
fastened—which showed that the young constable knew something 
of the world. And presently I saw the gentleman go up and enter 
through the window, and then the lovely lady, after pressing a half- 
crown in the policeman’s palm eee with graceful timorousness 
to ascend. ‘ at fun it would be,’ I heard her say, with a music 
little laugh, ‘ supposing another policeman saw me now and took me 
for a burglar!’ ‘No fear o’ that, Ma’am,’ he answered, gallantly 
‘not when J’m at hand.’ Then she went up the ladder, higher an 
higher, till he could only see a dim grey form aloft, and then the 
window was cautiously closed, and the house was dark and still once 
more. The young policeman gazed up at it sentimentally ; a light 
shone in the upper room; he pictured the beautiful mother bendin 
over her sick child’s cot, and, reverently and tenderly, he remove 
the ladder which had been hallowed by her feet. 

‘“Suddenly it occurred to me that the couple who lived in that 
house were quite middle-aged people, and had no child to be feverish. 
I remembered now, too, that they had left home that very after- 
noon on a short visit. Could the lady and gentleman have mistaken 
the house? I think they must have done so, though it took them 
nearly an hour to find it out, for it was much later when I next saw 
them both come out by the little garden at the back, when the 
gentleman helped the lady over the wall into a side street. Hehada 
bag in his hand, which I had not noticed before, and she seemed to be 
carrying something under her cloak. I fancy they went out that 
way because they aid not like to trouble that obliging young con- 
stable a second time, which was a pity, because, as it happened, he 
was in front of the house at that very moment. His beat had brought 
him round there a second time, and he could not help stopping to 
glance up once more at the windows, where there was no longer any 
light to be seen. I heard him sigh and hum a little snatch of a song, 
rather out of tune, as he went clumping on his round, for it is quite 
a mistake to suppose that there is less human nature in policemen 
than in other people. And this was a very young policeman, too.” 
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“FRIGHTFUL CREATURES.”—Heraldry in Parliament. Dedicated to the First Commissioner of Works by Mr. Punch. 
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ESSENCE OF PARL!AMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


| House of Commons, Monday, May 27.—For swiftness, neatness 
and effectiveness, just rough enough, but not too rough, have heard 
nothing in Parliament better than PLUNKET’s tumbling-over to- 
f : night of GrorGE CAMPBELL, CAVENDISH-BENTINCK, that eminent 
ie resthete, brought forward question of the Griffins on the staircase in 
f + Westminster Hall, supplemented by_ question from J. Extis. 

5 PLUNKET answered with fine gravity, describing how some of the 
E, i qe sculptured animals represent heraldic supporters bearing arms of 
a pif ‘ Ricwarpd II., Epwarp III., and Queen Vicrorta, whilst in other 
parts of the building there are numerous examples of figures and 
“6 animals on newels of staircases and tops of pedestals ‘* both with and 
#4 without heraldic meaning.” Subject seemed, as PrunxKer said, ex- 
»7* — hausted by this elaborate reply, when up jumped Grorek CAMPBELL, 
always ready to putin word on any question from Camberwell to 
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-humouredly; roared in 
Above the moron CAN bho ts 

illy demanding whether Prunxer was himself *' responsible tor 
Eaittne these tearful creatures to be put up in Westminster Hall? 

Rather a rude question as it stands ; but nothing particular af coer 
only CAMPBELL’s pretty way. PLUNKET came back to table ; waite 
for uproar to subside, then, nodding and smiling pleasantly at Sir 
GrorGE, said, ‘‘I am not responsible for the fearful creatures either 
in Westminster Hall or in this House. : 

Bolt went straight home; CAMPBELL wriggled up, nervously 
nursing his expressive right knee; House roared with delighted 
laughter; CampsBeLt concluded that, on the whole, had perhaps 
better not interpose when PrunKEr in the lists. ; 

After this, House prepared itself for another evening with Scotch 
Members. Adjourned debate on Local Government Bill down as 
first Order; just when majority of Members were preparing to rush 
out, and air of resignation stealing over faces of Lorp ADvocaTE and 
Rircuiz, who must needs remain in place, Irish Members burst in ; 
raised debate on Luggacurran Evictions. O’BRrEn’s first appearance 
since release from prison. Once more face to face with BALFour. A 
striking contrast the two men, gaoler and prisoner; the one fair, 
débonnaire, smiling, reclining with languid grace on the Treasury 
Bench ; the other standing upright with clenched fist, set lips, pale 
face, flashing eyes, hoarse, passionate voice. Shut up for weeks and 
months, and now all the long-pent stream of wrath dashed down- 
ward like a cataract. Batrour bore it pretty well. Talk went on 
to dinner-time ; then Division, and Scotch business began. 

Business done.—More Scotch debate. 


Tuesday.—Tim’s back again. Been for some time in Ireland 
attending to his own business. Now comes to Westminster to look 
after nation’s. No opportunity for not 
knowing Tor Hkaty is in House when he 
once puts in an appearance. As GEORGE 
Curzon says, ‘“‘his voice is heard through 
rolling drums, that beat to battle where he 
stands.” Gave Homer SECRETARY a genuine 
start, by suddenly appealing to SPEAKER on 
matter of order, touching little dinner- 

arty MatrHEws gave on Saturday. What 

I really wanted was opportunity of publicly 
hitting out at RowLaANnD BLENNERHASSET, 
whose name cropped up before Special Com- 
mission as haying subscribed certain sums 
of money for dipenssoy by an energetic 
searcher after truth. BLENNERHASSET, other- 
wise of retiring disposition, takes no part in { 
public affairs; Tr longing to give him 
an Oliver for his Rowland. Difficulty how 
to do it? Chance unconsciously provided by 
innocent Home SECRETARY. Gave customary 
dinner in honour of QuseEn’s Birthday; 
invited among other friends the Judges on 
Special Commission and BLENNERHASSET. 

ere was Tim’s opportunity. Used it with 
superb gravity. Called SpraKenr’s attention 
to fact that, in addition to three Judges, one 
of the guests was Sir RowLanp BLENNER- 
HASSET, ‘a person implicated in the Picorr aoe 
forgeries.” ae 

That was what Tim wanted to say. In Tim ’s back. 
order to say it, framed question to SpEaxKzR, as to who had control 
over House and its precincts? SPEAKER obliged to answer, with 
equal gravity, that he had no control over gentlemen who came to 
dinner within precincts of House. Tim much obliged for reply, and 
business proceeded. 

‘““ Wasn’t sure at first I could manage it, Tony, dear boy,” Tru 
said, his honest face suffused with satisfaction. ‘‘But you see | 
managed it. Suppose I had got up in my place and said, ‘Sir 
RowLanD BLENNERHASSET is a person implicated in the Prcorr 
forgeries’ ; there would have been an awful uproar ; I should have 
been out of order; SPEAKER would have been down on me ; perhaps 
I would have been ‘ named’; and then where would I have been? 
But, you see, I wrap it up in a uestion, fire it off accidentally as 
as it were, the boys cheer and the thing’s done. Apart from BLENNER- 
HASSET, quite worth while doing to see how frightened MATTHEWS 
was when I alluded to him. For a bit of real sport, if you know 
how to manage it, give me the House of Commons,” 

Business done.—Vote on Account taken. 


Thursday.—Since Pirunxnr flashed forth his answer to GnrorgE 
CAMPBELL the other night about “ fearful creatures” in and out of 
House, has been a marked tendency on part of Ministers to sparkle 
at Question Time, Homer Srcrerany tried it to-night with GrorGE 
CAMPBELL again for subject. It seems that GroraE, taking his 
walks abroad, has exclusively enjoyed spectacle of cabs running over 
citizens, Would appear that, walking down from Southwell 


~_ 


Cathay. House now always takes him good 


simulated indignation. 
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d| come upon man, woman, or child under the 
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Gardens to Westminster, scarcely a Detea’ at which he did not 
oofs of a ruthless cab- 
horse. Lived in India some time; Juggernaut nothing to it. Home 
Secretary sits with arms folded, legs crossed, his face suffused with 
highly cultivated aspect of incredulity. 4 ee 
‘Are the police to stand by,” CAMPBELL insists, ‘‘and see cabs 
come up and knock persons down without interference or remon- 
strance? Will the Right Hon. Gentleman take up the subject ? 

No human impulse more natural, even in a Home SEcRETARY, than 
to take up a subject if he accidentally finds it knocked down by a cab 
ata street corner. But Marrarws a lawyer, accustomed to 
quibbles. : : 

‘There is,” he replied, ‘‘a statute in force. What handle is 
there, then, for taking up the subject ?” , : 

This posed CAMPBELL; not prepared for that way of looking at it. 
Time might come, if this sort of thing went unchecked, that no father 
of a family would go out in London streets without first providing 
himself with a handle by which he might be poke up when 
knocked down by acab. That time not yet arrived. Home SEcRE- 
TARY, took base advantage; House rudely laughed; CAMPBELL 
temporarily subsided. , 

Other answer was from ArTHUR BALFour. Questioned as to sale 
of lands in Ulster by London Companies, he said Cuartes LEwis 
had Motion on paper, which referred to subject; when it came on 
would discuss it. ‘ 

‘* But,” said Crancy, ‘‘Suppose this Motion never comes on; 
what does the Right Hon. Gentleman propose to do?” 

‘‘ When that eventuality occurs,” said Batrour, ‘‘I shall be 
ready to answer the question. os , ; 

A pretty answer this, imbued with the spirit of Philosophic Doubt. 
No one knows whether he quite meant what he said, or whether he 
accidentally stumbled on this deliciously round-about way of saying 
he would never answer question. Crowded House sat for a moment 

uzzled and silent; then there was a titter, ending in a roar of 
aughter ;: in which ARTHUR blushingly joined. 

Business done.—Scotch Local Government Bill read Second Time. 

Friday.—S8cotch business in the morning, Indian in the evening. 
The morning and the evening a dull day. 


LA VIE A LA ROOSE. 


THE art of prolonging life being, of course, a most interesting 
subject to everybody, Dr. Ronson RoosE whois always “‘ up to date,”’ 
Heals with it in the Fortneghtly for this month—still ably conducted 
by the open and frank Harris (not Drurroranvs of that ilk)—and 
treats his subject as well as he treats his patients, which is saying a 
great deal, but not too much. Here are some notes arising out of a 
careful perusal of his article which may be of use to him ona future | 
occasion, should he resume the subject. 

1.— Question. Are men or women the longer lived? Answer. We 
have all heard of Old Parr, but never of Old Ma. Perhaps one reason 
is that any allusion to a lady’s age is considered impolite. 

2.—Q. How to prolong life P—A. Live above Parr. 

3.—Q. ‘“ Three-score and ten’”’ is ‘‘accepted,” says Dr. R. R,, 
‘* pretty generally.” Are musicians long-lived ?—A. Yes, asa rule, 
because they live after they have completed several scores. 

. Is there any Longevity Association to which we can 
belong ?—A. The Eighty Club is the nearest approach to it. 

5.—Q. Is there anyone now living who was alive four centuries 
ago ?—A. Certainly. Four centuries ago were the Middle Ages. A 
number of middle-aged people still exist. ,*, This is a fact which, 
strangely enough, has escaped the Doctor’s notice. 

6.—Q. The Doctor recounts how one old woman, who never 
washed, but rubbed her face with lard, lived to 106. What rank in 
life was she?—.4. We should say she must have been addressed as 
‘© Miladi,” 

7.—Q. The Doctor is against ‘‘ tricycling” for old men. Why ?— 
A, Doctor is wrong here. For an old man who has completed one 
cycle, to go on to two cycles and up to three, cannot do him any 
possible harm. He will be a hale and hearty Tricyclinarian. 

8.—Q. Dr. Parker is quoted as recommending rice to old persons 
because of the starch in it. Would not a diet of nice white ties fresh 
from the washerwoman’s do equally as well?—A. Yes. The dish 
could be included in the vegetarian list, and called white arti- 
chokers. ' 

9.—Q. Rest is absolutely meme ak 

oh a 


. Can you suggest a form of 
diet or exercise, or both, which economise time by including 
simultaneous rest ?—A. Certainly. Goto a fishmonger’s and take 
forty winks. As for exercise ; quiet games are good, therefore ‘* Go 
Nap” as often as possible. 

Finally, Mr. Punch presents his compliments to Dr. R. R. and 
repeats Rip Van Winkle’s salutation, ‘‘ Here’s your health, and your 
family’s, and may you live long and brosber !” 
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CANTER!” 


AS BOUND T0 WIN:—THE OPPOSITION STABLE WASN’T IN iT!!” 


June 8, 1889,] 


“WON IN A CANTER!” 


A Cotnoauy on THE COURSE AFTER THE GREAT RAce. 


ScrnE—The Derby Course in the vicinity of the Judge’s 
Box. The Derby Winner, ** Naval Defence,” being 
led away. Crowd closes m, shouting; Mr. Judge 
Punch descends to congratulate the Owners of the 
Successful Horse, 

Crowd. Hooray! Hooray ! 

Sir W. H-re-rt (aside), Ah, 
A cana f 

s blatantly for any other fellow 
Who owned. the Pinter: 
Mr, M-rl-y (drily), Even for you, Sir Witr1aM! 
Sir WV, AES GRE Flatter myself in enterprise and skill, 
m 


shout, brave boys! You’d 


a 
Equal to S-1-sB-ry and his ‘‘ boy ” together. 
~M-LT-N with the crack, and such rare weather, 
Couldn’t help winning; in a real race . 
I doubt if he’d contrive to get a place. 
But, hang it all, their Stable has such luck. 


Lord Gr-nv-ile, Sugar-Loaf cut up badly in the ruck, 


Sir W. H-re-rt, Only their second string! Took at 
ord §.! 


His sorrel face melts sweetly at success 
So brilliant—and so easy. 
Ur, Judge P-nch (to Lord S.). Well, my Lord, 
Even a Judge impartial can afford 
Congratulations upon such a win. 
Naval Defence was certainly well in. 
Rather on the small side, perhaps; not quite 
The shape and size of one in the first flicht 
Of equine heroes ; still he quite outetrode 
ee that the other jockeys rode ; 
And romped in every inch a winner. 
Lord §-l-sb-ry, Yes! 
Yet we were scarcely cocksure of success. 
The horse had not filled out as some expected. 
ord CHARLES, for instance, fancied he detected 
Weediness and a slight peacocky action, 
Nor did I feel the fullest satisfaction 
With H-m-1r-n’s peculiar style of riding, 
Which sometimes checks a horse at its full striding, 
He’s not an ArcuER, GrorGiE,—but no matter ! 
Fancy this victory is like to shatter 
The other Stable’s prospects for the season. 
What can they do,—unless they trot out Treason ? 
And he is stale and short of work. Of course 
They may possess the great dark Irish horse 
They magnify mysteriously. If so, 
Let’s have him out and see how he can go! 
Mr, Judge Punch, Naval Defence, my Lord, was bound 


to win, 
Although he might not carry all your tin 
As you suggest, for in the rival Stable 
It is no secret there was nothing able 
To vanquish him, or even to extend him, 
For this race, anyhow. 
Mr. Ch-mb-ri-n. Fortune befriend him! 
As we have done, Lord H-rt-net-n and I. 
Lord S-l-sb-ry (bowing). Our dual providence ! 
Mr, Ch-mb-rl-n (aside), More mockery, 
My black-a-vised Cortolanus ! Well, 
We "ll see one day who is the bigger swell. 
Anon, perhaps your **dual providence”? 


** Dual Control” may be. 
Mr. G-sch-n Mugging himself). But for the expense 
I rather like this union of Stables, 


Our champion anyhow has turned the tables 
Upon the Hawarden-cum-Hibernia lot, 
GL-DsT-NE does look as though he’d caught it hot. 
(Which will please Jos.) As for icy -RN-LL, 
His countenance is cheerful as a charnel, 
While H-nc-27 like a (burst) captive balloon— 
Ha! ha!—seems vastly like descending soon. 
Wishes he’d joined us, doubtless, 
Lord H-rt-ngt-n. How they roar, 
he swarming cads! E’en racing gets a bore, 
Now the ho polloi take such interest in it, 
Mr, Gil-dst-ne. Crowing all round, I see! But wait a 
minute! 
Sir W. H-re-rt, A minute ? 
Mr, Gi-dst-ne, Well, a year, or maybe two, 
Sir W. H-re-rt, Oh, years are nothing to a youth like 
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OY SIZ 


Liz 


‘¢ Oh no, we never mention her! 
Her name is never heard!” 


SHE HAD BEEN TO THE STATE BALL—AND HER NAME WAS OMITTED IN EVERY 
List NEXT MORNING! ‘Is LIFE WortH Livine ?” 


But I confess that I should like to see 
A champion in our stables, my dear G. 
Fancy their winning with that three-legged crock! 
Whilst Jon, the renegade, can mouth and mock 
The bareness of our stalls, 
Mr, Gil-dst-ne. Ah, you must school 
Your soul to patience, WitLIAM mine. Home Rule 
s not so out of it as some suppose ; 
He’ll ‘‘ come again,” to G-scH-n’s shame—and Jor’s, 
Sir W. H-re-rt, Evergreen Hopeful ! 
Mr, M-ril-y. But, by Jove, he’s right; 
Though “‘ aged,” he will beat them out of one 
These cocky ‘‘ three year olds,” before he’s done. 
Lord R. Ch-rch-ll. By Jove,'the Stable’s having lots of fun, 
Naval Defence has brought them fame and pelf. 
I almost wish I’d Packt the brute myself ! ; 
Lord C, B-r-sf-rd. What did I tell you, Ranpom?  ‘* Back the Favourite ! ” 
Although the Stable did not quite behave aright, 
According to my notion. Only fault 
I find with them is that they seemed to halt. ; 
The crack was bound to win, if they would run him. 
But I maintain they should have had more on him ! [Left arguing, 


All the Difference. 


WHETHER women shall, or shall not, have the Parliamentary Suffrage, 
is regarded as ‘‘ a burning question ;”’ whether they should, or should not, 
have more than threepence for lining a pair of trousers, making nine 
buttonholes, and sewing on nine buttons, is not—saye by the poor souls 
who toil night and day for that pitiful pay. Well, this button business 
may not be ‘a burning question”—yet; but it'is certainly a burning shame.” 


Tue ALEXANDRA Patace.—Is it an Apey thought to have a Monkey Show? 
Should the London public be disappointe , 1ts monkey would be up, and the 
Alexandra would s ter. On Sunday, if fine, the A pes might be shown Monkey 
Island, or, by the kind permission of the noble owner, taken for a treat to 


you; _ | Apethorpe. 


[June 8, 1889. ° 
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FELINE AMENITIES. 


Proud Mother (piqued that her Child’s advances meet with no response from Fair Stranger). ‘‘ Way, BABY DEAR, THAT’S NOT YOUR GRANDMA ! 


ROBERT ON THE DARBY. 


Au, there was a time when I looked forrard for the Darby for 
weeks to come as one of the grandest days of the hole year, and now 
strange to say, I’m not a going. And why? Well, for sevra 
reasons. In the first place I don’t like the downs asI used to. I 
remember thinking last year that it was about the stickyest place 
when wet and the dustyest place when dry as ‘ever I seed. on’t 
remember as I used to care much about them little suckumstances 
years ago, but I spose as we gits more partickler the more older we 
grows. In the second place,—which by-the-by is ginerally where 
my favorit horse finds hisself at the hend of the race—I had sitch a 
dose of bad luck last year that I was afeard of repeating it. I didn’t 
care about telling my sad tail at the time, coz I finds as one never gits 
no simpathy on sitch sad ocasions but rayther plenty of charf and 
plenty of reticule, but as it’s now a hole year ago, I plucks up my 
currage and speaks out like a man. 

Well then, I had larst year, thro a sporting frend of mine, the 
werry stratest of strate tips, and, what’s remarkable strange, it 
come off all rite. I lade no less than one golden suyverain to three 
on the favorit and another golden suvverain to six on another favorit, 
and my fust favorit won and the second lost, so I was the app 
winner of two pound sterling. So in the pride of my art I too 
off Brown to Mr. Caretxss’s Dinner Booth and stood treat to a 
helegant reparst of cold foul, and am, and sallad, and beer, and 
thorowly we both enjoyed it, speshally me with my winnins a ging- 
nee my pocket, as it were. e then set off to find my 2 betting- 
book makers, and there was my winning better in his usual place, 
and he smiled as he seed me a passing by, and said, ‘* Better luck 
next time, Sir ; ave can’t allus win.’”’? To which I replied in my off- 
and manner, *‘ Oh, suttenly not.’ Thinking to myself, ‘‘ Ah, he 
little nose wot a stroke of luck I’ve had!” 

Presently I cums to my other betting book-maker’s place—but 
‘Oh what a site met my view!” as the poet says. There had evi- 
dently been some little misunderstandin, for the hole place was a 

rfeck reck! On inquiring of a werry remarkabel savage-looking 

tent a standing by, what it all meant, he told me the werry start- 
ling intelligence that the book-maker with who I had made my large 
-bet having lost a great deal more money than he cood 
posserbly pay, had been conwicted of being a mere swindling Welch- 


man, insted of ‘a honest Inglishman, as ewerybody had thort him to 
be, and so had bin chivied off the Course by a angry mob of his 
customers, who all discovered as they was all rayther large loosers, 
insted of werry large winners, as they had all fondly hoped as they 
was! Wot a dishcovery for a poor Waiter, who, aiter going 
through all the hagony of the prewlous two ours, and all the dre 
xcitement of the acshal five minets, finds hisself proclaimed by the 
Humpire as a prowd winner, and then, when he cums for his farely 
wun money, insted of receiving back his one golden suvverain as he 
had laid, and his three golden suvverains as he had won, finds hisself 
defrauded of all four by a swindling Welshman, and has to seek his 
disconsolate home a looser of two pounds sterling, insted of a winner 
of the same respectabel sum. I don’t beleeve as all Welshmen can 
be alike in this respect, for it does so happen as my own Mother was 
wun, and in course she produced me, which is a pritty good proof of 
what I says, for I am not ony pussonally the wery Sole of Honner, 
but I regards cheating with the werry heels of contempt. | 

I took care to red my true story a secret larst year, being rayther 
ashamed of it, if the plane truth must be spoke; but as the Poet 
says, ‘* Distance takes the sting from out the view,” and my 
xperience may ee a holesome warning to other Noble Sportsmen, 

ike myself, and then my four lovely golden suvverains will not have 
been alltogether lost in wane; though I suttenly,do hope as the 
werry next xampel will be kin y purwided by sum one jest a leetle 
more abel to afford that sumwhat xpensive luxury, than a mere 
umbel Waiter, tho’ he does happen for to be a Hed ’un. 

It must be a werry nice thing for to be abel to set a good xampel, 
and to be werry libral to the Pore, and setterer, when you has plenty 
of money, thowsands and thowsands a year, and don’t missit. It’s 
sumthink like a werry old Gent a being werry wirtuous, or a werry 
ugly old Maid being werry ditto. I remembers when I was at our 
Parish Skool I used to be offen kaned for bad spellin, but then our 
Caning Master had bin at it all his life, and cood spell amost ewery- 
think, so how cood he xpect me to spell like him, and the nateral 
consequens was as I never quite suckseeded in being a remarkabel 
good speller, tho of coarse I’ve greatly ae sence then, and 
after all I don’t kno, so long as peeple knos what you means, as it’s 
of werry much consequents how you spells it. ROBERT. 


Porice Motrro.—The ‘' Monro”? Doctrine.—‘' No Cards.” 


J eee ee 


Coe ere Ee T TE.’ 
How he will be played—shortly. 


MONSIEUR, Offices of the Athletic Congress, Paris. 
I am overwhelmed with my gratitude to you and to the 
generous dignitaries, the Chancellors of your Universities, the Heads 


£ your great Public Seminaries and the Principal of your renowned 
— Mary-le-bone College Club 


for the information they have 
given me concerning ‘* Le 
Cricquette,” your unique 
National game, and I thank 
you in the name of my Com- 
mittee for your present of im- 

lements,—/es wickettes, le 
Sole de canon, les gros bois 

—SS (the batsman’s weapons), le 
cuirasse pour les jambes de Longstoppe, and-other necessaries for the 
dangers of the contest that you have so kindly forwarded for our 
inspection. But most of all are we indebted to you for sending over 
a ome team of your brave professionals to play the match against our 
Parisian ‘‘ onze,” for you rightly conjectured that by our experience 
of the formidable game in action, we should be able to judge of its 
risks and dangers, and after mature investigation be able so to revise 
and ameliorate the manner of its playing as to bring it into har- 
mony with the taste and feeling of the athletic ambition of the rising 
generation of our young France. ; 

A Match has taken place as you will see by ‘‘Le Score” sub- 
joined, which I enclose for your inspection. It was not without its 
fruits. It disclosed to us, as you will remark, by referring to 
‘Le Score” very practically the dangerous, and I must add, the 
murderous capabilities that ‘‘Le Cricquette” manifestly possesses. 
Our Revising Committee has already the matter in hand, and when 
their report is fully drawn up, I shall have much satisfaction in 
forwarding it to you. Meantime, I may say, that the substitution 
of a light ince ball of silk, or some other soft material for the deadly 
‘boule de canon” as used by your countrymen, has been decided 
upon as absolutely necessary to deprive the game of barbarism, and 
harmonise it with the instincts which Modern and Republican France 
associates with the pursuit of a harmless pastime. Les _wickettes, 
as being too small for the Bowlsman to reach them, should be raised 
to six feet high, and the Umpire, a grave anomaly in a game 
cherished by a liberty-loving people, should be instantly suppressed. 
The ‘‘overre” too, should consist of sixteen balls. But this and 
many other matters are under the consideration of the Committee. 
I now, subjoin ‘‘ Le Score” I mentioned, a brief perusal of it will 
show you what excellent grounds the Committee have for making 
the humanising alterations at which I have hinted. 


ALL FRANCE y. AN ENGLISH ’OME-TEAM. 
Att FRANCE, 


M. ve Borssy (struck with murderous force on the front of his fore- 
head by the boule de canon, and obliged to retire), b. JonEs- 
JOHNSON . : : : ‘ ; é : ; : ; 

M. Navpin (hit on his fingers, which are pinched blue with the 
boule de canon, and incapacitated), b. JoNES-JOHNSON , i 

Le Marquis de CarovusEt (receives a blow from the boule de canon 
on the front bone of his leg, and is compelled to relinquish the 
contest), b. JONES-JOHNSON . ; : ; ; ; : 

M. Busson (receives a severe contusion of the cheek-bone from the 
boule de canon, which is delivered with murderous intent by a 
swift ‘‘ round-and bowlsman’”’), b. JONES-JOHNSON. : ; 

Lé: General Grex (hits his three wicketies into the air, in a 
daring attempt to stop the boule de canon with his batsman’s 
club), b. JonES-JOHNSON . Se i ‘ ; f : ‘ 

Le Duc de Szprracss (has his pince-nez shattered to atoms by the 
boule de canon, and, being unable to see, withdraws from the 
‘‘innings’’), b. JonES-J OHNSON ; : : 3 ‘ ‘ 

M. Carrtton, M. le Docteur Grrori&é, Le Professeur d’ Equitation 
(all the three being given, in turn, ‘‘ out, legs in front of the 
wickette,” leave the ground to arrange a duel with the Umpire), 
b. JonEs-JOHNSON . : : ° : : : : : 

M. de Monrmorency (on reaching the wickette and seeing the 
terrible approach of the boule de canon, has a shivering fit 
which obliges him to sit down), b. Jonzs-JoHNsoN . é : 

M. Jorimots, coming in last, triumphantly avoids the ‘‘ overre,” 
and is, in consequence, not out. 


THE EnGiisH ’OME-TEAM. 
JONES-JOHNSON, not out : 
Brown-Smiru, not out 


- So the game stood at the end of the fifth day, when, spite al 
efforts of PAN France,” even to the putting on eiatines a leas 
at once, it was found impossible to take even one of the ‘‘’Ome-team ” 
wickettes. Yet the contest was maintained by the ‘‘ Out-side” with 
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a wonderful heroism and élan, for though by degrees, in nobly 
attempting to stop the flight of the boule de canon as it sped on its 
murderous course, driven by the furious and savage blows of the 
batsmen in all directions over the field, the fieldsmen, one by one, 
struck in the arms, legs, head, and back, began to grow feeble under 
their unceasing blows and contusions, still one and all from the 
‘‘Tong-leg-off? to the indomitable ‘‘ Longstoppe,” faced the 
dangers of their situation with a proud smile, indicative of the noble 
calm of an admirable spirit. So, Monsieur, the game, which was 
not finished, and which, in consequence, the Umpire, with a 
chivalrous generosity, announced as ‘‘ drawn,” came to its conclu- 
sion. You will understand, from the perusal of the above, the 
direction in which my Committee will be likely to modify the rules 
of the game, and simplify the apparatus for playing it, so as to give 
your ‘‘ Criquette” a chance of finding itself permanently acclima- 
tised in this country. Mes; 

Accept, Monsieur, the assurance of my most distinguished 
consideration, 

Tre SECRETARY OF THE Paris ATHLETIC CONGRESS. 


COUNTY-COUNCILDOM. 
(From the Note-Book of Mr. Punch’s Young Man.) 


May 27th.—It is with regret that I find myself once more in the 
Council Chamber, where I have listened to so many dreary debates. 
I had hoped that I should have been able to give the London County 
Councillors a long rest. But Fate, represented by that distinguished 
warrior, Colonel Howarp Vincent (late Lieut. Royal Welsh 
Fusiliers), has decided against it. There is a large assembly present, 
all more or less politely thirsting for the gallant Colonel-Lieu- 
tenant’s blood. I regret to say that the hero does not look very 
heroic. He is dreeaeal in mufti, which is unnecessary, as he might 
have made quite an effective costume out of his (so to speak) Official 
Wardrobe. Surely he could have found in it a Barrister’s wig, a 
Fusilier’s bearskin, a Berkshire Militiaman’s sword-belt and sash, a 
Constable's staff, a Central London Ranger’s overalls, a Queen’s 
Westminster pair of gaiters, and the Mess jacket and vest (now, 
perhaps, a trifle small) of a Sandhurst Cadet. Over this tasty 
combination-uniform the gallant Colonel-Lieutenant might have 
worn his badge of the Bath, in addition to the stars proper toa 
Knight of the Crown of Italy and the German Crown. As it is, the 
hero, in spite of the extreme intelligence which habitually charac- 
terises his highly intellectual features, seems a trifle insignificant. 
‘* Mister’? RosEBERY, whose wrongs are too deep for words—has he 
not wandered about, looking unsuccessfully for fire-engines, and the 
Prince and Princess of WALEs on the previous Saturday r— coldly 
calls upon the Colonel-Lieutenant to rise in his place. 

Then the hero makes a statement, which clearly proves that he 
does not know—in spite of his career at Sandhurst, his service in the 
foval Welsh Fusiliers, his appointment to the Royal Berkshire 
Militia, his command in the Rangers and Queen’s Westminsters, his 
call to the Bar, his Directorship of Criminal Investigations, and his 
entrance to the Paris Faculté de Droit—how to occupy ground to 
keep a space clear for the manceuvring of troops. Immediately the 
gallant Colonel-Lieutenant sits down, Sir WALTER DE Souza (a 


0 Pensiemian who, according to Dod, was knighted in recognition of 


is charity), moves a vote of censure, which is seconded * with 


pleasure,” by WHITELEY’s Rival, Mr. Barker. Then, after some 


0} eloquence that appropriately may be styled Rorron, Mr. Propyn 


Cevetn and chemist) rushes to the assistance of his chief, and 
explains, in tones of thunder, what happened in his ‘‘ immediate 


0} front.” Upon this Mr. Boutnots (practically ‘‘ the Pride of Maryle- 


bone and its Neighbourhood ”’) moves that the Council shall proceed 
to the next business. A division follows, and the numbers are equal. 


0} ‘* Mister” RosEBERY is asked to give a casting vote, but possibly 


remembering a walk through a crowd of roughs with two littl 
children in kilts on either side of him, ramets refuses. Then 


0| comes a division, and the Colonel-Lieutenant, by a Majority of five, 


is ‘‘ saved—saved—saved ”’ from censure! 
Upon this, Earl Compron (who I fear the Patriot Burns would not 
consider on this occasion quite so unbloated as usual) asks whether 


0|the Council intends to apologise to their Royal Highnesses the 


Prince and Princess of Waxs. This is too much for the refined 
and popular Representative of Battersea and Clapham, who, in 


0} silvery accents, intimates his intention, if such a resolution be put, 


of moving an amendment to it. But ‘‘ Mister’? RosEBERY inter- 
poses, and declares the incident at an end. It being now decided that 
the gallant, learned, and Foreign-Knightly Colonel-Lieutenant is 


| not (at any rate for the moment) to be either executed on Tower 


Hill, or confined in the deepest dungeon beneath the Castle’s moat, 
the proceedings became comparatively uninteresting. So I leave the 
County Councillors to their own devices (which, by the way, include 
a design for the Common Seal, which has merited ‘‘ Mister’? Rosx- 
BERY’S recommendation) until their labours are suspended for a. 
season by the approach of the Whitsuntide Recess. 
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MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 
No. V.—TuEe AmAtory EPpisopic. 


Tue history of a Singer’s latest love—whether fortunate or other- 
wise—will always command the interest and attention of a Music-Hall 
audience. Our example, which is founded upon the very best 
precedents, derives an additional piquancy from the social position 
ot the beloved object. Cultivated readers are requested not to 
shudder at the rhymes. JDfr. Punch’s Poet does them deliberately 
and in cold blood, being convinced that without these somewhat 
daring concords, no ditty would_have the slightest chance of satisfy- 
ing. the great ear of the Music-Hall public. 

he title of the Song is :— 


MASHED BY A MARCHIONESS, 
The Singer should come on correctly and tastefully attired 


swain suffering from love-sickness. 


melancholy. 
I’ve lately sone and lost my ’art—and where you’ll never guess— 
I’m regularly mashed upon a lovely Marchioness ! 
’T was at a Fancy Fair we met, inside the Albert ’All ; 
So affable she smiled at me as I came near her stall ! 
Chorus—Don’t tell me Belgravia is stiff in behaviour ! 
She’d an Uncle an Earl, and a Dook for her Pa— 
Still there was no starchiness in that fair Marchioness, 
As she stood at her stall in the Fancy Bazaar! 


At titles and distinctions once I’d ignorantly scoff, 

As if no bond could be betwixt the Tradesman and the Toff ! 
T held with those who’d do away with difference in ranks— 
| But that was all before I met the Marchioness of Manx! 

* Chorus—Don’t tell me Belgravia, &c. 


A Home was being started by some kind aristo-crats, 

For orphan kittens, born of poor, but well-connected, cats ; 

And of the swells who planned a Féte this object to assist, 

The Marchioness of Manx’s name stood foremost on the list. 
Chorus—Don’t tell me Belgravia, &e. 


I never saw a smarter hand at serving in a shop, 
For every likely customer she caught upon the ’op ! 
And from the form her Ladyship displayed at that Bazaar 
(With enthusiasm)—You might have took your oath she’d been 
brought up behind a bar! 
Chorus—Don’t tell me Belgravia, &c. 


In vain I tried to kid her that my purse had been forgot, 

She spotted me in ’alf a jiff, and chaffed me precious hot ! 

A sov. for one regaliar she gammoned me to spend. 

‘You really can’t refuse,” she said, ‘‘E’ve bitten off the end!” 
Chorus—Don’t tell me Belgravia, &c. 


| ‘“Do buy my crewel-work,” she urged, ‘‘it goes across a chair, 
You'll find it come in useful, as I see you ile your air!” 
So I ’anded over thirty bob, though not a coiny bloke. 
1 couldn’t tell a Marchioness how nearly I was broke! 
Spoken—Though I did take the liberty of saying : ‘* Make it fifteen 
bob, my Lady!” But she said, with such a fascinating look—I can 
see it yet!—‘‘Oh, I’m sure you’re not a ’aggling kind of a man,” 
she says, ‘‘ you haven't the face for it, And think of all them pore 
fatherless kittings,” she says; ‘‘ think what thirty bob means to 
them !” says she, glancing up so pitiful and tender under her long 
eyelashes at me. Ah, the Radicals may talk as they like, but—— 
Chorus—Don’t tell me Belgravia, &c. 


A rafile was the next concern I put my rhino in: ; 

The prize a talking parrot, which I didn’t want to win. 

Then her sister, Lady Tansy, showed a painted milking stool, 

And I bought it—though it’s not a thing I sié on as a rule. 
Spoken—Not but what it was a handsome article in its way, too, 

—had a snow-scene with a sunset done in oil onit. ‘‘It will look 

lovely in your chambers,” says the Marchioness ; ‘‘it was ever so 

much admired at Catterwall Castle!” It didn’t look so bad in my 

three-pair back, I must say, though unfortunately the sunset came 

off on me the very first time I happened to set down on it. Still 

think of the condescension of painting such a thing at all! 

Chorus—Don’t tell me Belgravia, &c. 


The Marquis kept a-fidgeting and frowning at his wife, 

For she talked to me as free as if she’d known me all my life! 
I felt that I was in the swim, so wasn’t over-awed, 

But ’ung about and spent my cash as lavish as a lord! 

Spoken—It was worth all the money, I can tell you, to be chatting 
there across the counter with a real live Marchioness for as long as 
ever my funds would ’old out. They’d have held out much longer, 
only the Marchioness made it a rule never to give change — she 


in a suit | 
of loud dittoes, a startling tie, and a white ‘‘ pot” hat—the | 
orthodox costume (on the Music-Hall stage) of a middle-class | 
The air should be of the 


couldn’t break it, she said, not even for me. I wish I could give } 
you an idea of how she smiled as she made that remark; for the 
fact is, when an aristocrat does unbend— well,—— 

Chorus—Don’t tell me Belgravia, &e. 


Next time I meet the Marchioness a-riding in the Row, 

I’ll ketch her eye and raise my ’at, and up to her 1’ll go, 

(With sentiment)—And tell her next my ’art I keep the stump of 

She sold me on the ’appy day we ’ad at her Bazaar! [that cigar 
Spoken—And she’ll be pleased to see me again, J know! She’s 

not one of your stuck-up sort ; don’t you make no mistake about it, 

the aristocracy ain’t ’alf as bloated as people imagine who don’t know 


em. Whenever I hear parties running ’em down, I always say :— 


Chorus—Don’t tell me Belgravia is stiff in behaviour, &c. 


A CASTLE IN SPAIN AT WEST KENSINGTON. 


Leavine the Sunny South, where the chesnut-trees blossom, and | 


t e- ‘the Alhambra, with its thousand lights, bounding brothers and 
conventional jog-trot and jingle order, chastened by a sentimental | brilliant signoritas playing on their gay cigarettes, basks in the 


golden land of Leicestero EL Squaro, I 
came to West Kensington. I had been 
asked —O nommo del tobacco!—to be 
resent, at the inauguration of the Spanish 

xhibition. Had I my wish, I would 
have preferred to have watched Toreador 
as, singing on the boards of a Theatro el 
Gusarrisso, he expressed his Italian con- 
tento. But, out of a feeling of haughty 
nationality—for we sons of the due South 
are as proud as the eagles who peck at our 
a: | sherry-giving grapes 1 thought it my 
Heir duty to support the great show of the 
Wiis Wp products of my native land. I was greeted 
Re U8 1/7) at the Welcome Club (an Institution that 
Wy yy reminded me not a little of Madrid and 
‘Wp Barcelona, combined with a dash of 
UP he ¥ Dorado, and summits of the merry 
a Pyrenees), and was regaled with some of the 
dishes of my own dear land. Many of these were accompanied by a 
vegetable called El potato, which I found to be simply excellent. 
But enough of this. Let me paint a picture of the great Spanish 
Exhibition—a picture that has never had its equal. 

Imagine an enormous Arcade filled with every possible production 
of Spain. Imagine thousands and thousands of gaily decked booths 
erected for the sole purpose of exploiting the merits of Spanish 
Liquorice. Imagine again thousands and thousands of beautiful 
counters groaning under the weight of a wealth of Spanish onions— 
onions so good, so strong, that they draw tears from the eyes of 
myriads of pleasure-seekers! Imagine tambourines, and tomatoes, 
and olives! Imagine all this, and you still have but the faintest im- 
pression of the real contents of the Spanish Exhibition. 

Imagine a fleet of Spanish boats, that would create surprise even 
on the silvery bosom of the gentle Guadalquivir. Imagine an 
enormous magazine of arms, with blades from Toledo, and old 
armour from the stores of the street known as El Wardour. 
Imagine once again, pictures of the most startling magnificence, 
Imagine Vanpyck at his best, and VELAsqueEz at his more than best, 
to say nothing of Pears Ex Soaro in the more inspired of his 
publicity-seeking moments! Imagine all this, and throw in more— 
such as local colouring and poetic sentiment—and yet you have not 
quzte got the Spanish Exhibition ! 

Imagine a bull-fight. Imagine the Matadors and the gaily- 
dressed Cavaliers of the Circus. Imagine Spanish music of the most 
admirable kind, headed by the Bando El Gardo, conducted by Lieu- 
tenant DAN EL GopFREYDO. Imagine the original Electrie Light 
discovered by CorumBus, ages before gas was invented by Gasco DE 
Gama. Imagine a fairy scene of wonderment and delight, with its 
gay lamps and illuminations, resembling El Vauxhallo de Cremorna. 

Imagine every possible distraction—theatres, concerts, cuts from 
the joint, drinks, dioramas, and earthquakes of Lisbon—and yet you 
have not imagined everything. Fancy picture galleries miles long, 
conservatories full of the choicest plants, lakes without equal at 
Windermere or Switzerland, and mountains that resemble as little 
Primrose Hill as they do the Alps. 

Imagine all this, and much more (or less), and you yet have to 
imagine the contents of the Spanish Exhibition ! 

(Signed) Don ONION THE HipArco. 


Gye 


Sirver SHEEN.—Last Thursday Sheen was en féte for the Silver 
Wedding of the Comte and Comtesse de Parts. Many of the visitors 
were there for the first time, ‘‘not in a pays de connaissance,” 
observed the witty and venerable Marquis de Virux-CaLEMBOUR, 
‘for it might as well have been Un Voyage en Sheen.” 
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Michael, ‘‘You DID, Sorr.” 


g 
1 


TRUSTWORTHY AUTHORITY. 


Host. ‘‘ MICHAEL, DIDN’T I TELL YOU TO DECANT THE BEST CLARET?” 
Host. ‘‘BuT THIS ISN’T THE BEST.” 
Michael, ‘‘No, SorR; BUT IT’S THE BEST YOU ’VE GoT!” 


( "4 \ 


Hoy, 
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“TO THE WEST!” 


NEw GLADSTONIAN VERSION. 


[Mr. GLapsrone, during the Whitsuntide recess, will con- 
duct a political campaign in Devonshire and Cornwall.] 


G. O. M. sings :— 


To the West, to the West for a Whitsuntide spree, 
Where Devon and Cornwall jut out to the sea, 
Where the tired G. O. M. if he’s willing to toil, 
May hope to ingather political spoil. 


Where meetings are scarce, where my generous host 

My aid at political fireworks will boast, ; 

Where the mobs will exult whilst I spout, scorning rest ; 
Away, far away, to the land of the 


To the West, to the West, where my speeches will flow 
Like rivers of words, spreading wide as they go ; 
Where Weymouth and Dartmouth shall stir at my call, 
And Torquay and Plymouth keep rolling the ball. 


Where the steam-yacht of kind Mrs. ELiot YorxKE, 
The Garland, sh 
Till Tintagel’s truth I shall put to the test ; 
Away, far away to the crowds of the West! 


To the West, to the West; there are votes to be won, 
There ’s Home Rule to clear up, lots of work to be done. 
I’ll try it, I’ll do it; I’ll never despair 

Whilst I’ve breath to orate or a moment to spare. 


Poor Pat’s independence my labours shall buy, 

Though CHAMBERLAIN swears that the game’s all my eye 
Away, boys, away, let us hope for the best, 

And fight for Home Rule in the land of the West! 


est ! 


watt me away to my work. 


Happy THoueut. — Dear Sir, I have been looking 
about everywhere for an ep 
set up my Educational Esta 
sition to Dr. SwisH’s Academy at Birchington. 
decided on going North, and settling at 
Please, let all parents know this. 


ropriate place where I may 
ishment for Boys, in oppo- 
I have 
iddle Wallop. 
Yours, Dr. Brrcu. 


Hr! H1!!—Colonel Maprxson’s Acting Manager, Mr. 
uitted him. Does this mean N 

The Colonel ought to see his way better now than 
before, with only one Hvy to look after everything. 


rices f 


o Huy 
e did 


PER-VARSITY. 


** Hereafter no Student can matriculate in the 
University of the Pacific, at San José, California, 
who uses tobacco in any form.”’— Evening Pauper. 


Tis sad the Yankee Undergrad 
Should be debarred his baccy ; 
And forced to rank his “ Head” a “crank,” 
And all his Tutors cracky ; 
Yet that’s the dismal case in the 


Pacific Universitee. 


The modest cigarette is banned ; 
They ’ve quite tabooed cigars ; 
And naughty triers of secret briars 
Are sent home to their Ma’s; 
They rusticate like mad from the 

Pacific Universitee ! 


**Cut Cavendish !’’—the Dons exclaim. 
** Havy-ana weeds you mustn’t! 
What? ‘Nicotine assauge the spleen ?’ 
Oh, trust us that it doesn’t! ” 
A real ‘‘ un-weeded garden,” the 
Pacific Universitee ! 


** Pale students are made pale by pipes,” 
Pe So say San José doctors ; 
All College men to rest by ten 
Must go,” chime in the Proctors. 
ey go—and smoke in bed in the 
Pacific Universitee ! 


Of Greek you may know less than ought, 
Latin less than you oughter, 
Be very rude, give ‘‘ wines,” get screwed, 
d then ‘‘screw up” up the Porter : 
Smoking ’s the only ‘* Vice” in the 
Pacific Universitee! 


KP NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or 
in no case be returned, not 
there will be no exception, 


Contrisutions, whether MS., Printed Matter, 
even when accompanied by a Stamped and Address 


By boycotting the ‘‘ men’s” cigars 
They ’ve made a dreadful ’ash ; 
This pedant’s joke may ‘‘end in smoke, ’ 
But not in fame—or cash ; 
Such is our Birdseye view of the 
Pacific Universitee.' 


Oh, English Alme Matres, pray 
Don’t imitate San José ; 
A fragrant weed is good indeed 
When intellects feel dosey. 
There ’ll be no Undergrads in the 
Pacific Universitee! 


LADIES AND LOGIC. 


Lapy HarpMan, Hon. Secretary of the 
Ladies’ Grand Council of the Primrose 
League, speaking at the annual meeting of 
the Upminster Habitation,—is reported to 
have said, that ‘‘not for the wealth of all 
the Indies would she consent to enter into 
public life and political strife.”” This savours 
strongly of the ‘‘self-denying ordinance.” 
Only one wonders in that case what are the 
functions of the Primrose League, which, if 
it does not enter into ‘‘ political strife,” has 
certainly been undeservedly complimented 
by Grand-Master Satispury, and others. 
Lady HarpMan ‘‘trusted that the Dames of 
the Primrose League would never be con- 
fused in their minds with those ladies who 
entered into contested elections and mingled 


themselves in the strife of Party politics.” |C 


(Applause.) Contested elections! Party 
olitics! Dear, dear, and the world had 
een supposing that the Primrose League 


was a Conservative organi and that 
its Dames were remarkably active in canvas- 
sing and its kindred duties at election times ! 

h, what a surprise! Perhaps, after all, the 
lady-beloved League, with its 800,000 
members, its Habitations, its badges, its 
Tory flatterers and Radical defamers, is only 
a great pastoral association for the culture 
of Primroses ! 

A little later, however, Lady HarpMan 
seems— mark, Punch only says seems /—to let 
the political cat out of the Primrose bag. 
‘* The League was an educational movement, 
designed to counteract the inaccuracies—if 
they liked to use a stronger word she should 
not object—of the other side.” The other 
side! Why that spoilsitall. Arcadia vanishes 
at once, and the Primrose path becomes a party- 
road instanter. The trail of the Caucus is over 
it all. “* The Knights of the Primrose League 
had to fight, not with the lance of the olden 
time, but with the poisoned darts of gross in- 
accuracies and misrepresentation.” This 
sounds equivocal,—but let that pass. Only is 
there no ‘‘ political strife,” no party mili- 
tancy here? What more could a Lady of the 
naughty Liberal Federation itself do? Alas 
for the pastoral peacefulness of the Primrosers! 
The League may be ‘‘an educational move- 
ment,” but biaetly in the direction of teaching 
logic to ladies. 


SHAKSPEARE ON THE SuGar Bounties 
ONVENTION. — A ‘certain Convocation of 
politic Worms.” —Hamiet, Act IV., Scene 3. 


Scarcety A Dums AnimaAr.—A ‘ Roarer.” 


Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
ed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


To this rule 


June 15, 1889.] 


TO CALAIS AND BACK BY PEN AND PENCIL. 


Mr. Puncu, tHe Most REspPEcren, 
; Wuewn I told you how I wished to see the beautiful France 
to inaugurate the harbour of Calais, you replied, ‘‘ Do so, BARKINS.”? 


When 


said I was an exile from a country I love like a mother— 
my female parent! — 
‘| that were I to return (to 


music), I should be arrested, 
and perhaps (oh, horrible !) 
be expelled! you suggested, 
‘¢ Then st not go in dis- 
guise?” It was a grand 
idea! I love all that is of 
Se the theatre! Still I hesi- 
> tated! I questioned you 
once again. ‘*‘ What dis- 
guise?’? Once more you 
were ready with an answer 
—*You might go as a 
Member of the Punch 
Staff.” Itrembled! How 
could I undertake such a task—such a responsibility P You continued 
—‘‘ You will find it easy enough—you are already considered comic.” 

So I started. I was full of amusing anecdotes (ancient and 
modern), and wore my best smile. We left the Victoria Station at 
half-past ie od train carrying a most distinguished freight. 
There were high Government officials and authors, but, above all, 
there were those admirable gentlemen, the Commander-in-Chief of 
the Continental Traffic, and the Secretary of State for London, 
Chatham, and Dover Affairs. As we passed the various stations, 
en route, I fancy I noticed the poe tremble with emotion as 
they recognised us. I motioned to them not to leave their work— 
to cheer us—as I considered that a display of good-will at such 
a time, although Bee een, might cause an accident. 

On our arrival at Dover, we were conducted, with every sign 
of rejoicing, to the Calais-Douvres. This is the magnificent new 
steamer of the L. C. & D. R., and worthily replaces its namesake, 
the wonderful Siamese twin-vessel that, it will be remembered, was 
always at the service of passengers subject to mal de mer—except 
in rough weather! In rough weather the old Calais-Douvres very 
wisely remained at home. Our voyage was uneventful. Amongst 
our number on board was a distinguished Member of the House of 
Peers, who by an oversight had neglected to bring his robes with 
him (he had even forgotten the box alee his travelling coronet!) 
and who, consequently elected to keep in the back ound. felt, 
that my countrymen would pardon this noble self-effacement—when 
they understood that of course Englishmen cannot forget that the 
loss of Calais caused the gravest regret to an illustrious ancestress 
of Her present Majesty. The commemoration of the French Reyolu- 
tion cannot be officially recognised, nor can the cession of Calais by 
England to France ! 


As the Calais-Douvres reached its destination 


0 
hi 


ON esthe z 


A Menace to * La Perfide Albion.”’ 


(in admirable time) 


OW. 


my heart increased its pulsations. I nearly fainted with emotion as 
I noticed there was a new buffet. Would it be safe to land? I would 
risk it! As the Representative of the noblest form of Literature, I 
was soon eating and drinking all that was of the best. Fearing 
to be recognised (although my proceedings did not appear to cause 
surprise) 1 returned on board shortly after the déjewner, and awaited 
the visit of the President. But first, we had a procession. It was 


led by a dispatch-boat occupied {by M. Cannor, and followed by a‘ 


VOL, XCYI, 
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second dispatch-boat, then came some torpedo vessels (representing | 
the French Navy) then sample vessels from the Railway Companies. 
One of the latter—the Albert Victor belonging to the 8. E. R.— 
seemed to me to get out of hand and would stroke the quay with her 
paddle-box. I could not see those on board, but felt intuitively 
that this {proceeding must have given great delight to Sir Enwarp 
and his ever genial colleague S’ Myrus—I beg pardon, I should say 
Sir Myzxs. As the President passed, there was a little cheering 
which sounded to me as if it came from British throats. We watched 
the procession as it disappeared and then after an hour’s pause we 
noticed a crowd approaching. Tt was headed by M. Cannot. After 
a careful (and probably exhaustive) inspection of the resources of 
the new Railway Station, the crowd emerged from a walting-room, 
and made for the Calais-Douvres. This was the supreme moment 
of my day! The President (such a President! not even in a cocked 
hat and on foot !) attended by his Generals (such Generals !—were I 
at the Bureau de la Guerre | would——but stay, I must dissemble), 
came on board. Sir SypNEY WATERLOW, the D.C. of the L. C. & 
D. R., received him. Mr. Wi11amM Forses bowed. I whos eak to 
you, concealed my face! I smiled grimly as I saw M. Carnot 
shudder and grow paler than ever, as he noticed the preparations 
in some of the cabins for what you call ‘‘ dirty weather.” Ah! this 
President! he is no sailor! His suite were dressed de rigueur— 
ibus, evening clothes, and an umbrella! He did not recognise me ! 
hen I remembered that I was hidden in the personality of a 
member of the Staff of Punch, and laughed! Who would not laugh 
at such a sight? The pro- (oe 
cession—the President, the | SAP 
Generals (such Generals !), ob 3 
the bouquet-bearer (such a _) 
bouquet!), the gentilhommes. | : 
in evening dress (such even- 
ing dress!) — once more, (gz 
vanished. I was not known A\ & 
—I was not denounced! I 
was saved! =. Wy 
In the evening I assisted (OQ 
at the Banquet. It was \\ 
very good. dream—not 
followed by a nightmare ! aS 
Ns ee nage Some ae New Version of the “ Pas de Calais.” 
that I returned in perfect safety to England. And yet I must add 
this: In spite of the necessity of concealing my identity ; in spite 
of whatever may have been the blandishments of that grand old 
farceur, Sir Witrrip Lawson (who was on board the Calais- 
Douvres); in spite of the disappointment of “not having the 
opportunity of choosing a second horse at a circus—I did mot return 
disguised in liquor! Accept my consideration the most distinguished, 
5% © Tre Brav’ GENERAL. 
[We are a little surprised at the above communication, as we have no 
recollection of asking any foreigner to represent us at the inauguration of the 
Calais Harbour. We were under the.impression that the gentleman who 
accepted the post of “Our Special Commissioner”’ (and whose handwriting, 
although rather shaky, strangely resembles that of our unknown Correspon- 
dent) was British born. It is right toadd that we are told, on what seems 
to us to be good authority, that this individual did oz return by the CaJais- 


is 


| Douwres. It is said that, having attempted to dance (under the inspiration 


of the moment) the “ Pas de Calais” at the Ball following the Banquet, he 
was promptly removed, and, through the kindness of the Authorities, was 
subsequently provided, free of expense, with an apartment in that well- 
known hostelry, the Hétel de Ville. _We-still await from him an explanation 
of what appears to be a mystery.—ED.] CE 


STABLE COMPANIONS. 


At Home. 


AND 


Tue ‘‘Oaxs’’? Day, JuNzE 7, 1889. 
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“ARMING THE KNIGHT.” 


MopERN CIVIC VERSION, 
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SK area aoa 7o2? — 
: Has it paled back since then to a pitiful splutter ? 
Mr. Punch loquitur :— he question is one he does not like to atten, 
Bravo, my Lorp Mayor! It’s a singular sight But Middle-class shirking, and Upper-class scorn, 
Is this same modern version of ‘‘ Arming the Knight ;” Which seem to have grown since the Movement was born, 
And Joun Butt to stump up must be other than slow, Official neglect, and the snubbing of snobs, 
If he wants any portion in Punch’s Bravo! The huckstering spirit that haughtily robs 
A Patriot Volunteer Fund shows the nous and Our ‘‘ Citizen Army ”’ of comfort and scope, 
Right feeling of WHITEHEAD, and sure Kighty Thousand, Do stimulate fear, and falsify hope. 
Or very much more, will be fitly expended “‘ Dogs of War,” Jr. Punch, in the year ’Fifty-nine, 
In helping the lads whom so few have befriended Called the young Volunteers ; jolly dogs, who in line 
Of late. Bless us all! Mr, Punch well remembers Would face the ‘‘ French poodles,” then given to snarling. 
ahi patriot fire, fresh stirred up from its embers, The Rifleman then was Society’s darling, 
azed forth at the thought of Invasion. Heigho! Was petted, and patted, paraded and puffed, 


Thirty long years ago! Thirty long years ago! By swells made a chum of, at Wimbledon stuffed, 


PUNCH, OR 

At Westminster flattered, and cheered in the City. 

A change has now come o’er the scene; more’s the pity! 

The swells have cooled down and the cits have olla off, 

And Royal Dukes snub, and press-pessimists scoff ; 

And he who Joun Butt from Conscription’s harsh grip 

To save on the cheap—cannot get his equipment! [meant 

os Joun! Your bad faith has become more than 

unic, 

If your Volunteer guards lack great-coat, mess-tin, tunic. 

Your young ‘‘ Dogs of War” without war-kits? Absurd! 

If they cannot supply ’em, you should “‘ like a bird.” 

Well, here’s good Lord Mayor WHITEHEAD now gives 
you the chance ! 

And you’re not the old Joun if you do not advance 

At the double to back him, and hang the expense ! 

For neglecting this form of the Nation’s Defence, 

The cheapest all round, you can have no excuse. 

It should not have been left to him, but there’s small use 

In harping on that, you deserve the same raillery, 

As when for your National Portraits a Gallery 

Had to be furnished by private munificence, 

But that you should open your purse in a jiffy, sense 

Patriotism and pride must dictate, 

And he giveth twice who gives early, not late. 

To arm, or equip, the young Knight of the Rifle, 

Is clearly your duty ; ’twill cost but a trifle 

Compared with the sums which you se disburse 

Every year from your big, almost bottomless purse, 

For what was once called—you remember the day, 

That ’tis equally true at this hour, Punch won’t say— 

‘* An army of lions, led on by jackasses.” 

Volunteering ’s now ahivkell by the well-to-do classes ; 

They tell us. The asses must go, if they will, 

But the stalwart young lions who stick to it still, 

And aré plucky, though poor, must be fitly looked after, 

Or you’ll be a butt for the world’s scornful laughter. 

One good turn does merit another, that’s clear, 

Then volunteer help to the young Volunteer. 

Reciprocity should not be all on one side. 

It is your great privilege—should be your pride— 

Every patriot must pay up, in person or purse ; 

Tf some shirk the former, why so much the worse ; 

But let them fulfil the next best form of right, 

And help the Lorp Mayor in ‘“‘ Arming the Knight.” 


June 15, 1889.] 


Lerrer Perrect.—In a recent circular petition ad- 
dressed to the House of Commons, the Royal College of 
Physicians have pointed out the absolute necessity for 
Private Asylums, and raised objection to any limit being 
put to their number. Evidently these distinguished per- 
sons are looking forward to the time when every one wi 
be entitled to write after his name either M.D. or M.A.D. 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
SEVENTEENTH EVENING, 


‘© A Few nights ago,” said the Moon, ‘‘I was looking down on a 
French Fair, which was being held outside a small Norman town. It 
had a very picturesque appearance, with the coloured lamps and 
gay streamers, and the bustling crowd of pleased and chatterin 
French people. the usua. 
sights were there; the Strong 
Woman, the white-robed Pierrot, 
blowing his immense trumpet in 
front of the stage, the Quack Doc- 
tor, the Lottery Stall, the Circus, 
and the Merry-go-round, and I, 
the Moon, was present at each per- 
formance, from beginning to end. 
But the rene attraction seemed 
to be a Shooting Gallery, around 
which all the best marksmen were 
collected, each endeavouring to 
hit the bull’s-eye, though without 
the least success. If anyone could 
have managed to hit the exact 
centre, he would not only be enti- 
tled to choose a prize out of a col- 
Ph lection of little gilded vases and 

Si coloured statuettes, under glass 
shades, but a door would have opened, and a small plaster angel, 
representing Fame, have appeared, holding out a wreath to celebrate 
so great a triumph. Unfortunately, though all had done their best, 
no one had succeeded in inducing this angel to show itself, and some 
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THE WAY 


Jones, M.P. ‘‘My DEAR FELLOW, THERE ’S ONLY ONE WAY—PLENTY OF REST. 
I MAKE IT MY RULE ON OFr-NIGHTS—WEDNESDAYS, SATURDAYS, AND SUNDAYS 
—TO GO TO BED AT 9°30. 
PARTIES, YOU KNOW—BUT THESE ARE EXCEPTIONS.” 

Smith. ‘AH, NO WONDER YOU LOOK SO WELL! AND HOW MANY EXCEPTIONS 
DID YOU MAKE DURING THE SESSION LAST YEAR?” 


Jones, M.P, ‘‘ WELL—A—TAKING A SESSION AT A GOOD Six MontTHS—THAT 
1s 182 pAYs—I SHOULD SAY THERE WERE 181 ExcEprions ! !” 


OF COURSE ONE MUST ATTEND A FEW DINNERS AND 


sceptical youths were even growing to disbelieve in its existence. 
Presently I saw two of your countrymen elbowing through the 
crowd, with that air of grown-up people at a children’s party which 
you all adopt when you go abroad, and which makes you so pe 
with soreleneys They came to the Shooting Gallery, and stood 
watching the efforts of the natives for a while with pitying con- 
tempt. Soon a murmur of excitement arose—the English Milords 
were about to try their skill, Would they succeed where GUSTAVE 
and JuLEs and ALpHONSE—who had all served their time in the 
ranks—had failed ? Impossible, since these English, it was well 
known, were an unmilitary people, for all their arrogance! The 
taller of the two was shouldering his gun... Would he never 
have done aiming? Ah! but see—the bell has rang—he has suc- 
ceeded! And then the crowd uttered a long-drawn exclamation— 
partly of jealousy, partly of satisfaction—for the angel was no myth 
after all! Yes, the door at the back opened, just as the proprietor 
had declared it would, and now a little plaster angel, with very re 
cheeks, and a trumpet held to its simpering lips, came jerkily out, 
extended a garland to the fortunate Englishman, and staggered in 
again, after which the door shut with a snap. | : 

‘‘The victor maintained the phlegm of his nation—he did not 
seem particularly elated; but the shorter and stouter Englishman 
whispered in his ear—it was a challenge of skill! Now both took 
up guns; this time, assuredly, they must fail! But no—the first 
En akinedt fired, and again the bell rang, and again the smiling 
little plaster image came staggering out of the door; and then—in 
an instant—before it had time to retreat, the second Englishman, 
with a really diabolical treachery, raised his gun, and deliberately 
blew the poor little angel—trumpet, wings, simper and all—into 
atoms! I thought the crowd would have torn them in pieces, the 
were so enraged. The proprietor was frantic—he tore his hair, an 
danced dramatically in his despair, as he pointed to the shattered 
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remains of the image of Fame. It was detestable, it was ignoble to 
shoot his angel down like one of their own foxes! It meant ruin to 
him, for that was the only angel he possessed, and was it probable 
that Jutes and Gusrave and ALPHONSE would continue to contend 
when there was only a pair of feet left to congratulate a victory? 
The Englishmen remained cool; they threw down a couple of 
sovereigns on the table, and went off laughing. 

** A little later, I saw the.proprietor standing alone by his deserted 
stall. He gazed in the direction of the two Englishmen, whose light 
suits were still conspicuous in the crowd, and shook his fist with a 
terrible gesture. ‘Perfidious Albion!’ he cried, ‘ nation of insolents ! 
Wait aon till we have BovLancER once more—he shall avenge me 
this outrage!’ And then, still scowling, he bit the pieces‘of gold to 
see if they were genuine, and closed his gallery iy the eyening. I 
was sorry for him,” added the Moon, *‘ and I think that if your two 
countrymen had been true spon, they would have respected an 
inoffensive little angel. Still, I hope there will be no war about it.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY,:M.P. . 
House of Commons, Monday Ni 
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Sir Corry. 


ways; drew a fearful picture oF ublic 
money, always with fatherly eye on Barour, ‘‘ watching him,” 
said Sir Corry, ‘‘ as a hen watches its favourite chicken,” In ten 
ae Boe bis Wind again, ready for fresh start; seeing 
: 
off for Bar once more, brought in his ith Bal SE EU Bei POHANG 
Business done. — Trenormous! 
stage, besides block of Supply. 
Rin no «aia SRI 


Half-a-dozen Bills advanced 
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Tuesday.—Wily and. wary Old Moralist managed the holiday with 
his usual tact and skill. Yesterday Lyon -PLAYFAIR wanted to 
know whether we could not ‘‘have off” till Monday week, OLD 
Moratity shook his head, a tear glistening in his eye. There Was @ | 
tone of infinite sympathy in his voice. ‘‘No, dear boy,” he said, | 
‘*it cannot be effected. There are few things, compatible with my 
duty to the House, the Country, and the QurxEN, that would give 
me greater effulgence of satisfaction than to extend the leisure time 
of the Commons House of Parliament. But, looking at the state of 
public business, and having regan to the period of the year at 
which we have now, however tardily, arrived, I do not see—and I say 
it with great regret—how we can meet the views of Hon. Gentlemen. 
We must really return to the scene of our labours on Thursday the 
13th of June instant.” That seemed tosettleit ; Motion for Adjourn- 
ment must be made at eer Sitting to-day. When House met, 
Otp Moratity again approached on interesting subject. : 

‘“‘Tam,” he said, in reply, ‘‘most anxious,to meet the views of 
the House, as far as I possibly can. Any expression of desire on 
the part of Hon. Members falls upon me as dew upon cultivated soil 
—that is, as far as is compatible and consistent with my Rupe duty. 
Why, I may ask, does dew fall more abundantly on cultivated soil 
than on barren lands? Because cultivated soils, being loose and 
porous, very freely radiate by night the heat which they absorbed 
by day ; in consequence of which they are much cooled down and 
plentifully condense the vapour of the passing air into dew. Jam, 
i orous whenever the dew of the 
imei therefore, that if we are 
able to take Class II. in Supply, with the exception of the Irish 
Votes, it will bein the power of the Government to propose an exten- 
sion of the holidays until Monday week.’’ ; ; 

That settled it. Class II. rattled through with extraordinary 


may say 80,—loose and 


vigour. GEORGE CAMPBELL, ~~ 
concerned for Scotch Votes, Cae =) 

lay down in middle of road, NG Ne 

and tried to stop onrush. ‘(i == 
Members ruthlessly trod on as — 
his prostrate body. 


‘*More than ever a ‘ fearful 
creature,’”? said PLUNKET, 
with his childlike smile. 

By Six o’Clock Votes passed, 
and, amid rapturous cheering, He 


OLD Momfurr yg avosm nore ¥ 
orous than ever,—moved that i 
fl ; HH) 

y Yi) j 


the 'House, at its rising, ad- 
journ till Monday the 17th. 

Prospect of holiday enabled 
remnant of House to bear 
with moderate patience debate 
on ,Bi- Metallism, raised at 
Evening Sitting by Squire of 
BLANEKNEY. MHaying turned 
his back on: Protection, Squire 
takes up Bi: Metallism with all 
the vigour of growing youth. 
Spoke for an hour and fort J, 
minutes. Sam SMITH a4 V | 
essay an hour long. JAMES { w Y/ 
MaAcLEAN, only man on pub- ‘ ma 
lished _list of speakers House The Squire of Blankney. 
desired to hear on subject, delivered one of his practical, unadorned 
speeches, that go right to the point, a pleasing contrast with sur- 
rounding verbiage. Oxp Moratity got his innings at a Quarter to 
One ; filled up space creditably ; and at One o’Clock all went home 
for Whitsuntide. Business done.—Adjourned for Holidays. 
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forman’slaughter. 
A Coroner’s Jury, 
on the contrary, 
may possibly de- 
scribe them (to the 
confusion of those 
who aid and abet 
them) as man’s 
slaughter. The 
subject does not 
lend itself readily 


Lock-Jaw. 


to humorous treatment, but a fatal fall from the clouds is no joke 
especially to the faller ! e clouds is no joke | 
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-took her call before the Curtain with graceful gratitude. She was 
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of account. Signor Coroeni, a first-rate London representative of 
the Figaro, better even than that amiable lover of all that is English 
—M. Jounson—engaged in another place. All in all, the perform- 
ance of ‘‘ everyone concerned’? may prove to be the most artistically 
successful of the season, DRURIOLANUS, with all the resources at 
his command (inclusive of the suggestions of his Committee), I 
imagine will find it extremely difficult to beat this record. Her 
Majesty’s Opposition quite silent—in the other House. 


Junz 15, 1889.] 


«“é 
MODUS OPERANDI.”’ 
(The Covent Garden Government and Her Majesty's Opposition), 


Monday, June 3.—Very full house indeed, ready to support an 
addition to the Cabinet of the Covent Garden Government. Mile. 
Marte Van Zanpt, haying accepted office, appears for the first time 


NOTICE in a responsible position. When : 

hho vhoscins = \\! sTalls I say ‘‘for the first time,” I|  Thursday.—Rigoletto at Covent Garden with an excellent caste. 
he fe) \ . mean for a good long while,| Madame Mrrpa, who has won golden ppm in Australia (as she 
ri» \ When the talented Van last has assumed a nom de thédtre, why did she not, ‘as a_ British 


Colonial, call herself Melbourne ?), appropriately brightened up the 
Opera as a Gilda. Madame Scatcur returned to us as Maddalena. 
She filled the part to admiration, but as she appeared neither 
insane nor attenuated, the name was misleading. By the way, a8 
Monsieur LAssaLLE sang in French, why did not Mrs. MELBOURNE— 
I beg pardon, Madame Mrrsa—warble in English? Art has no 
nationality, and half-a-dozen languages sung together at one and 
the same time would out-Ollendorff OrreNDOoRFF. Be this as it may, 
Monsieur could not have been better—his Rigoletto was in every 
sense a great performance—not a thin note in it. However, this did 
not cause surprise to the professional actors present, who declared 
the part technically to be ‘‘full of fat.” Another Monsieur (one 
Monrantor of that ilk) was anything but bad as J/ Duca; on the 
contrary, he played and looked very well indeed. I fancy from this 
gentleman’s performance that the Italian noble must have been 
accustomed to the Cafés on the Boulevards. He was quite the petit 

Tuesday.— Aida again, but with a difference. I was sorry to find | crévé of the last Empire! The house was full, and yet there was 
Madame Scatcui out of the cast, although her pa was fairly |room for plenty of enthusiasm. Her Majesty's Opposition, (to the 
well filled by another. This opinion was shared by a friend, who | accompaniment of a real thunderstorm) introduced Mlle. Garcano 
in recognition of my suggestion (conveyed in good plain English) | 98 Lucia di Lammermoor. 
that Amneris was ‘DE ViGNE,” observed “divine—scarcely!”” To| Friday.—-As someone 1s reported to have said at Epsom (late in the 
make up for any shortcomings elsewhere, Madame Norprca in the evening), ‘a Faust-rate Opera at Covent Garden.” Someone did 
title réle was simply magnificent. She received an ovation, and not turn up subsequently, and if he had, he would probably have 


appeared in London, she was 
quite a little girl—so to speak, 
scarcely a Van—more suggestive 
, of a perambulator. And shortly 
. N after that experience she took to 
SS \ the Opéra Comique stage, and 
\ naturally began to resemble a 
Carte—a D’Oyley Carte. Once 
more she is with us, singing with 
wonderful vigour, and actin 
A fi BR A’ & with marvellous ‘‘go” her ol 
fs SS he ST art, Amina, in La Sonnambula. 
“i ; ae ~ —~ She has grown into a most gifted 
Evening dress indispensable. and charming lady—as someone 
observes in Sweet Lavender, and her term of probation is over. No 
meeting of Her Majesty’s Opposition. 


enthusiastically applauded by everyone—even by the orchestra. 
Nay more, Signor Coroenz (upon whose swarthy shoulder the Indian 
girl had rested her cheek) bestowed upon her a mark of approbation 
which proved to demonstration that he was not nearly so black as 
he was painted. The finale of the Triumph Scene was grand in the 
extreme. There was a volume of sound that led me to believe that 
even the serpents of the standards (to say nothing of the serpents 
in the military band) were joining in the ehorus. The house was 
crowded in every part—so full indeed that it was necessary to 
| fate the vestibule with announcements that no admission would 
e granted to umbrellas. This being the case, sticks appeared 
before (but not behind) the Curtain. Her Majesty’s Opposition 
wide awake with La Sonnambula. The Chorus, who missed their 
train at Turin, now arrived, and in full force, PAcINI (Reema) the 
Queen of the evening. 
Wednesday.—An extra night (the first of the Season), of extra- 
ordinary value. The knotty point of what to play was solyed by 
Aveustus DRvURIO- 
A Ty LANUS choosing the 
ROYAL ITALIAN! OPE RAN x ge a Hage os 
LSA? are \W CaN adame ALBANI le 
ren] CARRY 2 Ay e | the Van—after the 
Ri BS. 539m |i] end of the Act—to 
AVE SANE AY {Hi} = receive the hearty 
| [Le NozZeDi FIGARO Zeca 2\\\ ||| congratulations of 
| A \ 2 Tia WS ji] the audience. Both 
LBAN| 2 Vy A) WH] «were excellent. In 
. facet, Mlle. MARTE 
was the most de- 
) lightful Cherubini I 
cch| TAN DRADRNNWE H\ X -have ever seen. 
HH VEE SABES 9 | When this Opera is 
\\y NA Hii X put up again, there 
will be no necessity 
\\ to substitute a new 
page—in that part, 
at any rate — for 
Mile. .Van ZANDT 
was capital from the 
first line to the end of the chapter. Her singing was faultless, 
and her acting was not only naughty, but more than nice. In 
the Letter-writing Duet between Madame Atpani and Susanna, 
Mile. Exza RusseLt gave the most artistic assistance. Until then 
I had rather regretted the foreign title that had been bestowed 
in the programme upon this young lady of Anglo-Saxon birth. 
However, 1 was thoroughly satisfied, as she took an encore with 
her distinguished colleague, that it would have been a matter 
of universal regret if she had been Missed. Dan Drarpi Mayor, 
very good as the Count. More at his ease, I fancy, than in the 
elderly Germont of the Traviata, Striking a balance, I certainly 
prefer him in the Nozze. But, after all, it is obviously merely a matter 
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i 
Rival attractions at Epsom and Covent Garden. Our Artist (who dined rather 
late on the Oaks Day) sends an ‘“ Impressionist Study.”’ 

found no room, as the house was crammed from floor to ceiling. 
Before the Curtain rose there was some anxiety felt lest the company 
should. be detained at the Oaks. Butthe fear was happily unfounded, 
as Mesdames Norpica and Scatcui, Messieurs LassALLE and Dr 
Reszxx, to say nothing of Signor Tatazac, were in their places at the 
appointed hour. Again a night of triumph. Monsieur LASSALLE, 
as Mephistopheles, greatly to be pe to Signor CASTELMARY, who, 
after all, was rather a poor devil of a fiend. No sitting in the House 
of Her Majesty’s Opposition. 

Saturday.—At Covent Garden, a glorious finale to a glorious week. 
Lohengrin, with ALBANI in the title réle / Signor Barton«t Maca- 
RONI GUCKINI still absent, so his place occupied by Monsieur Herr | 
JEAN DE ReszkE, Esq. The ‘‘ Song of the Swan” was sung in a style 
that banished the thought of its ever being accompanied by the voice 
of the goose. Madame ALBANI in wonderful voice—Elsa to the life | 
and death. The Mant also well to the front, ever ready to come up 
smiling—or, rather, frowning. Altogether a splendid performance. 
Ave, Avaustus DrurioLanvs, Ave! 

By Her Majesty’s Opposition, in place of Lucia, which had been 
announced, the well-worn La Sonnambula was played in the well- 
worn way, with the usual doll’s bedstead and‘ toy wafter-mill, a 
somewhat throaty Rodolfo (Signor Darvatt), and an Elvino (Signor 
Vicrn1) who sang forcibly, though now and then just a little flat. | 
But Mile. Ruerna Pacrnt, as Amina, was very well received, and | 
deserved her reception. Her voice, which has, perhaps, hardly attained 
its full maturity, 1s very pure and sweet, and in the last Act espe- 
cially she sang exquisitely, and fairly held a not too crowded house, 
Vivat Reena ! 
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THINGS ONE WOULD WISH TO HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 


OUR SEMI-DETACHED NEIGHBOURS, 


Grace. ‘‘ AND YET, DEAR, HOW LITTLE WE HAVE SEEN OF EACH OTHER LATELY—CONSIDERING THERE IS ONLY A PARTITION-WALL 


BETWEEN Us!” 


Emily, ‘‘ BuT THEN, DEAR, IT IS SUCH A COMFORT TO FEEL THAT YOU ARE ON THE OTHER SIDE!” 


“WESTWARD HO!” 
AN IDYLLIC FRAGMENT, 


King Arthur . . . Mr. Gu-pst-NneE, 
Sir Bediwere . . . Sin W. H-xe-rv, 
For on their march to Westward, BEDIVERE, 

Who in the Forest New was Arthur’s host, 
At Malwood heard the mutterings of the 
King :— 

**T find it in the records of the polls, 
I find it in the flowing of the tide, 
But in the West, always, I find it not. 
And so I’m going to pass my holiday 
In holding forth to gathered Cornishmen, 
B-1r-k, the Tories’ new divinity, 
Still wages war in the sad Emerald Isle. 
Ome! For why is all around us there 
As if some lesser god had made the place 
And had not force to shape it as he would. 

ill my Home Rule, high scheme, whereof 

I’m fond, 

Shall enter it, and make it beautiful ? 
A plan, if faint-defined, yet wholly fair, 
But that the eyes of men are dense and dim, 
And have not power to see it as it is! 
By heaven, but they shail see it ere I close! 
For J, being simple, thought to work my will, 
And yet have lifted the new flag in vain ; 
For much whereon I leaned in flock and friend 
Is traitor to my rule, and half my realm 
Reels back to Tory ways, and is no more ; 
Nay, some there be who reckon on my death: 
But I’ll astonish them before I die.” 


This heard the bold Sir Beprverg, and spake: 
**O me, my King, let pass whoever will, 


Jor, and that sullen patron of the Turf ; 
But I will stick to thee like death, and cling 
Until we win back place; the golden cloud 
Of thy free eloquence shall whelm men’s minds 
As ever. , Nay, as yet thou shalt not pass. 
And care not thou for Whitsun rest, but rise— 
I hear the steps of MopRED in the West, 
And with him many of thy people, and knights 
Once thine, whom thou hast led, but grosser 
grown 
Than Tories, spitting at their vows and thee. 
Right well in heart they know thee for the 


ing, 
Arise ; go forth, and conquer as of old.” 
Then spake King ArTHUR to Sir BEDIVERE :— 
‘* Far other is this battle in the West 
Whereto we move, than when we strove in 
youth, 
Or brake ’cute Dizzy’s bands, or fought with 


Rome, 

Or thrust the Tory boa Midlothian’s heart, 

And shook him thro’ the North. Ill fate is 
mine 

To war against my people and my knights: 

The king who fights his people fights himself, 

And they, my Enigite: who loved me once, 
the stroke 

That strikes at them is as a blow to me. 

Yet let us hence, and feel or find a way 

Through this blind haze, which ever since I 
saw 

Power lying at the feet of SALIsBuRY, 

Hath blurred the passes of the Party World.” 


So said the tireless chief, and forward fared 
To waging wordy warfare in the West ; 
Wild work to fill a Whitsun holiday ! 


NAVAL INTELLICENCE—UP TO DATE. 


It is satisfactory to know that affairs are 

ooking up at Portsmouth, and that it is now 
believed that the Authorities will be in a 
position to cope with the difficulty occasioned 
by the deficiency of big guns by the date of 
the approaching Naval Review. 

H.M. Ironclad Blunderer will, it is said, be 
sure to have one of her four promised guns on 
board in time, while one other will be bor- 
rowed for the occasion from the Jackass, and 
the remaining two supplied from the reserve 
of condemned ordnance of an extinct type, of 
which a large store is always kept in hand, 
with a view to possible emergencies. 

‘ There is also said to be some makeshift in 
contemplation for the qcper supply for 
H.M.S. Megatherium, and the belted cruiser, 
Four-poster; but it is supposed that this 
deficiency will be met by requisitioning the 
services of both the guns on the Parade at 
the back of the Horse Guards, the one on the 
Fort at Margate, and several others hired 
from the proprietors of Rosherville Gardens, 

As there is no ammunition available for 
any of the above, they will not be of much 
practical use for firing purposes ; yet the fact 
that they are forthcoming at all, must be 
regarded as a favourable sign by all who 
have been hitherto disposed tocriticise severely 
the tardiness of the Authorities. Anyhow, 
it may be gathered, as Mr. STannorr con- 
fided to the House of Commons, when he last 
addressed it on this question, that ‘‘those who 
are responsible” are evidently grappling with 
it with much vigour and originality. 
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PUCK AMONG THE PICTURES. 
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Wuen Puck takes the pencil his fancies to limn, 

With the spirit of humour, the impulse of whim, 

Art, masking as Momus, illumines with mirth, 

The follies and frauds of our dull-driven earth. 

In a world so beset by the base and impure, 

There is plenty of office for Caricature ; : 

And when Trr1an and TuRNER have played out their part, 
There is still a wide sphere left for Humorous Art. . 
He who’d gather its view of the vicious and silly, 

Should visit the Institute’s halls, Piccadilly. 

From Hogarru to Furniss! <A fairly wide stretch 

For the lords of broad fun and satirical sketch. 

Not too well selected, scarce neatly arranged ; 

Much might be omitted, and some things be changed. 
But he who would study, what few understand, 

British Caricature in the mass, at first hand, 

Might well do much worse than betake him (as we go) 

To view the collection of Horrock and GREGO. | 

Thirteen hundred odd pictures, from canvas wide-spread, 
To ‘* postage-stamp’’ sketch, somewhat muddle the head. 
He who pores for some hours, in hot thundery weather, 
At ‘‘ Cartoons” and ‘‘ thumb-nails,” all huddled together, 
In fashion suggestive of hurry, may find  — 

More of fog than fine judgment possessing his mind. 
There is hardly a thing that depression provokes 

Much more than a motley ‘‘ collection’’ of jokes, 
Whether merely Joe Millers or truly wit-litten ones, 
Pictorial skits are in this much like written ones. . 

The mind, like the stomach’s not boundlessly peptie 

Of pungencies ; showmen should be more eclectic. 

But here’s broadly humorous, human HoeartH, 

Who knows man all round from the hulks to the hearth ; 
Strong, various, vivid, whose brush isa flail, | 

Whose eye misses nothing, whose wit cannot fail. 

Here ’s RowLanDson, rioting wild with sheer force, 
Ferocious in satire, in comedy coarse, 

But masterly ; touched too not seldom with grace, 

In a broad rustic scene, or a fair female face, 

That pencils more finical fail to attain. . 
Here’s Girreay, his fellow in brush-power and brain. 
The great Dioseuri of Satire in Art. 

Comes CrurxsHanxk the fertile, and honest of heart, 
Humane, inexhaustible, grimly grotesque 

With the spirit of ‘tragedy blent with burlesque. 
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Comes Srymour’s keen eye for the humours of sport; 

And dear *‘ Dicky” Doyzz’s dainty fun, of a sort 

Sui generis, genial, graceful, and quaint. 

Here’s ‘* Paz,” still delightful, with pe or paint, 
Spite of fluent convention ; ’tis hard, that is poz, 

To criticise closely that colleague of ‘‘ Boz,”’ 

Who first made his characters live in our eyes; 

Though BARNARD, whose art with late knowledge is wise, 
And delicate GrEEN, with broad Browne here compete, 
And then, with a world of his own fresh and sweet, 

Free and broad as the fair English landscapes he drew 
With felicitous ease, and with touches so true, 

Or the fair English faces, with cheeks of the peach, 

He limned and loved well, unforgettable Lexcu, 

Punch’s genial Joun, in the streets, in the fields, 

At home almost equall ; hardly he yields 
In sheer strength to the elders of Humorous Art ; 

Whilst in grace and good taste he still plays his own part — 
Unapproached. None too well on these thick-covered walls 
Represented is he. RANDOLPH CALDECOTT thralls 

Every eye with that blending of humour and grace, 

For which who will fill his too soon voided place ? 

Then TENNIEL, the classic, whose art’s fine address 

Gives us never a line or a touch in excess ; 

Du Mavrikr, the black-and-white THackERAY; KEENE 
Of the pencil miraculous; Azs art is seen 

Not with insular optics alone as superb. 

Then SAMBOURNE the subtle, whose fancy to curb, 
Dulness vainly might try ; fertile Furniss, whose fire 

Of invention and humour no labours can tire. 

Brisk Bryan, and whimsical SULLIVAN next, 

And Baxter with talent too fine for his text. 

These and others all crowd on these walls. Well, to Puck, 
In the réle of an artist, Punch wishes good luck. 

The Art that shoots Folly, with fun, as she flies, 

And hammers old Humbug, and lashes new lies, 

Is a wholesome delight, and a chastening scourge. 

So, spite of some drawbacks and faults, Punch would urge 
His readers towards Piccadilly to start, 

For Sir JAMEs’s new Show—English Humorous Art. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Impromptu DENTISTRY.—We can well understand your desire, if 
possible, to carry on at once without a day’s delay, the nice little 
Provincial Dentist’s Practice that has just come to you through the 
will of the second cousin you mention, and you haye no Aut: 
seeing that you know nothing of the business, acted wisely in having 
immediately commenced practising extraction by taking up all the 
nails in the stair-carpets as soon as you received the Solicitor’s letter 
intimating to you your good fortune. No doubt your having had 
some experience in driving a four-horse coach might, as you suggest, 
warrant you in the belief that you would soon be able to command a 
good ‘‘ grip” of the instrument, when once you had got it into the 
patient’s mouth, but we cannot, at the moment, call to mind any 
thoroughly recognised Institution that, taking this circumstance 
into consideration, would be peety to hurry an urgent applicant 
through all the required courses, and grant him his diploma forthwith. 
Doubtless, though, several such exist. Perhaps your best way would 
be, after all, to take the bull by the horns, and boldly throw your- 
self into the work, and see what you can make of it. You might 
at first secure the assistance and co-operation of the local Chemist’s 
boy, who, you will probably find, has already had a large experience 
in the matter of extraction. Between you, you ought to be able, at 
least for a short time, so to conduct matters as not to seriously scare 
and diminish your clientéle. Of eourse, some disagreeable contretemps 
may happen. You may break a jaw or two; and this will be 
awkward. But don’t let any prospect of this kind dishearten you. 
We think your idea of ‘‘ payment by results,”—namely, that you 
should charge your patients only a shilling, if you succeeded in 

etting the top of a tooth off, half-a-crown if you managed to get 
half of it out, and five shillings if you conducted the operation satis- 
factorily, and extracted the whole tooth entirely,—a little risky. 
There is novelty about it, and old-fashioned patients are, therefore, 
likely to look at it with considerable distrust. You are right in 
asking why one should not as easily become a dentist as a gardener, 
for all that is wanted is a facility for successful ‘‘tugging.” We 
shall be interested in hearing how you have grappled with and met 
the few initiatory difficulties that appear likely to beset you in this 
rather hastily-adopted new calling. 


An Unrortunate ATTACHMENT.—That of Captain Woopwarp’s, 
at the instance of Mr. Justice Manisry, after consultation with 
Mr. Justice MaTHEW. 
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EVICTION. 


Visitor. ‘*OopH !—WHAT BEASTLY ToBACCO ARE YOU——” 
Host. ‘‘Y8’, I KNow.. SHuT THE Door! 
I LIGHT UP, SHE’S OFF! 


Some AFRICAN CIGARETTES ] KEEP ON PURPOSE—FOR MY MOTHER-IN-LAW. 
OPEN THE WINDOW FOR A BIT, AND TAKE A WEED!” 


D’ RECTLY 


PATRIOTISM A LA MODE. 


I’m a Patriot! No chap can be worth a single rap 
0 doesn’t love his native land with passion. : 

Yet stay, though, let me see! Humph! how awkward it 

If patriotism were the general fashion ! [might be 
Were there patriots all round it would Breathy disconcert you 

hen you want for your own land all power and pelf. 

No; I see that J must have the monopoly of this virtue, 

And no one must be a patriot save myself! 


LORD DUFFERING AT THE MANSHUN HOUSE. 


Ever since the time as I gave my raythur largish order for Coles 
to my lordly Cole Merchant, the most Honnerabel the Markis of 
Lundonderry—which it was just this time last year, and werry 
decent sort of Coles they was too, fairly nubbly, and werry respect- 
able for size and with a hutter habsence of slates—I have bin possesst 
of quite a longing desire to see, with my own estonished eyes, what 

artickler sort of pusson, to look at, a Most Honnerabel Markis coud 

e. I’m told as there ain’t no other kind or sort of Nobbleum, or 
of any other descripshun of humane beings, as is intitled to be 
called a Most Honnerabel One, xcept a Markis, and so I was ony 
too cies of my hoppertunity, last Wensday as ever was, to have 
the honner of waiting at the honnerd Manshun House upon the 
Most Honnerabel the Markis of DurrERINe. 

I don’t think as Durrerine is quite xacly the werry name as I 
shood have selected, if as how Her Most Grayshus Majesty had asked 
me for to be a Most Honnerabel Markis, but as that isn’t wery likely 
to occur, I needn’t trubbel myself about it jest now, and as Jam 
told as how as the Most Honnerbel Markis chose his name when he 
was over in Ingy, why praps a Duffer may have a diffrent meaning 
over there to what it has over here, speshally among us Waiters. 

I wunders what line of bizziness as the new Markis will go into? 
Brown tells me as the Rite Honerabel the Erl of Surewssury has 
gone into the Cab line, but I carnt allus beleeve Brown. Besides, 
after all, what’s a mere Rite Honnerabel, as cumpared with a Most 


Honnerabel? If I mite wenture humbly to surgest, I shood think 
as a Itallyan Warehouse woodn’t be a bad idear, as his Lordship 
woud find his thoro nolledge of Ingian Pickles, and Piccadilly Sauce, 
and all kinds of Currys, woud be of the werry greatest use to him in 
that rayther genteel perfession. : : E 

I may as well menshun it, as he might be a wundering why it 
didn’t come, that I haven’t sent my most Honnerabel Cole Merchant 
another order just yet, as I hear that he’s away at his Carsel at 
Dublin, so coudn’t in course give his own pussonal atention to it, as 
he ewidently did afore, as he told me as he employed no agents. I 
hopes and trusts as his pore Carman didn’t git into trubbel for his 
bad spellin, but reelly ‘‘ Pade,” for a receet, was a litle too bad from 
a Most Honnerabel Markis’s hofishal, 

I’ve bin told by a Irish M.P., so in course it must be trew, that 
when his Most Honnerabel Lordship is jest a leetle trubbled with 
affairs of State, such as marching at the head of his Troops a collect- 
ing of the Landlords’ rents for ’em, that he goes off, after it’s all 
over, to a place called Punch’s Town, of all names in the world, and 
then has quite a jolly day’s racing; and, if he has a run of bad luck 
he just sells a few thousand Tuns of his best Wall Send Coles, an 
that puts him all strait again. I allus understood as the reel 
Mr. Punch was ennormusly rich, but I never thort as he had a hole 
town all to hisself. 

I begins to find as I’m rayther a wandering away from my 
horiginal hintenshun, which it was to discribe Wednesday’s perceed- 
ings; but there wasn’t much of a werry uncommon natur to 
discribe, so I dessay I shall be xcused. 

The new Markis is a nice quiet-looking Gent, a good deal like 
Brown, who amost blusht wen I told him so, and speaks bewtifool 
amost as well indeed as the Lonp Mane hisself. He told us a good 
deal about Ingy that ewen I had newer heard on afore; but he was 
rayther a long time about it, which is allers a great mistake, ewen in 
a Most Honnerabel Markis, as the other speakers, as is to be, 
naterally don’t like to be kep waiting, and to see quite a rush out 
when the great man has quite finished. The CHANCESELLER of the 
XCHEQUER, speshally, looked quite savage at having to speak to a 
arf emty All. I heard sum grate Swell say as the Markis had hadded 
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THE PAUL PRY OF THE LONDON COUNTY COUNCIL. 


Mr. Rosebery, ‘‘Now THEN, DON’T BE RIDICULOUS! Wz DON’T WANT ANY PAUL PRYS IN THE Councit !” 


a bit to the Ingian Empire amost as big as all England! But peeple 
will xadgerate so! His manly buzzom was amost covered with stars 
and garters which he had gained, I spose, on many a field of slorter. 
We was told as he had seen service in four of the Quarters of the 
World, which ewen a pore Waiter must be aware must needs be 
about all of ’em, unless, indeed, the World’s like a orange, and has 
quite a lot of quarters which isn’t not werry likely, I shood think. 
Taking it all together it was about the most splendidest looking 
Bankwet as ewen we Waiters had ewer seen at the Manshun House, 
and we all agreed with the werry heminent Reporter as said as it 


had hacshally beaten the Record! Strange to say, sum of the most 
magnificentest of the many werry magnificient dressed of the Injean 
Officers was quite at a loss when they cum to the Loving Cup sherry- 
monial, But that’s a little mistery as it takes sum time to learn. 
Ah, if they cood jest see Brown and Me go thro’ it with what’s left 
in the Cups, they wood see what dignerty and grace and horty 
demeaner belongs to it when propperly done. I thinks, upon the 
hole, that ‘‘ Our Only General’ 08 through the sherrymony about as 
well as any one I knows, and I feels quite sure as he’ll thoroly 
apresheate my truthful complement. ROBERT. 
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PLEASURES OF THE WHITSUNTIDE VACATION. 


(Fancy Portraits of Two Q.C.’s, and an Amicus Curie—a Recollection of a Sitting on a 
** Celebrated Case.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Paris - Diamant, 
one of the collec- 
tion des Guides- 
Joanne, has ever 
ji, been beaten. It 
////, was published 
years ago at 
HACHETTE’s, and 

\ for maps and in- 
formation generally (I suppose it has been 
brought up to the time of day) it was, and 
now ought to be, the best of all Guides— 
quite a maximum in minimo. 

Dickens's Dickenshionaries of London for 
1889 are now out. Very useful to Country 
Cousins and to ‘‘ Water Babies,’”’ which re- 
minds me that Messrs. MacmiLLaNn have just 
re-issued CHARLES KINGsLEY’s charming 
work, with ‘‘ our Mr. SAMBOURNE’S”’ charm- 
ing illustrations, 

My faithful Co. says:—‘‘ The Fatal 
Phryne is a not very pleasant novel by a 
couple of authors — Messrs. Witts and 
Pxuitips—who hitherto working on their own 
separate accounts, have now combined forces 
to work together. Such a number of stories 
are published nowadays that it is difficult to 
remember details; but, so far as I recol- 
lect, As in a Looking-glass was written by 
one of these gentlemen, and a reference to the 
title-page has confirmed my impression—it 
there appears under his name. Mr. Purries 
seems to write in collaboration with another 
with as much facility as he exhibited 
when trusting entirely to his own resources. 
The plot is rather suggestive of that now 
half-forgotten cause célébre once known as 
‘The Pimlico Mystery.” Again, admirers of 

the works of Mr. WILKkm CoLLINs may pos- 


(CH HOTICE,—Rejected Communications or ¢ 
in no case be returned, not e 
there will be no exception. 


sibly, on reading the new novel, faintly call} “‘A young Greek F ; 


to mind an incident in Poor Miss Finch. 
Briefly, a husband much the senior of his 
wife does not discourage the idea in his own 
mind that some day an artistic friend of his 
may become his successor—the date, of 
course, to be no earlier than his wife becoming 
a widow. The artist friend unfortunately 
falls in love with the wife prematurely, and 
the husband (a doctor), growing jealous, 
uses his medical knowledge to spoil his 
beauty. On learning (at the end of the 
book) in spite of appearances, that his wife 
has been really true to him, the Doctor is so 
overcome with emotion that he dies, leaving 
his widow to marry, if she pleases, what re- 
mains of the man he has hitherto believed to 
be his favoured rival. The Fatal Phryne,” 
concludes my faithful Co., ‘‘has one great 
merit—it is in two volumes, and not in three.”’ 

Our Celebrities this month is full of excel- 
lencies. M. WaLrry gives us the portraits 
of three Ambassadors—the French, the Ger- 
man, and the Russian. Excellent Excellen- 
cies. M. Wapprneton looks bull-doggedly 
English ; Count HatzreLpt,—bare and bald- 
headed, he might have had on one of his ‘‘ felt 
hatz,” from which, of course, he derives his 
title,—is uncommonly like a Heathen Chinee 
with Christianised moustache; and M. pE 
SrasL bears a handsome and polished re- 
semblance to the late Professor Darwin. All 
life-like; and, indeed, M. WaxxEry’s photo- 
graphic portraits, outside this particular Café 
des Ambassadeurs, strike me as equal to 
the best, and superior to most, I have 
met with. The other day I saw one of 
his reproduced in colour. The effect was 
that of a highly-finished miniature, and 
Iam informed that the tints will stand the 
ravages of time as well as a modern portrait 
in oils. By the way—Happy Thought—why 
should a severe-looking person go to an 
artist in oils—say, Sir Jonn Mixtats or Pro- 
fessor HerxomER—for his portrait? Because 
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the use of oil is ‘to make him of a cheerful 
countenance.” Revenons a {notre revue de la 
Galerie- Walery—not ‘‘ greenery - yallery 
—and finish by saying of the descriptive 
letterpress that Lovis Encrt, the Musical 
Monographist, is, as usual, the accompanyist 
of these celebrities, and gives us full and 
clear notes in his own peculiar allegro style. 
If I rightly remember, this is the first 
number without a lady in it. Cherchez la 
femme in vain. Yet it isn’t often that she is 
nowhere among diplomatists. Perhaps, after 
these three Excellencies, male, the Walery- 
Gallery will give us three Perfections, female; 
or, three Duchesses as the Three Graces. 
The Recording EncEL must certainly dis- 
cover some trio to equal the three Excellencies 
which have so delighted the heart of 


Tur BARON DE Book- WORMS. 


THE LITERARY LADIES’ DINNER. 


[A Dinner, at which Literary Ladies only were 
resent, was recently given at Messrs. SPIERS AND 
oND’s Criterion Restaurant. ] 


Tuey, greatly daring, met to dine, | 
These Ladies, writing thrilling fiction ; 
And o’er the olivesand the wine si 
Were doubtless ‘‘ Ouidalisques” in diction. 
Some twenty Ladies 
went one Fri- 
day night, and . 
much enjoyed 
their dinner ; 
A smart symposium 
at the ‘‘ Cri,” 
And, save the 
waiters, no male 
sinner, 


goddess,’’ 
was there, 
Escaped from high 
Olympian duty, ; 
Another, with Junonian air, 
A delicate dark-featured beauty. 
A poetess, in gold brocade, 
ho murmured triolets and sonnets ; 
And many spinsters, every mai 
Was quite above the thought of bonnets. 


They talked of pictures and of books, 
And subjects argument inviting ; 
They interchanged the sweetest looks, | 
And each one puffed the other’s writing. 
And silver laughter filled the room, 
At jokes, the subjects are not stated ; 
But publishers were left to doom, 
And Paternoster Row was ‘‘ slated.” 


At last, O tell it not in Gath! 
A lady, hailed as benefactress, 
Did not disdain Nicotian path : 
dalliance with the weed: an actress 
Produced a case of cigarettes, 
And then, O theme for scurrile joking! 
These attitudinising pets 


Of railway bookstalls, took to smoking. 


Uprose then Mrs. Mona Carrp, 
With soul superior to garters,' ; 
And in sarcastic speech she dared 
To give as toast, ‘‘ The Married Martyrs.” 
Perchance some spinsters there who heard, | 
‘Would think they’d often wondered why 
Did not propose: and how absurd © [men | 
It was, a wife should scoff at Hymen. 


Ah! Literary Ladies, you, 
Who are not prudish or pedantic, 
If all these foolish tales be true 
About each gastronomic antic, 
Think on the Laureate’s lines, and scan 
His ‘‘ Queen of Farce,” 80 sagely silly ; 
Woman ’s ‘‘not undevelopt man,’ 
Although she dines in Piccadilly, 


too, 


‘Robert, toi que j’aime!”’ 
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ontributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 


ven when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


To this rule 
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“ Don’rT FIRE, COLERIDGE! Wr’LL 
COME DOWN.” 


Case.—Apparently as the outcome 
of a practical joke, the Right Hon. 
JAMES LOwTHER, Prince SoLTIKOFF 
and the Earl of Marcu were selected 
to hold sittings as Arbitrators on a 
libel case during the Whitsuntide 
vacation. The Arbitrators having 
subsequently been invited to make 


use of the Queen’s Bench Division 


Zz 
LEE 
LEAS 


ew LS an 
—— 5 an 
Z. 
———— 


WH i Court for this purpose, at their first 
LINN | meeting, occupie places usually 
CAN \ ata GeE 

Walt reserved for Her Majesty’s Judges. 


— pea 


, In spite of the remonstrance of the 
\, Members of the Bar ,present, the 
Arbitrators refused to change their 
chairs on the Bench for seats at the 
Table. Subsequently, on a peremp- 
tory command of the Lorp CHF 
e Jusrick, that the Court should be 

closed unless the Arbitrators descended from the Bench, the Arbitrators 
expressed themselves satisfied with the less dignified resting-places indicated by 
the Lorp Cuter Justicr, which they thereupon occupied. 

Counsel will kindly say :— 

1. Whether there was any justification for Arbitrators occupying the Bench. 

2. Whether the Lorp Cuier Justicr was right in ordering the Court to be 
closed if the Arbitrators failed to content themselves with seats at the Table. 

3. Whether the Arbitrators acted wisely in making to the Lorp Cu1EF JUSTICE 
the concession required of them, and comported themselves discreetly. 

And will advise generally. 

Opinion.—1. I cannot, go so far as to say, that the Arbitrators were ‘‘ justified” 
in taking the places reserved for Her Majesty’sJudges, but, I feel they had a 
strong excuse. No doubt, it was the intention of the Arbitrators to invest the 
proceedings, into which they seem to have been lured with so much humour, 
with as much pomp as possible. To use a word frequently employed in this 
case, they were ‘‘ handicapped” at the outset, by having to appear in morning 
dress instead of the robes worn by their Lordships when sitting in open Court, 
and anything ee of ‘‘importance’”? no doubt would occur to them as 
enhancing their dignity. It may be advanced, that they might have appeared 
in hunting costume, Hy certainly this would have had a picturesque effect, but 
it must be remembered that it would have been contrary to the traditions of 
the Bar for the Counsel employed, so to speak, to have followed suit. In obedi- 
ence to these traditions, the Counsel engaged dispensed with their robes with the 
result, that when Sir CHARLES RussELL aided by his learned Junior, Mr. CHARLES 
MATTHEWS cross-examined Sir Grorck CHETWYND, the scene was not entirely 
unsuggestive of a retired Doctor of Divinity assisted by a favourite pupil (who 
having come from school last, it was to be presumed would be less ‘‘ rusty”’ 
than his leader) conducting the viva voce portion of an attempted pass of a 
somewhat backward (both in age and knowledge) undergraduate. It must be 
remembered that as a Member of the Privy Council and an ex-State Official of 
high standing, the Right Hon. James Lowruumr (the Chief Arbitrator) would 
naturally desire to invest his proceedings with as much state as possible. It 
would occur to him that an entrance from the Judges’ Apartments, through 
curtains, would be infinitely more impressive than emerging, through a small 
hole, from the subterranean regions below the level of the well of the Court. 
It cannot be denied that this is a reasonable view of the matter, as the first 
entrance would not seem to be an unworthy companion picture to the ‘ Doge of 
Venice and two of the most influential Members of the Council of Ten taking 
their seats in the Council Chamber,” while the second would not be unlikely to 
conjure up a recollection of a severely reduced band mournfully occupying the 
space devoted to the orchestra in a small provincial theatre threatened with 
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bankruptcy. There was this further excuse for the 
Right Hon. Gentleman, that the surroundings he found in 
the Queen’s Bench Division No. 5 were similar to those 
in an ordinary cause célebre, and likely to create in his 
mind some misconception of the part he should play 
in the inquiry. For instance, the number of reporters 
were legion, and the proceedings were of a nature to 
suggest the dreariest hours of the Special Commission. 
It was natural too, that he should wish to go down to 
posterity at the pencil of Mr. Sypnry HAtt (who was 
present) in that atmosphere of grandeur which does not 
exist apart from the Bench. But after making all these 
deductions I am unable to find an entire justification for 
his conduct. 

2. As the Lorp Cuter Justice has jurisdiction over the 
Common Law Courts, both in Term and out of Term (I do 
not myself find anything in the authorities upon this 
matter, but no doubt this accinol will in future be quoted 
as a precedent), his Lordship was clearly within his rights 
to order Queen’s Bench Division No. 5 to be closed 
unless the Arbitrators consented (like the coon in a fre- 
quently quoted American case) to ‘‘ come down.” I do 
not see that the consideration that the possible result of 
this closure ae have caused a change of venue from 
the interior to the exterior of the building should have 
had weight with his Brive as there was nothing to 
prevent (if required) the ho ding of the inquiry in the 
green space bounde 


on the North by Carey Street, the 
Sout 


would not have distracted the attention of the Chief 

Clerks of the Chancery Division, whose rooms overlook the 

grec space I have sufficiently indicated. Consequently 
concur in his Lordship’s decision. 

3. For the above reasons I think the Arbitrators acted 
quite wisely in making the required concession. I also 
believe that they have been most discreet. It was not 
impossible that, after the foreign fashion, Prince Sortr- 
KOFF, in the heat of the moment, might have demanded 
satisfaction. I am ha py to hear no suggestion that this 
has been the case. It is patent that the Lorp Curer 
JUSTICE could not have agreed to meet his Highness 
within the Queen’s dominions; and, had his Lordship 
consented to visit some distant land outside Her Majesty’s 
jurisdiction, with a view to carrying out the Prince’s 

ypothetical proposals, considerable, and, possibly, irre- 
parable damage and delay might have been occasioned 
in the due administration of the law. I also entirely 
SpUTeNe of the Arbitrators placing on their table volumes 
of the Racing Calendar in lieu of law books, and concur 
with them when a dispute on a difficult point of law 
arises between Sir CHARLES RussELL and Sir Henry 
JAMES in the advisability of seeking professional advice 
from my learned (if somewhat youthful friend) Mr. 
NortH—a gentleman no doubt quite capable of affording 
them assistance of the utmost benefit and value. 

Finally, I advise generally that those not engaged in 
the case should carefully avoid Queen’s Bench No. 5, as the 
We ie therein are so dull that, compared with them, 

itchwater is an effervescing beverage, of the most exhi- 
larating character. 

(Signed) 


A. BRIEFLEsS, JUNIOR. 
Pump-handle Court. 


HOLES AND CORNERERS. 


Aw admirable society for the help of Bachelors, has 
been started in London. The programme is to provide 
persons who will sew on buttons, darn, mend, and other- 
wise care for the neglected habiliments of unwedded 
gentlemen. In future such a thing as a button off a 
shirt, or a rent in a vest, or a little rift within a sock, 
will be impossible. The Society issues its ‘‘ No Rent”’ 
manifesto, and will cure faulty cee 5 by the process 
of ‘‘ mending or ending.’’ All bachelors should in-ves¢ 
in the Society’s aid—‘‘ first aid to bachelors,” it might be 
called. How often, when we have discovered a ‘‘ missing 
link,” or a link missing between collar and shirt, have 
we been inclined to darn—but no; in future that sort of 
thing can be done by the skilled fingers of the humble 
workers provided by the ‘‘Stitch-in-time Association.” 
Won't the result, however, be to remove one powerful 
inducement to matrimony—the desire to have a mender 
on the premises? If so, Mr. Punch cannot call the idea 
admirable, but only sew-sew! 


om ee eae 


h by the Strand, the East by the Law Courts, and 
the West by Clement’s Inn. I am the more of this opinion 
as the matter, being heard out of Term, the proceedings 
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THE MODERN PURSUIT OF PLEASURE. 
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No bacchant-nymph, with breeze-borne| The ululations rise ! In flail-like phrase, the glorious gain 
tresses, Pirates who track a helpless prize, Of Realism’s ruffian train, 
And luring eyes, and bosom bare, Might howl like this, or wolf-pack pierce Over those merely fancy-pictures _ 
Is it in whose pursuit fast presses, The wintry air with cries as fierce ; Which move the modern critic’s strictures. 
With blood-shot gaze and blatant blare, And yet they chase not prey, but—Pleasure! Great Modern Spirit! what a mercy 
This eager crowd. SwIFr’s savage wit perchance might | That Allegory, quaint, fantastic, 


How hoarsely loud measure, 


Ee 


No longer finds our fancy plastic,— 
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“ The Court” (thinking aloud), ‘‘ HU—M—’MARKABLY FINE YOUNG Wom——!” 


That the contemporary Circe, 
Needs not a limner high, Miltonic ; 
Rather a Zola, coarse, sardonic. 
Out on the false poetic po 
And ho! for dry-light Naturalism ! 
What do they chase, this motley mob ? 
Not aught to make the pulses throb 
With Passion’s fire or Beauty’s light, 
Such rubbish is rococo, quite ; 
The Comus of the Parachute, 
The Pleasure of this mob’s pursuit, 
Appeals to the unchastened brute 
In animal humanity. 
A scent of risk, a whiff of blood, 
These are the things the world finds good 
To move the masses to the mood 
Of suitable insanity. 

The mob won’t move in eager chase 
If Beauty only lead the race. 
Who will pant on for the first place 
In the court of a Muse, in the train of a Grace ? 

Rather the butcher-mood of Rome 

Finds in our British bosoms home. 
Beetle-browed brutes who bruise for gain, 
Athletes devoid of heart or brain 
Appeal not to the mob in vain. 
The hope of risk, the sight of pain, 

hese thrill the sons of toil—or leisure. 

The callow swell, the callous ‘‘ rough,” 
Both find brute-impulse Naren enough 
Without art, taste, or such tame stuff, 

To fire the new Pursuit of Pleasure, 


Pleasure? Yes! There’s peril there, 
Dropping, drifting in mid-air. 
Prospect of nerve-tingling crash, 
Chance of sanguinary smash 
Something lethally soul-thrilling, 
Fetches fast the people’s shilling. 
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COMPLIMENTS. 


Skill? There’s not much ‘‘ fun” in skill 
When not meant to maim or kill.—— 
‘* Great Scott! The beggar’s dropping, Bix! 
Comeon! This way! Noroad? What matter?” 
See how they cluster, crush and clatter, 
How fast the brute within them wakes! 
Through flower-beds and shrub-clustered 

brakes 
Headlong they throng and heedless trample. 
Flushed, fiercely howling ! 

Lo, a sample 

Of the material for a nation 
Under thy stimulus, Sensation ! 


Smug sages, shifty statesmen, can you measure _ 


The meaning of this new Pursuit of Pleasure? 


DOWN ON THE FOG DEMON. 


In his pictorial forecast of New London, 
Mr. Punch indicated that one of the labours 
of that new Hercules, the L. C. C., should be 
fighting the Smoke Fiend. Well, Mr. WALTER 
WREN, it seems, has given notice of Motion 
to the effect :— 

“That it be an instruction to the Sanitary and 
Special Purposes Committee to take into considera- 
tion the causes of the Fogs which trouble London 
during the winter months, and the increased death- 
rate during their prevalence, in order to put in 
force existing powers for dealing with them, and 
obtaining increased powers if necessary.” 

In support of which Motion Mr. Wren has 
written a Memo. on ‘‘Causes and Cures for 
London Fogs.”’? The Motion and the Memo. 
have Mr. Punch’s approval and best wishes. 

‘“We want London Fogs to be things of 
the past,” says W. W. Precisely. But it 
would seem that in the past they were in- 


The Witness (overhearing). ‘‘ EXCELLENT JUDGE ! 1” 


finitely less phe He draws a pleasing 
picture of London seventy—only seventy— 
years ago when, says he, ‘‘it was a bright and 
sunny town.” Bright and sunny! it 
was but the other day, Mr. Punch, haa to 
burn gas during the greater portion of a fore- 
noon in June, ‘At Queenhithe, in 1832, the 
air was quite as pure as it now is at Streat- 
ham !or Blackheath; and beds of flowers 
blossomed to perfection within twelve furlongs 
of the City boundary.” Indeed! ‘* This state 
of things must be regained.” ’Tis a consum- 
mation most devoutly to be wished. ‘* Were 
coal smoke avoided by complete combustion, 
and were houses scientifically warmed, the 
saving in the cost of coal, and in the labour 
and sickness, the destruction and depreciation 
caused by smoke, would in one year yield all 
the sum that is immediately required to pro- 
vide sufficient parksand playgrounds, gardens, 
boulevards, and avenues for the Metropolis ; 
and London would then be as bright and 
cheerful as it was three-quarters of a century 
ago.” Sounds optimistic, not to say Utopian. 
But we have it on the authority of Mr. Wren 
and the Quarterly Review. 


O WALTER WREN, if you do not joke, 

But will the C. C. powers invoke 

To banish from London the Demon Smoke, 
Whose game is to blacken, and poison, and 


choke, 
Youll win the thanks of long-suffering folk. 
O Science, teach us to burn and stoke, 
In ’ ARRY’S phrase, *‘ bid that black-a-vised 
The London Fog-fiend, ‘go home and eat 


And free our necks from his dismal yoke ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday Night, June 17 .—Feel something like 
the boy who stood on the burning deck; Cassa WARY ”’—wasn’t 
that his name? Not that there isa deck, or that there is anything 
burning, except Jacopy’s indignation at general disregard of his 
Whip. It’s the all-but-him-has-fled aspect of the situation that 
fits me. Mr. Punch and his merry men all gone off to Paris, not 
principally to see the Exhibition, not principally to enjoy themselves’; 
stern sense of duty calls them off. : 

‘“‘ Why,” said my venerated Leader, ‘‘ should OLD Moratity enjoy 
monopoly of performance of duty to House and Country? we have 
a duty to perform and shall do it; the Marxiss has snubbed France 
has declined to permit British Minister to take part in Centennial 
celebration of certain historical event; Lorp Mayor stepped into 
breach; very well done, but still something lacking; Mr. Punch 
shall go to Paris in the flesh (what there is of it) and thus shall be 
removed the last vestige of ill-feeling created by the Marxiss’s 
bétise. 

‘* And me?” 

‘‘You, Tony, dear boy! like the rest of us, you’ll do your duty: 
House meets on Monday after Whitsun Recess; you shall go and 
keep House for us; let you know how we get on; ta ta, or as they 
age in Parry, o revor.” 

his was yesterday ; now he’s gone, and they’re gone, and I’m 
left. All doing our duty, I know; but on whole think they’ve got 
pleasantest department. 

Not many here, and not much doing; looked in at Post Office for 
letters; quite a heap; some been here for day or two; shall go on 
terrace, smoke cigar and read ’em. 

Yacht *‘ Garland,” off Tintagel, Friday. 

Tosy ahoy! You will, I am sure, excuse the nautical turn of my 
address, but persons of my comparatively youthful years and deci- 
dedly impressionable nature are apt to take on the tone and colour 
of current circum- 
stances. I am, as 
you will gather 
from the ordinary 
channels of infor- 
mation, not exclu- 
sively a seafarer, 
One foot on sea and 
one on land, I am, 
perhaps, to a cer- 
tain extent am- 
phibious in my 
characteristics. 

We have had a 
very pleasant time, 
our progress being 
marked by those 
kindly gifts, mis- 
cellaneous in their 
design but uni- 
formly useful in 
their character, the 
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<> years past marked 
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Great Britain. 
Amongst other 
things we have re- 
ceived a casket of 
pure white Mexi- 
can onyx, with a 
handsome raised 
floral decoration of 


| wild roses and forget-me-nots on the lid. The casket is enclosed in a 


polished walnut box. Item, a marble mosaic tabl 

ie articles of what Mr. Wemmick called erie oars ane 
shall add to the accumulation gathered on earlier pilgrimages which 
yarboused at Hawarden, gives the place what my recent host 
Sir LAN Haxcovrt calls a pantechniconic air. { shall not be 
in the House on Monday, but hope to see you later. Meanwhile, I 
remain, Your humble and obliged W. E. Gr-pst-nz. 


: Hatfield, Thursday. 
eee Pony, What do you think of Grand Old Man spend 

: aoe pai ays cavorting about Devon and Cornwall? Why 
can t he take a rest like an ordinary mortal? The worst of itis. i¢ 
eis agree with him. What would break down an ordinary man 
at ' is age, oly serves to brighten him up. Still I think he 
ought to be ashamed of himself going about with white umbrella, 
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rose in his coat, and a mosaic table under his arm, But if he thinks 
he vexes me, or gives us a moment’s uneasiness, he is mistaken. 
you haye an opportunity, just mention this. 
Yours faithfully, S-L-SB-RY, 
Eddystone Lighthouse, Friday. | 
Tony, old man, how goes it? It’s my watch below, so I take this 
opportunity of writing a 
few lines, hoping they 
will find you pretty taut, 
as they leave me at pre- 
sent. You will be sur- 
rised to hear of me 
hare: but the fact is, it 
seemed the only place I 
could go to spend a quiet \,. ‘ij 
time. I can’t stand a \Vil 
ship in present state of 
fe Nave siihe can’t Ga» /k 
ive ashore. ere are Cyst. 
only three courses open <> uflll 
in such circumstances. 
I determined to take the 
third, and live in a light- 
house. So here I am, 
tra-la-la! ; 
Very jolly time with 
my two mates; we weigh 
out each other’s grub, 
take watch and watch 
about, and sit down to 
supper in tarpaulins when 
the weather is rough. 


When I come back to : : 
House, I mean to let out on Lighthouses. We are terribly under- 


manned. England will never be the nation she was, or able to hold 
her own; unless she has as many Lighthouses as any two Conti- 
nental Powers combined. That’s my new tack, of which you will 


hear more by-and-by. 
gate to command, CH-RL-E B-B-SF-RD. 


Somewhere in Norway (can’t spell the name). Tuesday. 
Dear Tosy,—Just heard I’ve won the Oaks; (hope it is not spelt 
with ah.) DuNRAVEN sends me word, and you know what an in- 
corrigible joker he is, in spite of his grave aspect, and his mission to 
reform the Lords. If it is true, it will suit my book toa Zz. I 
have long had a fancy that the only thing lacking to complete my 
popularity as a Statesman is, that I should own horses, and win an 
ontadianal aes Fancy Grorey HAMItTon winning a race, or even 
Oxtp Morariry, though of him I’ll say nothing. Of course you’ve 
read what warm friends 
we are now; how I look 
up to him as my natural 
Leader, and how he begins 
to think I’m not nearly so 
bad as I’ve sometimes 
been painted. 
hear there’s some 
wonder expressed at my 
leaving London for this 
place in height of the 
season, and on eve of Oaks. 
All kinds of reasons are 
suggested. I don’t mind 


telling you the truth, 
though it needn’t go any 
further. It’s Wourrer ; 


he’s come home quite rosy, 
with a lot of fresh stories 
culled from the Persian ; 
a sort of spectacled Lallah 
Rookh. He was bad 
enough before he went, 
but now he’s unsupport- 
able, He offered, in patronising way, to present me to the SHAu 
when he arrives. Me, who only the other day had BovuLaneeEr’s 
boots under my mahogany! Wotrrey is not going to show me 
round, I can tell him. So I made up my mind to come off here 
where he is not likely to follow me. ; 

I’m supposed to be fishing, but hayen’t done much yet. Saw a 
salmon yesterday, at least I think it was one; hope I’ll catch it; 
Generally do when I’m at home, 

Yours, 


R-npD-LPH §, CH-ROH-LL. 
; Henley-on-Thames, Saturday. 
Dear Toxy, I wonder if you will be in the House on Monday, or 
whether you will be tempted by the state of the weather to extend 


a|your recess? It is, as you know, the early bird that catehes the 
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last train, and I should be wanting in my duty to the House and 
the Country if I were to miss it, and so fail to be in my place to greet 
the SPEAKER on his resuming the Chair. 
I do not expect we shall be excessively lively, The disposition to 
lead to excitable episodes appears to have subsided. What influence 
: upon the assembly my equable presence may have 
had it is not for me to say; but it is impossible to 
avoid noting the circumstance. Mr. GLADSTONE, 
it is not unreasonable to expect, may, to a certain 
extent, be what, in writing privately to you I may 
describe, as pumped out by his excursion to the 
West. My esteemed young friend GRANDOLPH 
is engaged in what I am given to understand are 
piscatorial pursuits ; CHAPLIN is in a 
simmering state of content in anticipa- 
tion of the devolution upon him o 
newly constituted ministerial func- 
tions. Looking around from this quiet 
retreat in a riparian district, I think I 
may say that events have a pleasant 
air of quiescence, and that in the 
coming weeks we shall have the oppor- 
--, tunity of making steady progress with 
Mo 4, vusiness, which, as far as is consistent 
a with anybody’s feelings, is my earnest 
desire. 
4, Hoping that you have enjoyed the 
yj, temporary cessation from labour, and 
will return to what I may perhaps call 
the workshop refreshed and invigo- 


tated, am, yours faithfully, 
W.H. Sm-rTu. 


There’s the division-bell; don’t know what the question is, but 
I shall go and vote. Jacosy sure to be there to show me which 
Lobby to go into; only, as Lawson says, one is apt sometimes to 
get into the wrong box. 

‘* Looking at JacoBy,” he says, ‘‘ one instinctively starts to follow 
the ‘Noes.’”? Business done.—Supply. 


“MODUS OPERANDI.” 
(The Covent Garden Government, and Her Majesty’s Opposition.) 
’ 


Monday, June 10.—The bill for this evening at Covent Garden 
contained Aida, set down to be read, or rather sung, at least a third, 
if not a fourth time. The provisions thoroughly understood, and passed 
without demur by a full house. Madame Vatpa in charge of the 
title réle resuming the lead (shared a few nights since with 
Madame Norpica), ably supported by Madame Scatcui. Monsieur 
Jean Dr ReszKE also made a most effective defence of VERDI’s 
music. 


ciently. Monsieur LESTEL- 
LIER not so satisfactory. If 
very ater things were ex- 
pected from this Mons., the 
result has not been entirely 
unlike the ridiculus mus. 
By the way, it is becoming 
a, so much the fashion nowa- 
i: days to allow the artistes to 
*/ select their own language 
(I fancy Monsieur SrcGuIN 
sang in Frenchthis evening), 
t®) that it would not be half a 
bad idea to put up Lucia, 
N with Miss McInryrE in 
yi pure Scotch, and the Mac- 
éX,, Guckin as Edgar (to balance 
a his not having played the 
Mixed Italian Opera. Barty M‘Guckin, be- Knight of the Swan in Loh- 
dad, and Maggie Macintyre ‘‘take the flure.”” engrin), in the original Irish 
of his native land. But to speak once more of Zell. Mlle. Lira made 
rather a mess (some even said a litter, but they were wags, and as such 
unworthy of respect), of the acting in the part of Mathilde, 1 could 
not help thinking that her presence in the train of G'esler may possibly 
have had something to do with the unpopularity of that misguided 
nobleman. The Barber leading the Opposition in another place. 


W ednesday.—Evening sitting at Covent Garden as an extra night 
with Faust tothe fore, and here let me correct a slip of the pen in my 
report of last week when the matter was also before the house. I then 
praised M. LAssaLLE as an excellent jd pet ep laa and however just 
that praise may have been (for,no doubt whenever the gifted bari- 
tone plays the part he plays it thoroughly well), he was not on the 
occasion in question devilling for anyone, but appearing in propria 
persona as Valentine. It was Monsieur DE RESZKE who assumed the 
diabolical character, and assumed it very well. To-night we had the 
same caste plus an additional Dk Reszke and WINOGRADOFF and 
minus LASSALLE and Taxazac. The absence of the latter was not 
to be regretted, as he was scarcely the sort of Faust to captivate the 
heart of so charming a Marguerite as Madame Norpica. It must 
have occurred to many present that Mephistopheles had given rather 
short measure in return for Faust’s blood and bond. The Opposition 
taking it very easily at Her Majesty’s, but promising something with 
the charm of novelty by Gounop for to-morrow. | 

Thursday.—Again Monsieur LAssaLLE away as the leader of the 
house at Covent Garden, and once more there is an efficient sub- 
stitute to supply his place. A member of ‘‘ the talented Dan DRaRDIES 
family ” simply excellent as the amatory Don, and Madame Marie 
Van Zanpt more than confirms the favourable impression she has 
created in the Page from the Nozze. Another absentee in the person 
of Mlle. Tont ScHLAGER was to have done wonders with that lively 
individual Donna Anna. Instead, we have the Mant, who, after the 
fashion of her great African namesake, turns up unexpectedly, but 
(unlike him) most pleasantly. 

Another alteration of not quite 
so delightful a character is the 
appearance of M. LEsTELLIER 
as Don Ottavio, when we had 
been promised Signor MAssrmI. 
It is of course, rather difficult © 
to say what the Signor would 
have been like, as he did not 
appear, but I think he would 
have been better than the 
Mons.—if he had not, I should 
have been at once surprised 
and disappointed. For the 
rest, the mzse-en-scéne excel- | 
lent, and the general perform- 
ance all of the best. ; 

Faust at Her Majesty’s Oppo- 
sition. Politically it has been 
declared that ‘‘ the business of 
an Opposition is to oppose.’ 
Lyrically the maxim hardly 
applies; but Mr. MApLEeson 
may perhaps claim to have 
‘* opposed’? the conventional 
setting of GouNoD’s master- nthe R.LO0.C.G 
piece; the performance on inthe Bed. 0. CoG, 
Thursday being at least an original one. There was a fair muster 
on the Opposition benches— or stalls—and the house seemed to approve 
Mile. ZiLIE DE Lussan as Marguerite, and Signor Pat o’ Ming—I 
mean PALERMINI—as Valentino. Mlle. Zit was voted bright and 
tuneful, and no cynical operatic TaLLEYRAND seemed inclined to 
protest in this case against trep de Zélie ! 

Saturday.—Foreign affairs attracting the attention of the House. 
Romeo et Juliette produced in French, and our “‘ lively neighbours” 
consequently put upon the footing of the most favoured nation. 
Madame Metza (French, no doubt, for Melbourne) a capital repre- 
sentative of SHAKSPEARE’S heroine. Her singing of the waltz in the 
First Act had but one fault—it provoked the audience to ask for a 
double encore. The Brothers Dr ReszKE in great force. Monsieur 
EpovarD conducted the marriage service (fully choral) in a 
manner calculated to cause the profoundest envy in the breast of 
the most accomplished curate attached to St. George’s, Hanover 
Square ; and Brother JEan “‘lightened up” the part of Romeo, by 
wearing tights of an eccentric pattern. Chaff apart We te do not 
say in the French), both admirable. Smaller parts well filled. Signor 
CASTELMARY distinguished himself as Le Duc de Vérone—this 
accomplished person is a very good Duke, in spite of his appearance 
in Faust having argued that he was a very poor devil. The whole 
production (dresses, mise-en-scéne, everything) worthy of the Poet, 
the Composer, and the Manager. _ 

Her Majesty’s Opposition, to-night, ‘‘moved’’ DonizErrr, and 
DT) Elisir d’ Amore, the majority of a rather thin House voting 
decidedly ‘‘in an aflirmative sense.” Mlle. GrusrprrnA GARGANO 
made a sprightly and melodious Adina, and Signor CaRraccroLo a 
sonorous and Lal-Brough-ish Duleamara; whilst Signor VictINq, 
whose voice is very pleasing in piano passages, found them to be by 
no means ‘‘ passages that lead to nothing,” for in Nemorno’s slightly 
sentimental Romance, ‘‘ Una Furtiva Lagrima,” they led, on this 
occasion, to a very vigorous encore, duly accepted. 


ROYALIT AE 
| OPERA ii] 
COVENTGARD 


‘Take him for all in all, we shall not 
look upon his like again.” 
Suggestion for a Statue to be erected 
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1889. 
‘¢M’ | HAVE TH’ PLEASURE OF A DANCE?” 


THE SHAH’S HOLIDAY. 


Nasr-ED-DIn soliloquises :— 


Personally conducted!!! By the Seven Fountains of the Sun, it 
is one of the accursed innovations of the modern muddle they mis- 
call Civilisation to which a descendant of Danrtus finds it hard to 
reconcile himself. Oh, for the Magic Carpet of Hovssarn the 
Persian! When he, setting forth on his travels, ‘‘ took the road of 
Samarcande”’ he was not bothered with such ‘‘ supporters”’ as mine. 
Better the blessed Carpet of Bishnagar than the cheapest and most 
carefully arranged Coox’s Tour! é 

** His throne was in radiance like the bow of Heaven, upon which 
pre-eminent in majesty, he sat without observing the sceptred 

otentates of the earth more than atoms in the beams of his presence.” 
o the old Persian tale said of a King. That was something like. 
‘*Good old Persia!””—as a cockney cad would say. The ‘‘sceptred 
otentates of the earth’’—confound them!—did then not dare to 
other the Shahinshah concerning railway concessions or the free 
navigation of Persian rivers. Whereas now, between the Bear on 
one side, and the Lion on the other—but hist!—the brutes will 
overhear me ! 
Qh, to be a fine old Persian potentate, one of the olden time! 

He fixed the rings of subjection in the ears of Fortune, and made 
the Spring spreader of the carpets of his pleasure. Time gave the 
reins of his party-coloured coursers into his hands, and Pride laid 
the head of obsequiousness upon the threshold of his door of audience.” 
Lovely ! Inatutta of Delhi, flowery wert thou in language, but 
thine ideas of kingliness were decidedly O.K. Then, as INATULLA 
said, ; of all gardens that of rhetoric justly challenged the highest 
fame.” But now, to enter the modern Baar Dares or Garden of 
Knowledge, even Nasr-Ep-Dry must pass through the portals of 
forced politeness, on the arm of these rude rival brutes, who, to 
imitate INATULLA’s style, endeavour to hide the greed of carnivorous 
appetite under the grin of diplomatic dissimulation. 

_As to the Bear, he is getting unbearable. Smirks like a Nautch- 
girl, but snubs like a Shahin a tantrum. How affectionately—and 
paralysingly—he grips my arm at this moment! On the whole I 


a ee 


prefer his frank menaces to his sinister caresses. Yet could I have 
bowstrung him with my own hands when he boastfully and threaten- 
ingly alluded to his bristling legions and my defenceless borders. 
Like DaxkIANOs in the coils of the serpent, I feel ‘‘ a shadow of power, 
an object of impotence.” 

As to the Lion, he is better-mannered perhaps, but has he better 
intentions? Keeps a tight hold of my dexter arm as though I were 
an inebriated Bank-Holiday-maker, and he, what the batter-faced 
infidels call, I believe, a ‘‘ Bobby.”? Quite a little holiday! Yes! 
Only somehow I feel as if I were being ‘‘ run in.”’ 

That Bishnagar Carpet, now, would obey my orders, and not direct 
my course. Forty purses were well expended upon its like. Better 
infinitely than a Special Pulman. As it is, I feel that I am ‘‘ on the 
Carpet,’’ in the coarse Western sense. Oh, for the wonder-working 
aid of the fairy Part-Banov to give these intrusive Infidels empha- 
tically and finally ‘‘ what for” ! 

No, by the beard of ZoroasTER, were their Buckingham Palace 
more beauteous than that of Pari-Banov herself—which it is not!” 
—yet would I gladly shirk a second visit thereto did I dare. Nay, 
even their grand orchestral music—what they call ‘‘ tuning-up ”— 
and the jocund gyrations of their nimble Nautch-girls—or Gaiety 
‘*Choristers’’—should not tempt me again into their brumous 
Babylon, were I but absolute master of Prince Houssarn’s Carpet— 
and of myself. But between Bear and Lion—not to mention the 
fortuitous wing-flappings and incidental beak-proddings of certain 
Eagles, one or two-headed—a Shahinshah’s life is not a happ 
one. Howhapp could I be wethout either! Hah! I begin to think 
that life would be tolerable—eyven to an elderly Shah in difficulties, 
but for its—Holidays! 


Tram-car Trammels. 


WE are told that the London Tram-car men are kept on their feet 
some sixteen hours ata stretch. Poorfellows! Mr. Punch wonders 
they stand it, and feels that they—and a sympathetic Public—ought 
to make a stand against it. Let Public Opinion as imperatively as 
the old highwaymen,}bid the Monopolists, ‘ Stand and deliver ”’ these 
poor tram-slaves from their tedious thraldom ! 
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HINTS FOR THE PARK. 


Ir you ARE A NERVOUS RIDER, AND RATHER AFRAID OF YOUR NEW MARE, IT’S BETTER TO LEAVE YOUR SPURS ON, THAN TO PUT 
THEM INTO YOUR PooKET ! 


MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 
No. VI.—THE CHIVALROUS. 


The” Singer (who should be a large man, in evening dress, with a 
crumpled shirt-front) will come on the stage with a bearing 
intended to convey at first sight that he is a devoted admirer of 
the fair sex. After removing his crush-hat in an easy manner, 
and winking airily at the orchestra, he will begin :-— 

THERE’s enthusiasm brimming in the breasts of all the women, 

And they ’re calling for enfranchisement with clamour eloquent : 

When some parties in a huff rage at the plea for Female Suffrage, 

I invariably floor them with a simple argu-ment. 
Chorus (to be rendered with a winning persuasiveness), 
Why shouldn’t the darlings have votes ? de-ar things! 
On politics each of ’em dotes, de-ar things! 
(Pathetically.) Oh, it does seem so hard 
They should all be debarred, 
’Cause they happen to wear petticoats, de-ar things! 


Nature all the hens to crow meant, I could prove it in a moment, 
Though they ’ve selfishly been silenced by the cockadoodle-doos, 
But no man of sense afraid is of enfranchising the Ladies. 
(Magnanimously.) Let’em put their pretty fingers into any pie 
they choose ! 
Spoken—For—— Chorus—Why shouldn’t the darlings, &c. 


They would cease to care for dresses, if we made them elec-tresses, 
No more time ee Mi spend on needlework, nor at pianos strum ; 
Every dainty little Dorcas would be sitting on a Caucus, 
Busy wire-pulling to produce the New Millenni-um! 


Spoken—Oh! Chorus—Why shouldn’t the darlings, &c. 


In the House we’ll see them sitting soon, it will be only fitting. 

They should have an opportunity their country’s laws to frame. 
And the Ladies’ legislation will be sure to cause sensation, 

For they ’1l do away with everything that seems to them a shame! 


Spoken—Then—— Chorus—Why shouldn't the darlings, &e. 


They will promptly clap a stopper on whate’er they deem improper, 
Put an end to vaccination, landed property, and pubs; 


And they ’ll fine Tom, Dick, and Harry, if they don’t look sharp 
and marry, 
And for Kindergartens confiscate those nasty horrid Clubs! 


Spoken—Ah! Chorus—Why shouldn’t the darlings, &c. 


They ’ll declare it’s quite immoral to engage in foreign quarrel, 
And that Britons never never will be warriors any more ! 

When our forces are abolished, and defences all demolished, 
They will turn upon the Jingo tack, and want to go to war! 


Spoken—So—— Chorus—Why shouldn’t the darlings, &c. 


(With a grieved air.) Yet there’s some who’d close such vistas to 
their poor down-trodden sisters, 
And persuade ’em, if they ’re offered votes, pealy to refuse ! 
ca they do not care about ’em, and would rather be without ’em— 
h, I haven’t common patience with such narrer-minded views! 


Spoken—No! Chorus—Why shouldn’t the darlings, &c. 


And it’s females—that’s the puzzle !—who petition for the muzzle, 
Which I call it poor and paltry, and I think you’ll say so too. 
They are not in any danger. Let ’em drop the dog-in-manger! 
If they don’t require the vote themselves, there’s other Ladies do! 


Spoken—And—— Chorus—Why shouldn’t the darlings, &c. 


(Here the Singer will gradually retreat backwards to the rear of the 
stage, open his crush-hat, and extend tt in an attitude of triumph 
as the Curtain descends. 


‘‘THE case in a nutshell’’—or at least, if a nutshell may be con- 
sidered as a hat, in a hat-box. In the Bishop of Lincoxn’s 
prosecution, it was thought that the decision in the BENNETT case 
would be of some weight. One objection to this was, that in future 
the two would be quoted as ‘‘ The Lincoln and Bennett” cases, and 
so cause some confusion. 


From THE DIsESTABLISHER’S Point oF Virw.—The modern Jonau 
is the English Church in Wales. 


‘* STRIKES ON HIS OWN Box.’’—The Paris Cabman. 
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THE JOCKEY CLUB IN COURT. 
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PERSIAN PUZZLES. (WAITING SOLUTION.) 


How will they manage to land the SHau attheSpeaker’s 
Stairs P How will they get him there ? Will they smuggle 
him on board at Greenwich, and bring him in a Penny 
Steamboat, or leave it in the hands of the River Police ? 

Will he and his suite of seventy-three attendants be 
conveyed by the London General Omnibus Company, and 
escorted by the Royal Horse Guards Band to Buckingham 
Palace? Will the stair-carpets of that establishment all 
be taken up, fresh straw spread on the floors of the State 
rooms, and the furniture covered up, so as to suit it to 
the Oriental habits of its temporary occupants 

Will the Director of the Household supply the Sain 
and suite, pending their stay, with free admissions to the 
Baths and Washhouses in the Buckingham Palace Road ? 

Will His Majesty be suffered to make his toilette in 
the State drawing-room, and wipe his muddy boots on 
the blue satin damask of the over-mantel ? 

Will he, when he lunches with the Lorp Mayor, 
preeens him with the stalks of his asparagus and expect 

im to eat them? 

Will he insist on bestowing the Grand Cross of the 
Order of the Pink Hyzna on M. Tussaup ? 

Will he, during his visit to Covent Garden, send for 
Mr. Aucustus Harris and, offering to buy the entire 
Corps de Ballet of him, expect him to cart it off to 
Buckingham Palace as it stands? 

Will the Crystal Palace Company secure him on a 
Saturday, and making a feature of him, together with 
‘¢ fountains and fireworks,’ manage, by the joint attrac- 
tion, to score a decent financial success. 

Will the rival institution at Muswell Hill be able to 
posunie him to go up in a Balloon and descend in a 

arachute before the admiring thousands who congregate 
there daily to witness such performances. : 

Who will look after the Saan when the public Show- 
men have done with him ? 

What on earth will Lord Sarispury do with him for 
the two ok that he is going to entertain him at 
Hatfield ?. How will he try to counteract the effect of 
the Czar’s alleged threat of the ‘‘ hundred thousand 
bayonets” ? Will he button-hole the Sau, and do his 
best to allay his fears at a Garden Party? Will he try 
to pacify him by making him an Honorary Grand 
Knight Outsider of the Primrose League? Or, will he 
endeavour to impress him by showing him his poultry 
and pigs? If not, will the Duke of Norrozx, who is 
to have him next, be likely to improve on the occasion ? 

Failing this, who will be able to provide a programme 
of excitement, change, and sight-seeing that will last 
his surfeited misty out the entire three weeks he 
purposes devoting to his inquiring stay among us ? 


Blissful Ignorance. 

“It may be doubted whether one person in ten thousand who 
read what was written (last week in the papers) knew anything 
about Bruno at all.”—Saturday Review, June 15. 

Wao was Grorpano Bruno? 

T don’t know, Iown. Do you know? 
Who or what he was but few know ; 
Fewer still, and this I do know, 

Care one cuss for this same Bruno. 


HOOK AND LINE. 


Harry Thought of the Great Eastern Railway Com- 
pany to issue little pamphlets containing lists of houses 
and cottages to let along their line, also farm-house 
apartments, with names of owners, number of rooms, 
terms, &c. Delightful associations conjured up by the 
words ‘* farmhouse apartments’’—better still, if they 
could keep the good old title of “lodgings” { Home- 
made bread! Pure milk! Fresh eggs! -And fresh air! 
And purling (why ‘‘ purling” ?) streams! And daisied 
and buttercupped meadows! All you have to do is to get 

our pamphlet, and take your choice—of houses. The 
list is a long one—you enter the lists, and you’re suited 
at once! Then the G. E. R. also publishes little descrip- 
tive leaflets of the districts it runs through—the Valley 
of the Stour, for instance, which of course helps the 
tourist greatly in fixing on his s-tour! He will probably 
sing, ‘‘ Mine be a cot beside the Great Eastern Railway 
Line,” and thank the Directors for directing his attention 


tothis crowd of would-beletters—thisrural “‘letter-press’’! 
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SONGS OF THE SUMMER. 


‘‘THe WEATHER SEEMS TO BE IMPROVING, NupKins!’”—‘‘ YEs, Miss ; THE 
NIGHTINGALE AND THE CUCKOO IS A-’OLLERIN’, EVERY NIGHT!” 


YANKEE NOTIONS. 


(New Version composed by a Member of the American Society 07 Mechanical 


Engineers, during the visit of the American Engineers to London on their way 
to the Paris Exhibition.) 

WE have come across the sea from America the free, 
And we guess it is to see how you are, JoHN BULL. 

We’d a notion that your bridges matched with ours were much like midges, 
When compared with a big bufiler or a bar, Joun BULL. 

We have enterprise and nous, and a hundred and fift thousand 
Miles of railway, and the Washington monument, JoHN BULL, 

But we ’ve seen in your small clearing some big works of engineering, 
And a very jolly time of it we’ve spent, JoHN BULL. 


We have seen the Mersey Tunnel, ’tis a tidy little funnel ; 
The Manchester Ship Canal, and Bridge of Forth, Joun Butt. 
And we find the land of SMEATON not so easily is beaten. 
We have travelled East and West, and South and North, Joun Butt. 
In your skill we ’’ve grown believers, and those Forth-Bridge cantilevers 
Lick the topping towers of Washington and Eiffel, Jonn BuLt. 
And now we would say thankee on behalf of every Yankee 
Who has had your hospitality, no trifle, Joun BULL. 


At the Guildhall Banquet truly every toast was honoured duly, 
And the Yankee Engineers received a bumper, JOHN BULL. 
The old ‘‘ Star-spangled Banner,” sung by I'RYER in a manner 
All his own, made every Yankee heart a thumper, JoHN BULL. 
It seemed to float right o’er us as we all are in the chorus, 
And drank the loving cup in Civic style, Joun BULt. 
Well, and here’s three hearty cheers for Old England’s Engineers, 
Who make the best of your queer little isle, Joun BULL. 


'Tisn’t long, ’tis rayther narrow, but Larrp, BEssEMER, and YARROW, 
With ARMSTRONG, WuHITWorRTH, Mavupstay, Forp, and RENNIE,JoHN BULL, 
And others quite as clever use their very best endeavour 
To make their little land as good as any, JOHN BULL. 
We must presently go back, and when on the homeward track 
The results of our excursion we shall tot, Joun BuLt, 
And shall find ourselves agreeing we have seen some things worth seeing 
In the land of TetForp, STEPHENSON, and Watt, Joun BULL. 


een erp ence tS CEE LC CL TT 


308 


ie 


= RAY 
Pao WY 

: si 
~ CA fh i i 


7! 


a ee 


THE AUTOMATIC POLICEMAN. 


Pur A PENNY IN THE SLOT, AND HE STops THE TRAFFIC. 


A PACIFIC LAY. 


‘The American Consul in the Society Islands, Corisul Dory, has just married the beautiful 
but dusky Princess Potona.”’—Daily Paper. 


Mr. Dory was an enterprising Yankee, 
An aggressive, imperious, go-ahead sort of cuss ; 
SAIN In New York he frequently became rather moody (but 
= not particularly SANKEY), 
Because the place offered no scope to his undoubted 
geni-us. 


& He said to himself, ‘* I amin rather a ticklish position, 
yy If ¢ stay here, I may be driven to some desperate 
eed ; 

I may become a murderer—or even a politician, 

GZ ; Though naturally to the son of scrupulously honest 

RS Bs NS parents (that’s me) the latter possibility is horrible 

ee . YY) to contemplate, unless one were in absolute need.” 
ANS SS So Mr. Dory went off to the White House, and asked for 
22 OQ LW \ a berth, : 

. Although, having already been born once, it was 
rather unfair of him to expect to have it all over 
again; [earth ; 

f He got one, however, as a Consul at the ends of the 

And, pees a good eye to the main chance, he determined to chance the perils 
of the main. 


He arrived at the Society Islands in perfect safety, 
And seeing a comely Princess, bethought himself of a Safety Match ! 
As an American Consul,” he soliloquised with remarkable naivété, 
I have a right to some Consul-ation, and I fancy I’m rather a catch.” 


The wooing was short, in accordance with the habits of the nation, 

For Consul Dory just told the King he doted on his Burnt-Um-berish girl ; 
And his Moseety treated the matter as an official communication, 

And regretted that all the dowry he could afford was one exceptionally fine pearl. 


So, married they were; but the Bridegroom thought he had been a trifle hasty, 
When his Father-in-law explained the usual rites where a cannibal Princess is 


wed ; 
And Princess Potona herself boxed his ears in the vestry, 
Because he had not provided 
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However, they served up his best man (a Yankee friend) 
as a tasty side-dish, : 
And the Princess’s ‘‘ going-away dress” wasexclusively 
composed of the teeth of some lively sharks 
And when the Consul succeeds to the kingship of the Can- 
nibal Islands—if such be his wish— : 
He may be more inclined than he is at present to think 
that his alliance with the beautiful but carnivorous 
Princess PoLona was rather larks! 


“LE FOOTE-BALLE.” 
Offices of the Athletic Convention, Paris. 


Monsteur,—Havine already expressed my views.as to 
the capabilities possessed by ‘‘ Le Cricquette” for becoming 
a national game worthy the attention of the young sport- 
ing gentlemen of our modern France, I now turn me to 
the consideration of your ‘‘ Foote-Balle.”’ 

I have examined the apparatus for the play you have 
so kindly sent over,—the great leathern bag of wind 
which is kicked, ‘‘ Jes Goalpoles,”’ and the regulations for 
the playing of the game, and have seen your fifteen pro- 
fessional County “‘kicksmen” engage,—I shudder as I 
recall the terrible sight,—in a contest, horrible, mur. 
derous, and demoniacal, with an equal number of my un- 
happy compatriots, alas! in their enthusiasm and é/an, 
ignorant of the deadly struggle that awaited them in the 
game in which they were about innocently to join. To 
witness the savage rush of your professional kicksmen 
was terrifying, and when, in displaying “‘ le serummage,” 
they scattered, with the kicks of their legs, my fainting 
compatriots, who fell lamed and wounded in all directions, 
I said to myself, this ‘‘ Foote-Balle” is not a pastime, it 
is an encounter of wild beasts, ‘‘ un vrai carnage,” fit to 
be played, not by civilised sporting gentlemen, but by 
cannibals, 

But let me explain that it is not the kick to which I 
object, for is not le coup de pied the national defence of 
France? Indeed, in your own fist contest in ‘‘ Le Boxe- 
Match,” is not to deliver a kick in the jaw of your 
antagonist considered a meritorious coup, showing great 
skill in the boxe-man? And do not our own garcons de 
collége kick a confrére when he is ‘‘ down,” and point to 
the circumstance with a legitimate pride and satisfac- 
tion? No, it is not le coup de pied which makes horrible 
‘*Le Foote-Balle,” but the conspiracy organised of the 
kicksmen—Les Demidos (the ’alf-backs), Les En Avants 
(the Forwards), and the ‘‘ Goal-keeperes””—all to kick 
the leathern bag of wind at once, and so produce a 
murderous mélée, in which arms, legs, ribs, thighs, necks, 
and spines are all broken together, and may be heard 
simultaneously cracking by any of the terror-struck but 
helpless spectators who are watching the ghastly contest. 

Viewing the game under this aspect, you will not be 
surprised to hear that my Committee have, as they did 
in dealing with ‘‘ Le Cricquette” revised the rules and 
regulations for the playing of your ‘‘ Foote-Balle,” so as 
to suit it to the tastes and requirements of the rising 
generation of our Modern France. I cannot at present 
furnish you with full details of the suggested modifica- 
tions, but I may inform you that it has been unanimously 
decided that the ‘‘ Balle,” which is to be of ‘‘ some light, 
airy, floating material, and three times its present size,” 
is not to be touched by the foot at all, but struck lightly 
by the palm of the hand, and thus wafted harmlessly, 
with a smart smack, over the heads of the combatants. 

As to costume, the game is to be played in white satin 
bed-room slippers, with (as a protection in the event, 
spite every possible precaution, of ‘‘le scrimmage”’ 
arising) feather pillows strapped over the knees and chest. 
It is calculated by our Committee that the savage pro- 
clivities of the game, as fostered by the terrible rules of 
your murderous ‘‘ Rugby Association,’’ will be thus, in 
some measure, counteracted. 

Hoping soon to hear from you on the subject of your 
Courses d’ Eau, as I shall doubtless have some sugges- 
tions to make in reference to the conduct of your aquatic 
contests, receive, Monsieur, the assurance of my most 
distinguished consideration, 

THE SECRETARY TO THE CONGRESS. 


Mosicat Norg.—A song, called ** Though Wisdom Bids 
Me Forget,” by H. Kuxtn, is effective if, on being asked, 


some plump relations (cold) for the nuptial spread. | you can sing it; if not, ‘‘D. Klein with thanks: 
ee 

or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 

en wheu accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, 


To this rule 


. 
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House of Commons, Monday, June 17.—Anticipation of quiet time 
after holiday abruptly broken in upon. Something less than a hundred 
Members present, when at Half-past Three SpEaKer called on Questions. 
Oxp Moratity in his place, looking round with nervous smile; CHAPLIN 
looming large in corner seat below Gangway. 

‘*Sat here and hereabouts, boy and man, for twenty years,’’ he said, 
breathing gently on his eye-glass, and_meditatively polishing it with 
cambric handkerchief. ‘‘ What wisdom I haye distilfs ! what eloquence 
flashed forth! what pointed irony! and what withering scorn! Twenty 
years a considerable slice out of an ordinary man’s life. Not speaking 
of G. O. M., of course. Twenty years, more or less, nothing to him. On the whole, a 
pleasant time, profitably employed, not only for contemporaries, but for posterity. Now, 
changes imminent; new office created; corner seat will know my face no more; a Minister 
of Agriculture added to the ranks of British Statesmen, and the Treasury Bench gladdened 
by my presence. Must make the most of opportunities. Shall be pretty regular in atten- 
dance below Gangway till Board of Agriculture Bill passes.” 

CHAPLIN musing thus; OLD MoRALity ene Opposition ; SPEAKER looking down list 
of Questions ; when swift rustling heard behind Chair, and lithesome figure presses forward. 
A cheer goes up from the Oppose side, and Grand Old Man, who everybody thought was 
at least no nearer home than Dorset, takes his seat. 

‘‘Ruddier than a cheery, too,’? said PLunKkET, watching him as he skipped along. 
‘Don’t wish him any harm, but really thought that after campaigning in the West through 
the holidays he’d be a little fagged; like to go home and rest; instead of which he seems 
fresher than ever.” ‘ ; 

‘* Yes,” sighed ArTHUR Batrour; ‘‘ to be eighty years young is sometimes more cheerful 
and hopeful than to be forty years old.” ; 

Presently pounced on Op Moratiry, who had, without making a epeaey moved Resolu- 
tion to take over Tuesdays for public business. Hair literally bristled with indignation ; 
voice shook with emotion. Was it possible that the Leader of the House, having such an 
opportunity to make a speech, should pass it by? Oxrp Moratiry, almost frightened out 
of his life, tremblingly explained, that he really had meant to speak, but had proposed to 
defer it till a later stage, when he might answer questions. G. O. M. only half mollified. 
Op Moratiry hastily put in his statement. ‘ 

Most Bills given up, including Sugar Convention. Great thing, ultimate aspiration of 
Ministers, was to wind up quickly and get off early for autumn holidays. House cheered 
this prospect. Adroit move; seemed to have carried everything before it: when Sacx of 
Queen Anne’s Gate interposed, and with admirable EOE charged OLrp Moratity with 
systematically aggressive conduct; hoped there would be an gabe in this respect. 
Otp Morariry, at first thought this was a joke, and smiled his genial smile. But no 
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esponsive flicker of amusement on faces round him. All loo 
Sree: sad, reproachful. Smile after few ghastly flickers, died ‘ef 
O~p Moratiry’s face. Was it true? Could it be so, that he ha 
shown himself aggressive, bullying the House, trampling on the rights 
of private Members, scaring his colleagues with scathing glances ? 
He bent his head in acknowledgment of the crime, resolved to fight 
against his besetting sin. Business done.—Supply. 


Tuesday.—Miraculous effect of waving of Orp Morairy’s magic 
wand. His masterly speech of yesterday has overcome all opposition, 
smoothed away all acerbity, brought about a political Millennium. 3 

‘Talk about squeezing oil out of bladders on to the stormy seas, 
said Admiral Finrtp ‘‘it’s nothing to our great Captain’s opera- 
tions. I’m anold Salt of many years 
pickle. Suppose I may say that I’m 
the best stage sailor in the House, more 
rollicking in my gait, more familiarly 
uncouth in my speech, and more gene- 
rally a nuisance than any other retired 
Admiral. Feel I’ve a right to speak 
on this as on any other matter, and I 
will say that, for a regular storm- 
soother, a patent dead-calm producer, 
pipe all hands aloft and give me OLD 
Moratity!” : 

More point than usual in Admiral’s 
remarks. House evidently made up its 
mind to wind up business, and get ready 
to make holiday with the Swan. 
GRANDOLPH, who was to have smashed 
GrorcIeE Hamitton in Committee, 
salmon-fishing in the Champs Elysées ; 
CHARLIE BERESFORD still aboard the 
lighthouse ; even the austere spirit of 
SacE of Queen Anne’s Gate subdued. 
Votes put and passed without contro- 
The Admiral versy; thousands piled on tens of 

Catena thousands, and millions on millions, 
By Half-past_Ten the last Vote for the year in Navy Estimates 
agreed to, Everyone makes believe it is in ordinary course of 
things ; not even a cheer raised. Then Fleet retires; British Army 
assembles on the strand, and STANHOPE moves successive Votes. The 
Colonels prove as docile as the Admirals; Vote after Vote passed ; 
only when midnight hour strikes, Committee pulled up, having 
done more work in a single sitting than accomplished in the whole 
of twenty-nine nights previously spent in Committee, 

Business done.—Supply voted with both hands. 


Lhursday.—GEORGE CAMPBELL managed to give a fillip to Debate 
on Scotch Universities Bill. Didn’t look as if anyone could do at: 
but GrorGx, taking counsel with Dr. CLarK, managed it. Debate 
been on for several hours. Scot succeeded Scot with regularity and 
despatch. English, Welsh, and Irish Members fled the scene. It 
}was Home Rule realised; Scotch Parliament debating a Scotch 
measure, JOSEPH GILLIS, whose judicial engagements keep him in 
town, hovered around the back benches, casting benevolent regard 
upon the scene. Particularly enjoyed the bored look of the Clerks, 
and the lassitude against which Speaker bravely struggled. When 
five or six Members rose together, competing for precedence, 
JOSEPH’S smile broadened, and his eye took ona deeper mist of tender- 
ness as it fell upon the four or five who missed the chance and 
resumed seat with woebegone look. After a while the pleasure 
palled, and JosrpH lightly withdrew, to return again at midnight 
and see that no one by accident got his Bill advancéd a stage. 

CAMPBELL and Cxiarxk each had speech to make. Rose with great 
regularity when opening presented itself. SPEAKER didn’t see them. 

. Oh! very well!” said the Kyieur of Krroatpy, ‘the time 
will come when you shall hear me.”’ 

Lyon Piayrarr, finding an opening, grew quite eloquent. ‘The 

as been standing on its hind 


lion rampant 0’ Scotland,” said he, ‘‘h 
legs, pawing the air.” Curious to note how involuntarily the orator, 
extending his hands, imitated gesture of the nobler beast, 

At midnight Professor Stuart on his legs, * commenting with 
satisfaction on the clauses for affiliation with local institutions with 
the Universities,” Only ten minutes left. Oxzp Moratrry sent for ; 
hurriedly enters; planted himself on extreme edge of Bench, with 
hands on knees and eye on the clock; familiar attitude, ready to 
pounce, Sruart, catching sight of him, brought remarks to sudden 
conclusion. Five minutes to twelve, and still time to divide. Then 
uprose Kyicur of Krrcatpy and moved adjournment of Debate. 
Cry of despair from Ministerial Benches. Ox~p Moratriry’s emotion 
pitiful to look on, Just missed his chance. If he moved that 

the question be now put,” ‘‘ the question” would be, not that Bill 
be read a Second Time, but that Debate be now adjourned. Appealed 
to Knicut to withdraw. Crark said “No.” Heand KNieHt would 
die first. Question put, that Debate be now adjourned; the Knicut 
relented ; did not challenge Spraxrp’s decision that "Noes had it. 


—————— 


310 


HH Wt Me 
7) vil 


LONDON CHARIVARI, 


ff | two minutes to twelve. 


[Jonze 29, 1889. 


Therefore Debate might proceed. Crarxk rose to continue it. Only 
it he spoke for two minutes Debate neces- 
sarily stands adjourned. Critical moment. Op Moratiry, trembling 
with excitement, rose to its height. Almost tumbling off edge of 
seat, he pounced. Closure was carried, with sixty seconds to 
spare, and, just on the stroke of Midnight, Bill read Second Time. 

‘‘ These are mad moments,” said OLp Moratiry, as he passed the 
Lorp Apvocatr’s handkerchief over his moist and massive brow, 
‘* that make old men of us before our due time.” ‘ 

Business done.—Scotch University Bill read Second Time. 

Friday Night.—Ireland once more burst in at Evening Sitting. 
Introduced_by Jonny Exxis. House went back to old topic like 
reformed drunkard breaking out again. Benches filled; eyes 
brightened; faces flushed; cheers and counter-cheers filled place. 
Grand Old Man looked in, spoiling for a fight. Up half-a-dozen 
times whilst SaunDERSON speaking. But no chance for Old Parlia- 
mentary Hand. ArrHur Batrour driven into last half hour of 
sitting ; Joun Mortxy crushed out altogether; Cirancy delivered 
tremendous oration; SAuNDERSON Jashed out in fine form. Then 
Winp-34e@ Sexton took the floor, and all waslost. Stretched himself 
and his speech over Half-past Twelve. Business done.—More Supply. 


SOLDIERING AT ISLINGTON. 


THREE more days of the Military Tournament! Charming sight 
at Merry Military Islington. Go and see the musical single-stick 
drill by the boys of the Royal Military Asylum, Chelsea, Not a 
single stick among them. What a good idea for rehearsing dull 
actors? The ‘‘Single-stick Drill” eh? The Prince of WALEs’s own 
Lancers—Dancers are as good asever, and their musical ride is one 
of the prettiest sights of the Show. So for the Gallant Heavies on 
their magnificent chargers. The musical dumb-bell Sailor Boys 
Drill is a fine sight. How the exercise opens their sea-chests! And 
then to see them marching home gaily sucking oranges! ‘‘ The Tug 
of War,” is exciting. This is a part of the entertainment calculated 
to attract all Etonians, and I wonder your friend Mr. Dump Ceamzo 
hasn’t drawn a youthful Eton Colleger squaring up at an Oppidan to 
illustrate ‘‘ The ‘ Tug’ of War.” : . in 

The Grand Finale of laying down a river, starting a couple of 
banks—quite secure, and offering facilities for military investment— 
of making a bridge in less than five minutes, of bivouacking, of 
firing, ate killing, wounding, mending, marring, storming and 
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“The Camels are coming! 
capturing the fort, is admirably done. 
with the additional novelty of a specimen of the 
under the command of Colonel 
Gymunasia, 
entertaining work. Then, 
up, demolish the bridge, pull up the river (without any boat! quite 


On slow!”? 

This portion of the show, 
Camel Corps, is 
Onstow, the Inspector of Militar 

who has done so much to give an impulse to useful an 

when the battle is over, to see them pack 


On quick! 


a marvel in itself), carry off the wounded, and ride and 
as blithe as thrushes in the early morn, 
contented, except such as 


drive away 
sends all the spectators awa 

C ed, U choose to stop for the lemon-slicing a 
ring-sticking for prizes. Perhaps ere this appears the German Dogs 
of War will be on view. In speed they exce bicyclists and horses, 
and are trained to fetch and carry despatches. Retrievers capable of 
retrieving the ill fortunes of war. Ah, gue j'aime les Militaires ! 
And long life to Major Marcus Tuttrvus, the courteous and obliging 
Cicerone. THe ANGEL oF IsLIneTon. 
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“MODUS OPERANDI.” 


(The Covent Garden Government and Her Majesty's Opposition. ) 


Monday, June 17.—Covent Garden devoted to the Home Department in Lohengrin. 
Scotland and Ireland represented by the O’Barton McGucxin, and the Colonies pena 
by Madame AxBant, the ‘‘ Tenor from the Emerald Isle” playing with just the least touc 
of vinegar in the title réle. The O’ Barton makes Lohengrin a much sharper Knight than 
the gentleman usually represented by M. JEAN DE ReszkE. As he sings in Italian, those 
who do not understand that delightful language, and are too mean to purchase Be. book of 
the words,” can imagine that he is saying ‘‘just thread on the tail of me coat, in Act I. 
Madame ALBANI as delightful as ever, and the real trees introduced in the ‘‘ exteriors 
flourishing. No Opposition to speak of (or to listen to) at Her Majesty’s. | 

Tuesday.—Mlle. Tont ScuLAcER, promised for last week, makes her first appearance 
under the banner of DRuRIOLANUS in Valentine. The young lady scores a success, although 
only a daring wag would declare that her name should not be abbreviated, as there AN 
Tont like her. Mise-en-scéne excellent, and real trees from Epping Forest, in spite of their 
late hours’ work, as fresh as Epping butter. Her Majesty’s Opposition, determined to 
have one good night of something really novel, produces the Trovatore. Manrico, represented 
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by Mr. Warmurn. In Music Hall slang, 
‘“Warmuru isa ‘ hot’ ’un.” He beginneth 
coolly, but Warmuth to his work. 
Thursday.—Mr. Harxis’s Government sup- 
orts the second reading of Italian Opera in 
Rastch; Roméo et Juhette Bill cut up into 
several Acts. M. MonTarioLas upeete geek 
asever. Last week this talented person sang 
the music of a minor character ‘‘ to oblige the 
management ;” now he is announced to have 
‘kindly consented to play Tybalt, although 
not a leading part, in order to assist in 
making a perfect ensemble.’ DE RESZKE 
Frbres engaged in the likeendeayour. Same 
pleasant task undertaken by M. Sxeuin, and 
that perfect Duke, Signor CASTELMARY. 
Madame Mxr.pA-MELBOURNE also doing her 
best to carry out a similar object. Last 
and not least, real trees from Epping 
Forest kindly lending their valuable services 
by appearing in the Garden Scene, thus 
obliging the management, and assisting in 
making a perfect ensemble. House crowded 
with an audience at once discriminating and 
enthusiastic. Her Majesty’s Opposition.— 
Low-price Policy Bill brought in. 


MON SHAH, CHAR-MANT. - 


Srr,— Now that the Saw is on his road to 
our shores, it has occurred to some one to re- 
member the condition in which Buckingham 
Palace was left after his last visit. To say the 
least, the recollection is not a pleasant one, 
and can scarcely afford gratification to Lord 
SaxisBpuRY, the Duke of Norroxx, and the 
other obliging and patriotic persons who have 
been so good as to promise to ‘‘ look after” his 
barbaric Majesty from ‘‘ a Saturday toa Mon- 
day.’ It is, perhaps, not too late even now to 
make some slight alteration in the programme 
which would at once protect the Royal pro- 
perty, and sensibly increase the comfort of the 
swarthy Sovereign and his eccentric suite. To 
assist the Authorities (if they are willing to 
adopt this idea), I beg to suggest the following 
time-table :— 

10 a.M. Grand reception of the SHan and 
suite in the grounds of Buckingham Palace. 

11 a.M. State practical joke of upsetting His 
Majesty and suite into the ornamental water. 

12 noon. Great drying competition in the 
sun on the top of an artificial hill, in which His 
Majesty and Court will be invited to take part. 

1 p.m. State visit of inspection of the SHan, 
attended by his Grand Vizier, to the coal- 
cellars of Buckingham Palace. 

2P.M. Royal banquet. Specially prepared 
luxuries for the Sin and suite, served in an 


3 p.m. Prize-fight in a retired part of the 
pleasure-grounds, at which the Persian 
visitors will assist in honour of His Majesty. 

4p.M, Siesta (in the loose-boxes of the Royal 
stables) of the SHan and Persian Court. 

5 pm. ‘* Five o’clock bones’’ served in the 
same place. 

6 p.m. Visit to Spanish Exhibition, where 
the Wild West Enclosure will be reserved as 
a retiring-room for the Persian Visitors. 

7 p.m. Fireworks and a Bull-fight, subject 
to the consent of the Society for the Preyen- 
tion of Cruelty to Animals. 

8 p.m. ‘* Row-how-whack,” or State Quar- 
rel, in which members of the Persian Court 
will take part. 

9p.m. The SHan, escorted by a squadron 
of Horse Guards (Blue), will be conveyed to his 
State Apartments in the Zoological Gardens. 

10 p.M. His Majesty will take dinner in the 
presence of the British Public. 

They say His Majesty has much improved 
since he was last here, so this change of pro- 
gramme may not be so necessary as at present 
it appears to yours, ‘* SwrEeT LAVENDER.” 
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ARISTOCRACIES OF THE PAST AND FUTURE. 


ScENE—An Island in British Oceana. 
His Highness the Grand Duke of Gerolstein. ‘‘AcH! Miss PRowN—IN YOUR LOFLY BRE 


INGs. I Lay My DiTLE AT your VEET, 


SENCE [ FORKET My ZrxTy-vouR KVARTER- 
BITTE ! PECOME zZE CRANT TocHESS OF GEROLSTEIN !” 


Miss Brown, ‘‘Your HiIGHNESS ALSO FORGETS THAT J HAVE SIXTY-FOUR QUARTERINGS !” 


His Highness. ‘‘ Acu! 
Miss Brown. 


TO Marry, 


How 18 DAT, Miss Prown ?” 


‘Wy, My FATHER AND MOTHER, MY FOUR GRANDPARENTS, MY EIGHT GREAT-GRANDPARENTS, MY SIXTEEN GREAT- 
GREAT-GRANDPARENTS, AND MY THIRTY-TWO GREAT-GREAT-GREAT-GRANDPARENTS, 


PERFECT IN FORM AND FEATURE, AND WITH HEALTH AND MINDS AND MANNERS TO 
AND THOUGH I’M THE SHORTEST AND PLAINEST GIRL 1 
ONE SO VERY MUCH BENEATH MYSELF AS YouR HIGHNEss |” 


WERE ALL CERTIFIED OVER SIx Foor S1x INcHEs, 
MATCH, OR THEY WOULD NOT HAVE BEEN ALLOWED 
N THE CoLony, I SHOULD NEVER BE ALLOWED TO MARRY ANY- 


TAKING IT EASY, 
HENLEY, 1889. 
S-L-sB-RY (in stern-sheets) sings :— 
ReatLy, Witttam Henry, this 7s placid. 
Dizy’s ‘‘ holy calm” was hardly in it. 
In his smile there lurked a sneer sub-acid, 
But this calm grows calmer every minute. 
Pouf! The breeze will hardly fill the sheet. 
Just a brisker puff would be more bracing. 
Henley time ; but nothing that we meet 
Speaks of racing. 


‘Greenlands,” Smrra, is really most de- 
_lightful ; 

_ Quite a jolly place for the Regatta. 
Here we can forget the shindy frightful 

Of the friends and foes of restless Par. Ah! 
GLADSTONE has a funny way of spending 

Holidays, He Cornwall stumps, and Devon. 
Purgatory sure is speech unending ; 

This is heaven ! 


With the wind, and with a stream that’s 
flowing, [sion) 

\ im f ; ° é 

__ (GLADSTONE fancies that’s Ais <ole posses- 
This, indeed, is pleasant, easy going, 
Look ahead, Smitn! What is your im- 
pression P 


Far as I can see, the way before us 
Is as clear as are the ae above us. 
Whilst our friends ashore, in cheery chorus, 
Swear they love us, 


Where are now the boats that blocked our 
course ?” [scamper ? 
Where the tow-path imps that howl and 
On we waft, with wind of gentle force, 
With a flowing sheet and a full hamper, 
Soughing winds soft whisper through the 
trees, 
By our boat the wavelets lap and bubble, 
All is happiness and hopeful ease, 
Void of trouble. 


The preliminary heats are done, 
All portends an unopposed ‘‘ walk over.” 
Don’t you feel, SmrrH, that this life is fun ? 
Don’t you own, my lad, that we’re in 
clover ? 
Don't you think this calm, of menace void, 
Free of all the row the Rads were hoping 


or 
This sweet time of joyance unalloyed, 
Was worth stopping for ? 


Tar Nosie Game or CRICKET, 


— An op- 
posite to ‘‘ Base Ball.” 


A LAUREATE’S PROTEST. 


Uttered on reading an account of a recent Auction 
Sale, 


Brno, they will dare anything! 
They ’ll sell my friendship by the yard, 
And count the bargain none too hard, 
Provided it but profit bring ! 


So runs my say! But what are they ? 
Mere wretched hucksters, making light 

Of authorship’s unchallenged right ! 
Their one idea—to make it pay ! 


Nice Doe Tuat.—Last Saturday the Daily 
Telegraph, giving an account of a burglary 
at Wanstead, told how plucky young Mr. 
DeEnMAN let loose the dog and entered the 
dining-room, where two burglars were at 
work. One of them bolted. Mr. Denman 
went for the other, calling upon the dog to 
seize him. But the dog quietly turned tail 
and *‘ trotted out of the room.” We present 
this wonderful instance of sagacity to the 
Spectator. The reason for the dog’s move- 
ments will probably be best explained in one 
Latin word, which gives at once the question 
and answer ; 7.e., ‘‘OurP”? 
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PARIS WELCOMING MR. PUNCH. 


(Allegorical Cartoon.) 
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MR. PUNCH IN PARIS. 


y, 
COMMUNICATION FROM THE FRENCH ——— /ff////// V4, J i Yj p 
PRESIDENT, IG | i] y Zan 
3 ae Wy J Z. 
** Tl faut absolument faire quelque = ~ A Ze 
chose,” wrote M. le Président Carnot = SF 


to the Universal President Puncn, 
‘ou la gréve va tout gater, et ? Ex- 
position ratera. Notre bon M. DE 
BL-W-1z n’est pour rien dans cette 
crise, et ce cher C-MPB-LL-CL-RKF, 
‘de la plus grande circulation du 
monde,’ a naturellement son équipage 
a lui, par conséquent cette gréve ne 
lincommode en aucune facon,—au 
contratre, a n’en circule que plus 
grandement dans les rues désencom- 
brées de fiacres. Et mot,—hélas !— 
est-ce que ma présidence va se sig- 
naler par un fiasco, comme celle de 
mon prédécesseur GREVE-Y ?” 

ee must stop this,” said MM. 
Punch, Universal President of Art, 
Science, Letters, and, raising his 
silver ink-horn to his lips, he sent 
forth one circular note, clear and dis- 
tinct. In obedient response to the 
summons, fourteen Cabinet Coun- 
cillors stood round the Presidential 
Chair. 

‘Ten of you will accompany me to 
Paris,” said Mr. Punch, ‘ Tosy, 
M.P., has Parliamentary duties to 
attend to.” Toby howled piteously. 

‘Cheer up, Tony,” whispered The 
Great Unapproachable Cartoonist, 
‘you are out of it, but so, unfortu- 
nately, am I. Yet you shall be in 
my allegorical Cartoon, representing 
the triumphal entry of Mr. Punch, 
into the French capital.” 
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: At VICTORIA. walked in procession to the State Saloon Carriage; and Mr, 
The Regiment of Guards was drawn up, and all the veterans of the | WILLIAM Fores, of the L.C. & D. Foreign Office, to whom the 
Line (L. C. & D.) were in gala uniform, awaiting the arrival of Mr. | perfection of all the arrangements is due, overcome with emotion, | 
Punch, who was accompanied by Mr, BRIEFLESS, Q.C. of Grub Court, faitttad in the arms of Mister Chief Station-Superintendent | 
The Private Orator, The Treasurer, Mr. Cartoon Junior, The Mar- MATTHEWS, as amid the joyous peals of bells and the letting off of 
quis D’ AMPSTEAD, The Philosophie Bard, The Lightning Impressionist, | the Royal steam-whistie-salute, the train slowly left the platform, | 
The Reciter, and The Genial One. The Chairman and Directors! Mr. Punch waving his adieux to the enthusiastic crowd. 
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EXCITEMENT AT DOVER. 


Weather lovely. On board the New Calais-Dotvres Mr. Punch 
was received by all the L. C. & D. officials in full uniform, and 
shown into the State Cabin. Here a Deputation of the Ladies of 
England presented an Address and a magnificent bouquet. Then 
the Private Orator returned thanks in a speech which would have 
been ever memorable as one of the finest efforts in the English 
language, had not Mr. Punch, to whom punctuality is of the 
essence of politeness, ordered the cléture bell to be sounded, when the 
Deputation withdrew as quickly as possible, and the Orator was 
taken below. 

Tue ScENE AT CALAIS. 


_ Here the enthusiasm was indescribable. All along the quays, the 
jetties, and everywhere about the harbour, the crowd was drinking 
a ‘Punch dhonneur.” Captain BuomFIELD, of the L. C. & D. 
Navy, presented the courteous Chéf-de-gare, the principal officials, 
and the French rere of Rospert the Waiter, who in turn 
presented the luncheon, on its arrival. 
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ToucHING CEREMONY. 


It was here that Tony, M.P., wearing his collar, for it was a 
‘Collar Day,” most reluctantly took leave of his kind master and 
the luncheon, which he eyed wistfully. 

‘‘ Sorry we cannot take you with us, Toby,” said Mr. Punch, ** but 
you must stay at home and mind ‘The House.’ You can have some 
chicken and a little Beawne at the Buffet. Your barque is on the 
sea. Love to all at Westminster. Ug 


Au revorr ! 
En Rovre. 


‘6 Better a luncheon ong root, and contentment therewith,” began 
the Marquis D’AMPSTEAD, forgetful for the moment of the presence 
of the President, who at once, raising his glass, drank to ‘absent 
friends.” RoBeERT le Francais did wonders with an apparently inex- 
haustible basket. It was an entertainment equal to anything of 


another RopeRt’s—RoBERT Hovpin—only infinitely more substantial. 


RECEPTION AT AMIENS. 


When Roserr with his trick-basket descended from the train, 
Mr. Punch presented him with a gold medal commemorative of 
the occasion. The chief officials were in waiting, the Private 
Orator had already placed himself in an attitude near the book- 
stall, in front of which an enthusiastic and respectful crowd had 
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assembled, when J/r. Punch, unwilling to detain the train, expressed 
his wish to proceed. 

‘¢ But, Sir,” protested the Private Orator, ‘‘ my address’?—— ‘‘ Is 
on your luggage,” said Mr. Punch, benignly ; ‘‘it will be taken 
as read,” 

Resorcrnes in Paris! La Fox pe La Grive! 


Mr. President PuncH’s progress had been one long triumph all along 
the line. His entry into Paris was an event the like of which, for 
simple and touching grandeur, has not been seen within the memory 
ofman. The Cochers, all out toa man, beamed with joy, cracked their 
whips and sides with laughing. Largesse and pourboires everywhere. 


Tue Granp HorTeL. 

Here The Baron Bivm, and all the Chiefs of the Service, with 
band and chorus, received Mr. Punch in the courtyard. After a 
short speech from the Private Orator, Mr. Punch was conducted to 
the State Apartments, specially reserved for him and five of his 
suite. ‘The remainder were taken to 


MR. PUNCH AT LUNCH. 


THE ConTINENTAL HOTEL, 


Where the Treasurer dit ‘‘ The Pard,”’ The Bard, The Lightning Im- 
pressionist, Mr. CARTOON Juntor, and The Young Substitute 
for the Unapproachable, were comfortably accommodated. The next 


morning the first meeting was held at 


La Tour EIFFe£t. 


There was a discussion as to the correct pronunciation of this 
word. ‘‘ Mon ami,” said the President, taking off his hat to M. 
Errret, and then looking up at the gigantic, but light and elegant, 
structure, ‘‘ I pronounce it—MARVELLOUS 1? 


M. Puncu visits M. Fiesro. 


‘We cannot do better than procure a Guide- Bleu for the Exposi- 
tion,” observed Mr. Punch, “ published by my friend Figaro, who, 
as Figaro should be, is everywhere.” 

“© 4h, bravo Figaro, bravo bravissmo,’ hummed Mr. Punch 
gaily, as, stepping out on the second platform of the Eiffel Tower, 
he made his way to the Pavillon du Figaro, ‘‘@ 115 metres 73 
centimetres de hauteur,’—but there was not the slightest sign of 
hauteur about M. EMILE BERR, who, tres bien élevé at that elevation, 
most courteously received the Illustrious Visitor, explained to him 
‘comment. s'est faite ? Exposition,” showed him how Figaro’s 
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printing machines worked, and gave nig . reneergmnentt généraux”? 
t useful and comprehensive character. ‘ 
py ena shaking bande with M. Emine Brrr, and paw 
the cheerful and polite compositors, Mr. Punch was conducted to t ; 
lift by M. Eurex, whom he sincerely congratulated on the success 0 
his vast enterprise. 
At THE SUMMIT. 
tly, in company with the Great Originator, Mr, Punch 
were ay alt ths on the topmost storey, whence is visible the most 
admirable panorama in the world, and in the Observatory he made 
this one observation—"' L’ Exposition,—c’est La Tour Evffel. ae 
‘Now, Sir,” said Mr. Brrerress, Q.C., of Grub Court, “it is 
already twenty minutes past breakfast-time,”—but not another word 
was requisite, and they descended by the lift 


PUNCH, OR THE L 


Oe ETL ST a ~ S: 


Se ner 


ONDON CHARIVARL 


garden of the Tuileries. After a short rest, and an entire change of 
costume, Mr. Punch drove to 
Le Reypezvous DietomatiquE, Aux AMBASSADEURS. 

Here, as might be expected, the table, sur la terrasse, was covered 
with ‘‘ excellencies,”’ while a crowd in the garden below from time 
to time acclaimed with rapture the entertainment, which lasted on 
‘that lovely night in June’? (Miss Damran’s health and song!) until 
11 o’clock. It was nearly midnight when Mr. Punch, noticing that 
Mr. Brier cess, Q.C., was speaking of a Café Chantant as a shaffy 
kontong,” thought it time to summon the vodtures, and drive to the 
Café de la Paix, where he considered that a refreshing iced drink 
taken through straws, would revive the eminent Barrister. The last 
straw, however, broke the Barrister’s back, and murmuring some- 
thing about ‘‘legal business of importance requiring his instant 
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MR. PUNCH AT THE GRAND HOTEL. 


Av REstavRANT BREBANT, 


where, out on the balcony, was served for him and his companions 
| anexcellent déjeuner ad la fourchette, a light and airy repast, with 
plenty of moisture perfectly in keeping with the situation in nubibus. 
‘It is an eager and a nipping air,” quoth Mr. Cartoon JUNIOR, 

as he helped himself to a ‘‘ fine.” 
| _‘' Finis_coronat opus,” said The Philosophic Bard, following 
| Cartoon Junior’s example, 


After cigars and coffee, the party descended to the Beaux-Arts 
Section, where awaited them an 


ARTISTIC DEPUTATION, 
headed by M. Mavnicx Bonyvorstn, to whom the Journal Amusant 
is the Vrai Champ de ‘* Mars,” and M. Porrth dit * Caran d’Ache,”’ 
in whose work Mr, Punch has always been deeply interested. 
Accompanied by these Artists of Light and Leading, Mr. Punch 
visited the most interesting and entertaining shows of the Exhibi- 
tion, as well as the cleverly executed Panorama du Siécle in the 


| attention,” Mr. BRIEFLEss received permission to retire for the night. 
On the third evening, being waited upon by a deputation from the 
Francais to be present at a performance of L’ Etrangére, Mr. Punch 
expressed his genuine regret that such a visit was not included in 
his programme, as nothing would have given him greater pleasure 
than to visit ; 
La Matson DE Morieére, 

if he had not received a most hospitable invitation to be present at 
a special evening entertainment 


Cuez Mourer, . : 
which he admitted was a horse of quite another colour. Here, while 
the night was yet young, Mr. Punch enjoyed the humours of Le 
Veau et le Paysagiste, the fun of Le Buste, and the capital burlesque 
pantomime of BurraLto Bri1’s Show. 
Lr Retour v’ULysszE, 

_ Early on Wednesday morning Captain CHurcHWwarp, L. C. & D., 
in full uniform, was in attendance, as were all the officials of the 
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Gare du Nord, with bands. A 
Parisian Garcon-en-chef was on 
guard in the Reserved Saloon, 
where, soon after 10°30, a sump- 
tuous repast was served, and be- 
tween Amiens and Calais many a 
toast was drunk to the lasting 
success of L’ Exposition, which 
had been in temporary peril on 
. account of the gréve des 
cochers, now happily 
ended by the visit of 
the Universal President 
Puncu, who had thus 
restored confidence to 
the international 
visitors, good humour 
to everybody, and if he 
had left General Bovu- 
LANGER in London, it 
was to establish General 
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Satisfaction in Paris. 


Tue Drama IN Parts.—With the Exposition, and splendid 
it. Yet there are nineteen still open, 
cirques and the Eden. Belle Maman, at the Gymnase, seems to 
be taking the cake,—a small one, perhaps; and the Manager of 
the Théatre Cluny has been bold enough to bring out a new Three- 
Act Vaudeville, Miel @ Quatre, the motive of which seems to be NI 
founded upon that of Le Parfum, ‘The piece may be a trifle as 


= 


Z 


risky, but 1t must be risky to bring out anything now to com- 


pe against such ‘‘oreat, attractions,” as are offered by the 
xposition. 
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"ARRY{IN PARRY. 


Arry (who has overheard 

a Lady ina Victoria tell her 
- Friend something about an 
‘en tout cas’’). 1say what’s 
she mean by that? (suddenly 
struck by his own sharp- 
ness). Oh, I twig! of course, 
‘ong two car,” that’s the 
thing she’s driving in. 
’Ow simple, when you 
know the language a bit! 


How to ‘‘ Do THE 
Exposrrion.’”’ — Take a 


n ¢ | AM fauteud roulant at 2.50 

‘ | AAA the hour, and be wheeled 

IN ( WAC j HUA 4} about everywhere. Said 

US . AW) \E- Wi WI Sawpy M‘Naz, ‘‘ In this 

are NN LWW 7 way ye’ll do it varra 
ee \ pe RNS Va wheel.” 

\\ \ All Gn ee ANOTHER AND A 

\ + SHORTER WAY OF 


‘“‘Domne” THE EXxposi- 
TION. —Get in without 
paying. Ifyou succeed, 
you will, perhaps have 
the additional pleasure 


\ 


\ 


Q 


y \ SE we % of being invited to re- 

= \ AK eee LY main in France for some 
SH A Sas)! “( TaN . time, enjoying the hospi- 

=== h\=—F fee a tality of a truly liberal 
er Government. 2 


- FIGARO, BIEN ELEVE, WELCOMES MR. PUNCH ON THE TOUR EIFFEL. 


A FULL AND COMPLETE GUISE TO THE EXHIBITION. 
(Compiled in the Style of the French Newspapers.) 


You wish to get there? Why not? First your ticket. Bought 
atthe door—one franc! Purchased at the Grand Hotel, seventy- 
five centimes!! You may even obtain one just outside the entrance 
for four sous ! But the one purchased at four sous may be a forgery ! 
If it is, a sergent de ville will arrange matters with you, and 


probably give you a new experience!!! 
* %* 


* 

osition! Your first impression is, 
that the Government have annexed a large slice of Paris! You find 
that the ‘‘ right of way.” has disappeared from bridges, streets, and 
galleries. If such a thing were done in England, the papers would 
teem with indignant letters, addressed to the Editors. Do the 
Parisians complain ? Not in the least—it is simply carrying out the 
idea of ‘‘ Liberté, Egalité, Fraternité,” at the nominal charge of 


one hundred centimes per person. Long live the Republic ! 


And now you are in the great Ex 


* 
“ Vive la Liberté!” ought to have been inscribed over the Section 
| where ‘‘ Liberty’s Fabrics” are exhibited. 
* 
ass under the canvas awning of an annexed bridge, leaving 
left the Palais Gastronomique, and the theatre of Les 
and on your right the Pavilions devoted to 
the Mexican and Argentine 


You p 
on your 
| Folies Parisiennes, 
the glories of two sister governments, 
Republics, sui bored by a railway station. You can leave these 
objects (with the Trocadero at your back, full of casts of ancient 
sculpture) safely for inspection until you visit the Exposition for the 
489th time; if you do not visit the Exposition as often—well it 
doesn’t ‘matter! And now you are at the Zour. It is certainly 
immense, and so are the crowds waiting to go up it! There are two 

ways of going up. 


Plan Number One. 


* * 


% 

—Wait an hour in the first crowd round the 
bureau for tickets up to the second étage. Wait two hours in like 
manner on the second étage for tickets for the troisieme étage. Fight 
your way to a seat after each wait, feel ‘‘ jumpy” (especially during 
the last ascent—deuxreme to troisieme étage) from first to last, get a 
view of Paris which_ might be equally well obtained from Mont 
Valerien, and—come down again ! Q 


Plan Number Two.—Get at once and without any difficulty a 
ticket at the bureau for the premer étage and go up to a restaurant 
(that of Russia is the best) at an altitude of about the summit of 
St. Paul’s. Stay an hour, or an hour and ahalf, Allow yourself 
five minutes for the view—the rest for refreshment. Come down 
again and see whether you can decide which was the sweeter—the 
air or the champagne tres sec ! 


jewellery, 


Having disposed of the Tour Eiffel as you imagine (it will be onl 
in imagination, as you will find it in models and pictures, everywhere) 
you can turn your attention to other matters. Make for the Beaur 
‘Arts, and do the pictures. But, first admire the group of sculpture 
round the statue of CHancy. And although Gastronomy is certainly 
a fine art.(and consequently very properly, here you will find the chief 
restaurants inclusive of SaPrn’s) do not forget the pictures. England 
represented by MILLalIs, LercHTon, SoLoMoN, FILDES, WATTS, and 
gentlemen nearly equally illustrious. 

x * 


* 
General impression created by the picture-show,—‘‘ Seen nine- 
tenths of this before, and would not mind seeing a third of it again.” 
* 
there remain the Galerie des Machines and 
Well, the last are like the usual things at 
Australia and America. International selection 
furniture, brass, wall-paper, clothes, 
You may spend five minutes or 
(if the Exposition remains open long enough) five years in looking 
at the interesting display—if you are pressed for time, perhaps it 
would be wiser to limit yourself to five minutes ! 
* * 


Pictures done, and 
the Groupes Divers. 
Kensington, Vienna, 
of leather, cotton, pottery, 
and clocks and watches. 


* 

Galerie des Machines '—Biggest room in the world, full of work- 
ing machinery. Compared with the Jubilee collection at Manchester, 
objects superior in quantity but inferior in quality. Exit, and you 
will find at hand the Cairo Street an i 


d the bits of Old Paris, which 
would be startling in their novelty had not the same idea been 
worked out in the british Metropolis years and years before ! 

*x * 
* 

Grounds left—and right. Fountains—illuminated, and others— 
shrubbery. Make for the toy railway station to the left of the 
Tour Eiffel. You start. The little engine puffs, and bangs a gong. 
You rattle away, and your attention is drawn to a request, 
written on the walls, in English, French, Greek, Russian, Spanish, 
and Hebrew, to ‘‘respect the trees, and not to put head and arms 
out.” You jerk along, just shaving a tunnel here, a road there, and 
some shrubs yonder, until you stop at the ‘‘ Station Alimentation.” 
En route, more shaves, another station, and you find yourself landed 
at the terminus of the Quai D’Orsay. 

* * 

There are 


of the Hotel 
recommended, 
Colonies, Ministry of War, 


* 

et a few odds and ends. You will find them in front 
des Invalides. Some concerts—which are not to be 

as they are unworthy of a country fair. French 
with guns, balloons, ambulances, tents, 
mineral waters, and a Panorama (to wind up) of Tout Paris. This 
last costs an extra franc, which may be cheerfully expended by a 
loyal Briton wishing to see how much imagination a French artist 
can display in painting the portrait of the Prince of Wares ! 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[June £9, 1889. 


Drak CHARLIE,—You’ll twig by the paper this comes from a Parry hotel ; 

It’s the great ‘‘ Continongtal,”’ my pippin’, the pick of the proper and swell. 
I’m a doin’ my Parry on prance, I can tell yer, dear boy, and no kid ; 

| And an English Milord on the scoop carnt be equalled at blueing a quid. 


| Oh them spondulicks, CHaRtte, old pal, ’ow they ’andicaps dashers like hus! 


| *ARRY IN PARRY. 
| 
| 


| Still I’ve spread myself out pooty sparkling, dear boy, and it might ’ave 


bin wus. me : ; f 
| There’s a party I know lives in Parry, got pieces, and well in the swim, 
And this pal’s put me up to a lot I should never ’ve seen but for him. 


This ’ere Grand Expersition, dear boy, is a town in itself, and no kid. 


| If you’d wandered about it for hours on the ’unt for a friend, as I did 
You’d have thought ’twas as big as all Brompton, with Battersea 


chucked in, 
To do the thing proper all round would want weeks and a hatfull of tin, 


oe 


Park, say, 
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There ’s miles of it, Cuan tr, I tell ye. It covers the big Chum der Ma 
And stretches hout like a large Hoctopus ’eaven alone ae saw far. : 
I quite lost the run of it, swelp me, found Guide Books and Plans little use, 
And the paths was that endless and gritty I wore out my best pair o’ shoes, 


Bazaar bizness, lots on it? Yus ; but there’s larks in them bloomin’ bazaars, 
Some sights as would knock a mere juggins, and make even ’ARRY see stars, 

| Arab dancers, dear boy, dark-eyed donas in shawl-patterned togs on the twirl, 
| One on’em a fair champion wriggler ; I got reglar mashed on that girl. 


Not our form of the mazy, my lad; she teetotummed about on her toes, 
ist her mates drummed and scraped like J EMIMER, 

Le 
gat with her body all hinges aint my style of partner, exact | 
But if dancing means wild wiggle-waggle, she did take the cake, that’s a fact. 


The East must be ’ot and no herror! but podgy young minxes arf drest, 

8 to wild music seems nuts to the swells of the West. 

gypt perdooced ’em their ways wos not pooty or nice, 

rom Peckham would lick ’em two times out of twice. 

Ah, that Tower! I guess I’ ift 0’ 

But this ’ere is a case where description falls flat “ a ls At : a. gee 

sky-scraping Top er; JACK’S Beanstalk in iron! 

oa _ y take a back seat, for the Eiffel is boss of the sky, 
ust Jancy a big iron tortoise a-straddle in Trafal 

| With a lighthouse of girders and rivets about te er th. air 
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’Twas one of the 


Oh my! 


Aperch on its back; all Bank Holiday chucked into lifts 
and let loose, . : 

To grub, swarm, and cackle, all over it! Fancy—but 
or, wot’s the use? 


Fancy chucks up the biz as too big for her. Paris jest 
now 7s the Tower. 

The Chump may be like a bazaar, and the Bor der 
Boolong like a bower, 

But to eat, drink, and smoke, on the Eiffel, and brag of 
the ‘‘ stages” you’ve done, : 

Is the treat of the whole blooming Show, and the pick of 
the whole blooming fun. 


To grub arf a mile in the air on a balcony ’ung in blue 


space, 

With mankind like black beetles below, and the clouds 
nearly flicking yer face, : 

Gives yer storberries quite a fresh flayiour, and lends a 
new charm to yer smoke, 

From the top of the Eiffel, old pal, all the world looks a 
jolly good joke, : 


When you go toa Show, my dear boy, and must travel 
about it by rail. 

And take trips—say, from Tunis to Java, a cove’s parts 
of speech seem to fail. ; 

If I piled it on thick for a ream, I should still ’ave a lot 

eft to pile, 

So we’ll jest leave new Babel a bit, and trot back to the 

city awhile. 


I’ve done all the Caffys in turn, mate, and as to the 
tipples—well, there ! . 

’Ardly know ’ow I worked through ’em, CHARLIE, and 
managed to keep on my hair. 

asty syruppy mucks, many on ’em; the waiters are 
slippy and neat, 

But I couldn’t, somehow, make ’em see as they mixed all 

my lotions too sweet. 


Here, Gassong! sez I—‘' Vla Mossoo !—N. ow, regarday, 
sez I, ‘* mong onfong,”’ 

Donnay mor unqg—er—squash—par trow doo, ler—er— 

__ last was like treacle gone wrong, 

Didn’t twig, but fell back upon “ Commong ?” the 
Frenchified form of our ‘‘ Wot?” : 

I fell back on a ‘‘ Bock,” sort o’ beer as is prime when it 
isn’t too ’ot. ; 

In fact, mate, I Bocked it tremenjus, for wosn’t it sultry? 


just! 

And the fust thing I picked up in Parry, dear boy, wos 
a thunderin’ Avnet ! 4 A é 

I’ad Bocks on the Bullyvards, Bocks on the Tower, at 
all the rum shows, 

In fact, Cuartie, ‘ Hangcore ung Bock!” 
motter from starting to close. 


Wot I like about Parry, dear boy, is the general al frisky 
all round. 
(Al frishy means out in the open) wherever you sit there’s 


a sound 
Of feet and fiakers (that’s cabs), rustling leaves, chinking 
glasses, and song 
And I must say the slapuppest lark is to sup at a Cuffy 
hantong. 


Our ‘ Healtheries” game wasn’t in it with—say the 
** Ambassadors.” Ah! 

Fancy pouching your prog on a terrace, with crack Comic 
Singers luh-bah ; 

Green leaves, pooty women, 
Patata!! Patapouf!!! 

Grete I Gold go it for hages, if only I’d more of 

e oof. 


Then the Caffy Amerwan, Cnarun! 
bandbox, dear boy, 

Talk of Lumps of Delight! It’s all dazzle and yum- 
yum, a place to enjoy; 

The crame der lar crame of the rosy and rorty, mate. 
Thanks to my friend, 

I’ad wot is ere called the ongtray ; and him and me went 
it, no end, 


Swell furniture, CHARLrE, soft swabs, and the air full of 
frolic and fizz ; {well up to their biz. 
Sleek waiters with regular-bilk foottalls, but snide, and 
Like a helegant droring-room party, but rollicking, yus, 
and song jane, tubs of champagne. 


wos my 


gay mashers. Zam-tam ! | 


My eye and a 


ig Which means free-and-easy, my pippin, swell dresses, and 


~ 


{ 
} 
| 


a 


| More than all the Moors, Arabs and Chinamen found in that rum Roo der Caire. | 


889.] 


JUNE 29, 1 


I wasn’t quite fly to the patter, not always, 


French chaff may be prime, 
But it flew a bit over my ’ed 


, and I felt in a fog arf the time. 
Still, when one of the ladies, a sparkler, got quoting ‘‘ Two Lovely Black Eyes,” 
Wy, it put me at ome in a jiff, though I answered, ‘‘ O, wot a Surprise! ”’ 


At night-time they squat at round tables of marble, mate, under green trees, 
The Frenchies, men, women, and young ’uns, in parties of twos or of threes. 
Buz-wuz goes the Bullyvard bustle, click-clack go the Voytures, and loud 
Above leaf-rustle, glass-chink and chat sounds the tramp of the orderly crowd. 
Spicy cards, snapping cigarette-cases, rum himages, all sold as free 

As shirt-studs or sticks in Cheapside! There ain’t no bloomin’ fiddlededee 

Of mealy mock-modesty, Cuartte, about the dashed Froggies, that’s flat, 
But no more about that. 


As their funny affichees or posters will prove. 
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The Bullywards do me a treat, mate, and so they do Binry Borate. 

You know Birry; an old pal o’mine. Well, I tell yer, old man, I did stare 
Wen a-settin one night in a Caffy a-doing my smoke and my wet, 

I lifted my lamps and saw Bitty. We did a good chi-ike, you bet! 


‘‘ Watcher, Brity, old buster!” says I, ‘‘ you in Parry, like all the herleet ? 

*“ Yus,” sez BItiy, ‘‘ jee swee ay jee rest,” for a fortnit, This isa rum meet. 

Wot’s yer pison, old pal?” Iwason; and the way we two spread ourselves 
out 

And went in for more Bocks and loud barnies, estonished the Gassongs, no doubt. 


Our true English manner of greeting, a dig in the ribs and a ’owl, 

Seemed to kibosh the Frenchmen completely, and some on ’em did a fair scowl. 

“Yah!” sez Bitty to me, sotter vochy,—though some seemed to twig; they ’re 
dashed quick— [sick ! 

*‘ Their hail when they meet is a smack on each cheek, ’ARnRy.’’? Mademe quite 


Me and Bitty made quite a sensation along of our style and our togs, 

They carnt do the heasy daygajay in check suits and rounders, them Frogs. 

And my stror and striped flannels fair flummoxed ’em. 
7em stare 


Bix and me did that quarter completely. Rode races in queer Chinese cars 

Drawn by lemon-skinned Johnnies in ’ats like hextinguishers, Made ’em see 
stars 

We did, at ‘the caffays and sing-songs, a gammon der Parry’s all there. 

But when ’Arry is well on the swivel he makes Cairo donkey-boys stare. 


They are nice cups of tea, and no herror, fair cautions for patter and cheek. 
Then—but, there, I can’t tell yer a tenth of the larks if I yarn for a week. 
It’s a reglar fust-class fair eye-opener; a Big Thing, dear bo » and no kid. 
I can’t patter or picture it out, and you couldn’t catch on if I id. 


tt tnt oe 


TT 
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L’-EMBARRAS DES RICHESSES. AT THE CAFE DES AMBASSADEURS. 


The-Garsong (to Jones and Brown, from Clapham). “ Bur your DINNER, GENTLEMANS ! HE Go To 


Scissors! our style made 
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'It’s the whole world packed into a field, spreadin’ out by 

| the side of the Seine, 

A Babel of talk, with the Tower chucked in, travelled 
over by train, 

Full of palaces, parks, 
brasseries—Lor! 

When I foxed the whole thing from the Eiffel, it struck 
even ’ARRY with hor, 


and pavilions, bazaars, buffets, 


|The people swarm in in their ’underds of thousands, and 
yet there ’s no squeeze, 

’Cos the place seems like all out-of-doors, with its 
parks, pooty gardens, and trees; 
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MAKE "IMSELF COLD, IF YOU EAT IM Nor!” | 
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| Domes here, towers yonder, big sas, monstrous galleries | 
theatres—yus 
And enough grubbing places chucked in, mate, to feed | 
’arf a town without fuss, 


| If you get tired of padding the hoof, there are fotooey 
| roolongs all round, 
Like big pramberlators, dear boy, which blowsed coves 

shove along without sound. ) 
I didn’t quite cotton fust off, for I felt like a kid with | 
| his nuss, | 
But when you’ve bin hours on the 

might easy do wus. | 


I return, mate, tomorrer—wus luck! There’s enough to | 
ill up all next week, 

France has taken the bun with this Show, and her Tower | 
is somethink uneek, 

I may drop yer a line or two more, when 1’m back, about 
wonderful Parry, 

‘But no more at present, dear boy, exeept Vive lah bell 

France ! from Yours, A RRY, 


trot you will find you 


| 
{ 


| Raprp Acts.—Very rare are the instances of trans- ) 


‘lating English pieces into French, Last week, how- | 
‘ever, a well-known English Dramatist was observed 


busily engaged in this operation. In less than three 


‘minutes he had transformed five English pieces into six | 
| Seo ones!! This took place at the Caisse of the Grand / 
| Hotel, | 


[Jung 29, 1889, 
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“GREAT ATTRACTION.”—BIRDS OF ALL NATIONS FLYING TO LA TOUR EIFFEL, 
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1889. 


From CALAIS TO PARIS. 


“WHAT, GO YOU TOWARD THE TOWER?” 
King Richard the Third, Act. III. Se. 2. 


TuHE Pharos of Egypt, the world’s Seventh Wonder, 
(epost feign not and historians don’t blunder) 

ust take a back seat amongst marvels quite minor, 
Since France pitted stable strong fact against fable, 
And beat at a bound all the rivals of Babel, 

Where men do not swarm up in lifts, smoke or dine, or 
Crowd on to and into. That old liar, Pinto, 

His credulous hearer would hardly dare hint to 

Of such an imposing, colossal, Titanic, 

Earth-striding, sky-climbing, huge mountain metallic, 
Which schemed in the epoch of structures termed phallic 

As something Satanic had raised a world-panic. 
Lutetia’s long-spined, wide-straddling, young giant 
Though huge, to the canons of beauty is pliant, 

What marvel it acts like a world-lighting beacon 
And draws to its flare all the earth’s birds of passage ? 
Curiosity draws both in clever and crass age, 

Its hold on mankind wit and wisdom wont. weaken. 
See, see how they muster, and crush, crowd, and cluster ! 
With what wild wing-flappings, what bluster and fluster, 

These birds which can scarcely be called ‘‘ of a feather,” 
So varied their plumage; but yet with wild rumpus 
From every conceivable point of the compass, 

With far flight convergent, they’re flocking together, 
With twitter and squeal, and with crow and with cackle, 
With all shapes and colours of pinion and hackle, 

Cocks, eagles, and owls, birds of paradise, pigeons, 
Great condors and ospreys, and gulls, quite a lot of ’em, 
Some vultures (he ’d help the great world who ’d get shot of ’em), 

And bantams, and boobies, and wild-ducks and widgeons, 
All species of creature that flutters on wings there, 

The harpy that preys, and the warbler that sings there, 

Come, drawn Tike the gulls to a lighthouse, with power. 
And Punch owns that there is attraction, for Paris 
Has managed to blend Vulcan swart with sweet Charis 

For once in her Titan-like world-witching Tower. 


QuirE Frirst-CLass, 


VOCES POPULI. 
At A Parisian CAFE CHANTANT, 


S.ENE—An open-air restaurant in the Champs-Elysées ; the seats 
in the enclosure are rapidly filling ; the diners in the gallery at 

the back have passed the salad stage, and are now free to take a 

more or less torpid interest in the Entertainment below. Enter 

Two Britons, who make their way to a couple of vacant chairs 

close to the orchestra. 

First Briton. ‘‘ Entrée libre,” you see; nothing to pay! Cheaper 
than your precious Exhibition, eh ? [Chuckles knowingly. 
Second Briton (who would rather have stayed at the Exhibition, 
but doesn’t like to say so.) Don’t quite see how they expect the thing 
to pay if they don’t charge anything, though. 
First B. Oh, they make their profit out of the dinners up in the 
gallery there. 
Second B. (appreciating the justice of this arrangement, having 
dined with his companion elsewhere). . Well, that’s fair enough. 
[ Feels an increased respect for the Entertainment. 
| First B. Must get their money back somehow, you know. Capital 
seats for hearing, these. - Now, we’ll just take a cup of coffee, and 
a quiet cigar, while we listen to the singing—yow’ll enjoy this, 
I know! 

[With the air of aman who knows the whole thing by heart ; 
the Waiter brings two tumblers of black coffee, for which 
he demands the sum-of six francs ; lively indignation of the 
Two Britons, who denounce the charge as a swindle, and take 
some time to recover sufficient equanimity to attend to what 
as going on on the Stage. 

Female Artiste (sings refrain)— 


‘Pour notre Exposition, __ 
Il faut nous faire imposition!” &¢., &e. 


Second B. (who not being at home in the language, rather resents 
his companion’s laughter.) What’s that she’s saying ? 
First B. (who laughed because he knew there was a joke about the 
| Exhibition.) Eh?—oh! I’ll tell you afterwards. 
| Hopes his friend will have forgotten all about it by that time. 
| Second B. (pertinaciously, as the Singer kisses her hand, and rushes 
| precipitately off stage). Well, what was all that about ? 
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First B. (who, upon | 
reflection, finds that he 
hasn’ tthe faintest idea). | 
Oh, nothing very much | 
—more the manner, | 
you know, than any- | 
thing else—it’s the men 
whe bees all the really 
funny songs. 

[A Male Artiste ap- 
ears, bowing and 

I ticking up his left 
leg behind: the First 

Briton bends forward 

with an anxwus 
» frown, determined to 

let nothing escape him 
this time. Fortu- 
nately, as M. CHAR- 

LEMAGNE, the Comic 

Singer, possesses a 

owerful voice, the 

First Briton %s able 

to follow most of the 

words, from which, 
although they reach 
his ear in a somewhat 
perverted form, he 
contrives to extract 
intense amusement. 
This is how the 
Chansonreaches him. 


Seul boulevard silent 
vous arréte: 

Quand monde a tout 
départ d’amas, 


[He can’t quite make | 
out this last word. 


Repondez vitement— | 
[Something he doesn’t 
catch. - 
Le fou l’eau sitdt vous 
erie ‘‘un rat!” 


SSS 


line | i 
was rather neat.” 
Refrain (to which M. 
CHARLEMAGNE 
dances a gavotte 
with his hat thrust 


hl 


1A em 


a small of his | TT I 
Il mn’a_ pas départ | wk es 
Dinard. A 


/ 


[This makes the First 
Briton — who once 
spent a week at Di- 
nard—laugh immo- 
derately. [.: 
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to the other. a— 
GEORGE WASHINGTON, 
Sar! I’ll warm you 
fur dat ar conduck !’’) 

First B. (in a supe- 
rior manner). Oh, yes ; 
you soon get into the 
accent. 


[Later—M. CHARLE- 
MAGNE has re-ap- 
peared, and sung a 

|Esong about changin 
his apartments, wit 

spoken passages of a 

pronouncedly Pari- 

sian character. 

First B. (who little 
| suspects what he has 
been roaring with 
laughter at.) That fel- 
low really 7s amusing. 
I must take NELLIE to 
hear him some night 
before we go back. 

Second B. (dubi- 
ously). But aren’t some 
of the songs—for a girl 
| of her age—eh P 
| First B. My dear fel- 
low, not a bit! I give 
ou my word I haven’t 
heard a single line yet 
that was in the least 
| offensive—not a single 
line! Anybody might 
go! Look here—it’s 
| POLUSsE next; now you 
_listen—he’l/ make you 
laugh! 


appears and sings 
several ‘* Chansons”? 
m a confidentially 
lugubrious tone, and 
with his forefingers 
thrust into his waist- 
coat pockets. Curi- 
ously enough, our 
_ First Briton 7s less 
_ successful in follow- 
ang M. Pavtus, than 

he was with the 

Artistes who pre- 
| ceded him—but this 
| entirely owing to 
the big drum and 
cymbals, which will 
keep coming in and 


Lg 


eo ™ “ 
7 Fee gine <f . Fa 


_ putting him out— 
‘Our Artist’s LATEst-Tour pE Forcr.” | something im this 
eae hy manner :— 


Ne Pa, ne Ma! 
C’était pas tant, mais sais comm ¢ca— 
Il n’a pas départ Dinard, 

Il non a pas certain-y-mal 14! 


First Briton (to Seeond Ditto). Very funny, isn’t he ? 


Second B. (who—less fortunate than his friend—has not caught a | 


single word), Um—can’t say I see much in it myself. 
First B. (compassionately). Can’t you? Oh, you’ll get into the 
way of it presently. 
Second B, But what’s the joke of all that about ** Pa”? ? 
First B. (who has been honestly under the impression that he did 
ee ‘ ae somewhere). Why, he says he’s an orphan—hasn’t any 
a. 


re B. (captiously), Well, there’s nothing so very funny 
First B. (giving up the point on consideration, as M. CHARLEMAGNE 

skips off). Oh, it’s all nonsense, of course; these fellows only 

ei anes the pmo till PoLussE sings (feels rather proud of 
; L the right pronunciation). POLUssE i 

really worth listening to. 2 ae 


Second B. (watching two Niggers in a Knock ; 
I can follow these chans Deticr «Aaa ap Mion 


| 


MM, Paulus, Et quand j’rentr’, ce n’est pour rien— 
| Ma belle me dit; ‘‘ mon pauy’ bonhomme, 
| Tu wa pas lair de””—( The cymbals : brim-brin-brien !) 
! Ell’ m’ flanqu’ des giffl’s—(The drum pom-pom-pom-pom !) 
Refrain (which both Britons understood). 
‘* Sur le bi—sur le bé ; sur le bd, de bi, de bd. 
_ . Sur le bo—sur le bi; sur le bi, de bé, de bi!” &e., &e., &e. 

First Briton (after twenty minutes of this sort of thing). That’s 
| the end, I suppose. They ’ve let down the curtain. Capital, wasn’t 
he? I could listen to him all night! 

Second B. (as they pass out). So could I—delightful! Don’t know 
when I’ve eusoyed anything somuch. The other people don’t seem 
to be moving, though. (Consults programme.) 'There’s another Part 
after this. Pavus is singing again. I suppose you’ll stay ? 

First B. Well—it’s rather late, isn’t it } 

Second B. (much relieved). Yes. Not worth while going back now 
with a yawn). We must come here again. 

First B. (making a mental resolution to return no more). Oh, we 
must; nothing like it on our side of the Channel, y’ know. 

Second B. (with secret gratitude). No, we can’t doit. (Walk back 


e 
e 


gt 
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to their hotel in a state of great mental exhaustion, and finish the 
evening with a bock on the Boulevards.) 


One of the Niggers 
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Irishman’s.Sound Teeth (An), 153 

Jockey Club in Court (The), 306 

Jones and a Crowd of Duchesses, 90 

Jones and his Type-writer, 27 

Jones’s Buck-jumping Horse in Park, 265 

Keeping a Vicarage, 210 

Ladies—Semi-detached Neighbours, 290 

Lady Eiffel Tourist Guides, 205 

Lady Godiva and High Dresses, 73 

Latest Valse Dancing (The), 186 

Little Fireater and the Horsewhip, 143 

Little Miss Parliament’s Dream her 
Twelfth-Night Characters, 23 

Little Rosebery, the Crossing-Sweeper, 26 

Lizzie’s Little Dining-Room, 75 

Lobby of the House (The), 230 

London’s County-Council Dream, 58 

London County Council Meeting (A), 214 

Lord Mayor and Volunteer Equipment, 286 

Lover's Excuse not a Reason (A), 271 

Lushai Expedition (The), 65 

Macbeth at the Lyceum, 15 

‘*Macwhuskey” visits 
Friends, 114 

Madame France and Le Duc d’Aumale, 134 

Marius-Shaw amidst London’s Ruins, 14 

Marvellous Dinner (A), 314 

Masher and the Ancient Chaperons, 126 

Mashers at Monte Carlo, 147 

Meeting of Parliamentary Gods, 95 
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Meeting of London County Council, 106 

Militia Officer and New Recruit, 131 

Ministerialists Listening to G. O. M., 118 

Miss Green and the Parson’s Sermons, 107 

Miss Letitia Cox on “ Chivalry,” 159 

Mister Beer and Lord Champagne, 201 

Mob watching Descending Parachute, 298 

Modern Youth and Modern Literature, 47 

M.P. who takes Plenty of Rest (An), 287 

Mr. Brown’s Sisters have Bad Colds, 66 

Mr. Mansfield as Richard the Third, 177 

Mr. Punch and John Bull’s New Diary, 2 

Mr. Punch and Mr. Smith on Infantile 
Insurance, 86 

Mr. Punch and the Armed Police, 25 

Mr. Punch as a Beefeater, 161 

Mr. Punch’s Notes of the Months, 38, 110, 
158, 218, 272. 

Mr. Punch visits Paris, 313 

Mr. Rosebery and L.C.C, at the Derby, 280 

Mr. W. H. Smith at Monte Carlo, 72 

Musical Notes, 249, 257 

Naughty Little Michael, 39 

Nephew and Inebriated Uncle, 119 

Nervous Bridegroom and his Bride, 46 

New Halléry Gallery Pictures, 254 

New Readings of Macbeth, 35 

Not Baby’s Grandmamma ! 281 es 

Nupkins on Nightingale and Cuckoo, 307 

Old Gent practising Skating, 54 

Old Gent who has Missed a Train, 195 

On Visiting but not Speaking Terms, 171 

Opposition Listening to Balfour, 130 

Osprey and the Eagles (The), 122 

Our Artist and his Old Friend, 183 

Parliamentary Canvasser and Elector’s 
Baby, 138 

Parliamentary Steeplechase (The), 178 

Parnell Master of the Situation, 166 

Past and Present Art Meeting, 71 

Patient at Sick Doctor’s Bedside, 30 

Philanthropist and Juvenile Vagrant, 207 

Picture as a Wedding Present (A), 111 

Portrait of M. Hiffel, 324 : 

Prince of Wales and Imperial Institute, 137 

Pull Floquet ! Pull Boulanger ! 33 

Punch and Figaro, 317 

Punch and Toby at Football, 1 

Putting Visitor's Hat into a Cabinet, 250 

Q.C.’s Sitting on a Celebrated Case, 296 

Railway Carriage—en Route, 315 

Rector’s Wife and the Soirée, 34 

Result of Our Artist Caricaturing Pic- 

_ tures, 247 

Riding with Snaffle, Curb, or Saddle, 117 

Riding with Spurs in One’s Pocket, 305 

Right.Hon. Arthur Golfour, M.P., 243 

Rosebery and the C.C. Paul Pry, 295 

Rough Sketch of the Opposition below 
the Gangway, 190 

Royal Academy Pictures, 223—226 

Royal Commission (The), 202 

Saxon Fisherman at an Irish Fishery, 203 

School-Board and the Pantomime Chil- 
dren, 83 

Scotch Local Government Haggis, 182 

Scotch Local Government Piper, 258 

Seeing the Last of a Friend, 51 

Shakspeare on the Streets, 49 

Short Gent’s Attempt to Reach the Gas, 3 

Sir John Millais on National Portraits, 215 

Small Picture with Large Margin, 231 

Smith and Brown at Hairdresser’s, 167 

Speaker prepares for the Sitting, 309 
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Special Commissioners at the 
Derby, 269 

“Speed the Plough,” 311 

Spirit of Speculation (The), 50 

Squire Bluenose’s Private Road, 262 

Stable Companions, 285 

Stock Exchange Men and Gambling 
Clubs, 245 

Street Rough and Lady’s Little 
Dog, 94 

Study on the Thames (A), 288 

Suitors of Samoa (The), 62 

Supporting Weights and Measures 
Bill, 255 

Tailor named Flaxman (A), 219 

Toby, M.P., drinks to Absent 
Friends, 11 

Tommy and the French Nurse, 174 

ree Choice —Pony or Calt? 

Tommy’s Dream of a Mammoth, 102 

Too Late to alter Lady’s Name 235 

To Paris in 1889, 323 

Tourists flying to the Tower, 322 

Two Invitations to Waltz, 302 

Two Irishmen in Belgian Café, 191 

Two Lines of Descent, 312 

Waiter ordering up Gorgonzola, 82 

What he Ought to get for his Pic- 
ture, 135 

Why Smithers won’t Take the 
Pledge, 123 

‘* Wolff at the Door’ (The), 267 

Young Lady at Riding-School, 198 

Young Masham at a Scientific 
Conversazione, 18 
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Decenper 28, 1889.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. sie 


Scane—The top of the Tour Evffel. T1mE—The Eve of the New Year. 
Present, Mr. Puncu and Tony. 


Mr. Punch (quoting from his friend the Poet Laureate). 


‘6 T stood on a tower in the wet. © 
When the New and the Old Year met.” 


Humph! Atrrep, you were unfortunate in your weather. 
(You are not in your new poem, however—nor is the world.) 
Wonder what tower it was? Not the Tour Hiffel, anyhow. 
(Improvises.) 

Pouncu stands on a Tower in the night, 

As the Old Year takes its flight ; 

And the star-rays shower like rain 

O’er the City by the Seine; 

O’er the site of the mighty Show 

That in shadow stretches pele 

Silent, where lately beat 

The tramp of a million feet; 

Still, where a while ago 

Such a tide of life did flow; 

Dark, where Lutetia’s air 

Was gay with her summer glare ; 

Ghostly, where—— 


Tontas, what are you looking at? Do you see a ghost? 


WW), " A TH Tobias. Whack-wow-wow ! [Crouches and quivers. 
Wy yy VU a MANA | Pa eoeee Mr. Punch. Topsy, Tony, be not alarmed! 
Mh ih) Yj a a RN | 1 Oe 4 

Y A Come, bear thee like a Sage’s dog, 


Hit igen And do not droop thy tail! 
By SuaxsPEare and the Psychical Society, he does see a ghost, though. Who is this, slowly “ materialising,” like a Mahatma, 
before my very eyes? Spirit of Beaumancuats, Shades of Mozarr and Rossrnt, I should know that short Spanish jacket, 
that jaunty cap, that jimp figure, that espiegle physiognomy. It is, it must be, mon ami F'tcsRo himself. Largo al factotum ! 
Ah! bravo, Ficaro! bravo, bravissimo ! ! ! 

Figaro. None other indeed! Well met, in good season and suitable place! The Sage of Fleet Street and the Barber 

of Seville encountering on the top of Paris’s Babel Tower, just before the dawn of the Jour de l’An, is a sight for gods and 
men,—could they see it. 

Mr. Punch. “Two on a Tower,” as my friend THomas Harpy might say. Would the witty watchmaker were here 

to make a third. Prerre Aveustin Caro, surnamed of Beaumarchais, has never yet perhaps been quite fully appreciated. 

Figaro. Sir, I salute you! The compliment to my spiritual progenitor sounds pleasantly in my ears. 

Mr. Punch. Les beaux esprits se rencontrent ? But wits well met surely never foregathered so singularly. Luctan 
and Cuartes Lame talking a-top of Cuzops’ Pyramid, what time Memnon awaited the music-stirring sun, might perhaps be 
‘in it’’ with this encounter. 

Figaro. You were here before, when the Great Show was at its height, n’est-ce pas ? 

Mr. Punch. Is it not written in the book of the chronicles of the Visit of the Punch Staff to Paris ? Which of course 
you have read? 

Figaro. Upon the advice of M. Eaitu Berr—yes. But here we are, higher than even the “ Pavillon du Figaro,” 
“ 4 115 metres 13 centimetres de hauteur.’ And what a panorama is spread before us—to the mind’s eye! Wider even than 
the Panorama of the Year in your Christmas Number, Mr. Puncu. 

Mr. Punch. I perceive that you keep aw courant with the best literature and art of the time, friend F'1aaro. 

Figaro. Else would the Shades be somniferous indeed. Notre Dame still towers /d-bas, notwithstanding Paut Bert 
and Company. And there stands the simulacrum of that Bastille, the destruction of which Beaumarcuats lived long enough 
to witness. Tout Paris” is therein expressed. They say I “‘ did no little towards preparing the way for the Revolution,” 
that the Mariage de Figaro effected even more than the Memoires towards bringing contempt upon the “ institutions of the 
| old régime.” Fitly then was the Pavillon du Tigaro perched high on the Tower whose erection was part of the celebration 
| of the Centenary of the Year of Revolution. And yet—— 

Mr. Punch. “ Braumarcuats, in spite of all his wit and energy, was not naturally a revolutionist.” Neither am a 
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. * ee Y pers 4 
"Tig the “flies on the cart-wheels” who prate most of Revolution, Like you, I am “ partout supérieur aua événements, loue 
par ceua-ci, bldmé par ceua-la, aidant au bon temps, supportant le mauvais, se moquant des sots, bravant les méchants.”’ Yes, 

« aidant au bon temps,” but not turning the world upside down in search of an Utopian Paradise of Fools. 
Figaro. Mr. Poxcu, I also spake of myself as ‘‘faisant la barbe @ tout le monde.” But even I could not “shave” you! | 

~ Mr. Punch (singing). ‘My comb and my razor, 
. _ My lancet they praise, or | . 
My scissors for trimming stray locks into grace.” 
y f y 


My dear Figaro, your razor, or lancet, and my bdton, should be co-operative, not antagonistic. “Se moquant des sots, 
bravant les méchants!’’ There lies our joint function ! 

Figaro. And how do you fulfil it, Mr. Puncn ? 

Mr. Punch. J, the F1caro of Fleet Street ? 

Figaro. That, and much more ! 

Mr. Punch, Graciously said, but truly withal, My instruments are pan-pipes and drum, yours is the guitar. But I am 
Moralist as well as Musician, Sage as well as Shaver, Bard as well as Barber, Warder as well as Wit,—have in fact a whole 
world of varied functions that even the Factotum himself never cimed at fulfilling. As you say, yon scene, stretching far and 
wide from the foot of this Tower, suggests my Panorama of the Past Year! A scene of Changes and Chances, of Catas- 
trophes and Centenaries, of Revolutions and Royal Flights, of Wandering Princes and T'lying Pretenders, of Mighty Reforms 
and Brave Rescues, of Social Upsurgings and Great Strikes, of Big Commissions and Colossal Shows! As my pointer 
indicates, so my baton should direct. It is a sort: of universal wizard-wand, or cosmopolitan sign-post, conspicuous as this 
Titan Tower, sensitive as the fabled Divining-Rod, unerring as the gnomon on the sun-dial of Old Time himself. Sages, 
Heroes, and Wits gladly accept its guidance, as Fools, Knaves, and Quacks shrinkingly fear its force. Brsmarcx, Errrer, 
Srancey, as well as McDovaart, Bourancrr, and Barnum, recognise, each in his own way, its influence. True as the | 
Magnetic Needle, straight as the tail of Totas, it “rides the whirlwind and directs the storm ” of contemporary ever.ts. And | 
you, my brave Barbier, would fain know “ how it’s done,” as Dr. Lynn would say. Take, then, what will enlighten you | 
on that, and on most other points, as well as move you to honest laughter that is not merely a mask for menacing tears, | 
You hastened to laugh lest you should be constrained to weep. J laugh that the world may not weep, but be merry and wise, 
Take, my dear Figaro, what will tell you all about it, and make your New Year happy! ‘Take, in short; my 
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Juny 6, 1889.] 


OUR. BILL FOR LONDON IMPROVEMENTS. 


Have# we not weather in London nearly equal to that in Paris? 


Haven’t we nearly as many days of heat without rain during the | return once more to provisions 
Summer? We advisedly qualify our question with ‘‘nearly” 


because we are only about 
‘nearly’ as many open-air 
refreshment-places. 


1. Restaurants in the 
gardens on the Thames 
Embankment. Lower the 


iron railings, so as to give 
a good view of the Thames, 
and let there be central 
entrances, in addition to 
those now existing. ‘These 
Restaurants to be open till 
12°30. Virginia and other 
fast growing creepers to be 
trained over all the struc- 


tures belonging to the District |’ 


Railway. 
2. The entire length of the 


Embankment to be lighted | 


by electricity. 

3. In future, wherever a 
new Restaurant is to be 
built in Regent Street, Ox- 
ford Street, Shaftesbury 
Avenue, and so forth, the 
frontage shall not abut the 
| eee but be so far 

ack as to leave 
space for taking refreshment 
out-of-doors. 

4, That trees be at once 
planted all along Regent 
Street, Portland Place, and 
Oxford Street, and_ their 
number be increased in the 
new Avenues. 

5, That there be a good 


Restaurant in Kensington | 


Gardens, with abundance of 
small tables and chairs, and 
ample attendance. Private 
rooms for dinners, &c., and 
a terrace under cover for 
meals al fresco, at all times 
of the day. Open on Sundays. 
Band to play at certain hours. 

6, Another Restaurant, on 
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| KENSINGTON GARDENS, as THEY MIGHT AND OUGHT TO BE. Mr. PuNcEH | 
TAKES OUT Tony, M.P., TO ENJOY HIMSELF DURING THE Gay Doe Days. 


Ja La 


“THoucH Lost To SieHT, TO Memory pDFaR.”’—Last Friday in the Tro- 
cadero was held a Congrés de Boulangerve. It was not suppressed. The 
Government, however, is meditating taking some steps to cool the heat. of 
the temperature, because, being ‘‘ Baking hot,” it is perpetually reminding 
the people of Le Brav’ Général. 


| 


most monotonous ride in Europe, be 


extended into Kensington 
Gardens, with an entrance 
in Bayswater, and that a new - 
ride be madefrom some start- 
ing point near the Powder 
Magazine right away to the 
Marble Arch. 

2. That gravel be laid 


down thickly at least four 


times every day on the stones 
at the different Park Gates, 
which are now generally 
slippery and dangerous for 
equestrians. 

3. That the Police guard- 
ing the Oxford Street ' 
thoroughfare by the Marble 
Arch, always more or less 
slippery, should have strict 
orders’ to be on the watch 
for equestrians entering or 
leaving the Park, and to at 
once stop all vehicles. espe- 
cially carts, buses and care- 
less hansoms, which cause 
great peril to the life and 
limb of horse and rider. 

Will the First Commis- 
sioners of Works, GEORGE 
RanceR, and Mr. Munro 
see \to this? Or will they 
wait until some fatal acci- 
dent compels their atten- 


tion? (Signed) WUNGB, 
Guardian of the Public. 


VALUABLE THEATRICAL 
Worxk.—Ancient Testimony . 
to the Antiquity of the 
Benefit System. Read one 
of the most recent additions | 
to BoHn’s Standard Library, | 
a work translated by A. } 
Stewart, M.A., 
Seneca on Benefits. 
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«A NASTY ONE!” 
OR, “OH, WHAT A SURPRISE!” 


A Sensational Scene in the Modern Corinthian Ring. 
* * * * * 


A cunrovs incident occurred a few days ago, during 

an evening gathering of Corinthian patrons of the Fancy, 
at a celebrated and highly ‘“‘ select” Sporting Pub. in the 
neighbourhood of Westminster, kept at present, as those 
‘in the know” are well aware, by that hospitable and 
high-bred_ host, Bos Saxissury, better known in fistic 
circles as SWELL SoLLy. 
_ For some time past Sorty has taken huge interest 
in a very promising young Pug, in whose pretensions to 
first-class ‘‘form” mine host of the ‘‘St. Stephen’s 
Arms” has unshaken belief. The youngster was ‘‘ intro- 
duced ” in the first place by old ‘‘ HarDSHELL GIFFARD,” 
commonly called ‘The Chancellor,” but it was well 
known that young ‘‘Buu Lanp” had the invaluable 
backing of that Modern Mrnpoza, crossed with Gentle- 
man JACKSON, favourably known to all prominent Sports 
of the period as “ould” Bos Saxispury. BILL was 
indeed, commonly spoken of as ‘‘ Sorty’s Novice,” an 
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great ee were expected of the pet protégé of so Mi A ANY [i if 
experienced a judge of fistic promise. NNN) NAN WW 
ILL had, indeed, at the St. Stephen’s Meetings on two Wen) 1 SRY) ari 


occasions, been ‘‘ taken on” and put through his facings, 
in a quiet sort of way, with undoubted success, and 
great satisfaction to his chief backer. Biri seemed a 
well-set-up, young fellow, as capable of taking gruel 
as of administering it, and was thought to be highly 
popular all round in Corinthian circles. 

As the Transatlantic lute-thrummer puts it, however, 
‘“things are not what they seem” always, and _a secret 
simmering sort of hostility to Sotty’s Novice had un- 
questionably been observable (by the acute) among the 
sportive top-sawyers in the habit of assembling at the 
‘°St, Stephen’s Arms.” Young Brit, was thought by 
some of the tradition-tied old-stagers to be a bit bump- 
tious in his bearing, and disposed rather to ignore some 
of the ancient ‘‘ rules of the ring,”’ and go in for what 
they considered ‘‘ flashy” innovations in fistic ‘‘ style,” 
which, though taking enough to the roundlings, did 
not meet with the approval of the elder Corinthians. 
Bu, ey maintained, was hardly ‘‘respectful’’ enough 
to his elders and betters, was inclined to slight the 
claims of seniority and birth, and to go in for a ‘‘ cheap”’ 
style of milling, which, in the eyes of these blueblooded 
oldsters, was also open to the suspicion of being ‘‘ nasty.” 

When Sotty and ‘‘ The Chancellor”? first became fly to 
this prejudice against the young pug they patronised, 
they were naturally equally surprised and disgusted. 
a ie Chancellor ’’ complained of ‘‘ belated and unreason- 
able opposition’ to the claims of their Novice, whilst 
SotLy pointed out the ‘‘odium” which might be in- 
curred in the lower fistic world against the Corinthians, 
if the expectations excited by published accounts of the 
Novice’s promise were disappointed by the action of 
the said Corinthians in snubbing and metaphorically 
‘knocking out” the lad who was by many looked upon 
as the coming Champion. 

It was all in vain. The Corinthians had got their 
old backs up, and were by no means disposed to ‘* back 
down,” even in face of the plaintive appeals of ‘‘ The 
Chancellor,” or the proud expostulations of Sorty himself. 

Mine host of ‘‘St. Stephen’s” thereupon got rather 
raspy, and standing forward, offered to back his Novice 
against the best man amongst those who thus unex- 

ectedly and tardily denounced him. Young Birt Lanp 
iigie himself manfully, and assumed an attitude of proud 
but modest defiance. Murmurs of approval were heard 
even amongst those whom Boxs SaLissury could not 
generally reckon upon as his sn ata ‘*The Chan- 
cellor”? chuckled, and Sotty smiled confidently, when 
suddenly—Oh! what asurprise! An aged Corinthian, 
who had, in his day, been, a'good ’un with the mawleys, 
but was now decidedly passé, and went commonly by the 
name of ‘‘ The Dodderer,’’ was suddenly seen to ‘* put up 
his dukes” in a somewhat senile, but still decidedly 
energetic fashion, and lo! before Sotty’s Novice knew 
where he was, he received ‘‘ one in the wind” from ‘‘ The 
Dodderer’s” shrivelled but knuckly ‘‘right,” which 
fairly doubled him up, and sent him staggering to his 
second’s knee, 
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WHAT THE DANCING MAN HAS COME TO. 
‘‘Nor DANCING ANY MORE TO-NIGHT, FRED?” 


‘‘No; AND WHAT ’S MORE, I’LL NEVER PUT MY FooT IN THIS HovsE AGAIN! 
Wuy, I’ve BEEN JwTRODUCED THREE TIMES!” 


Of course the fat was in the fire at once, and the shindy that ensued was 
startling. ‘‘ Unfair!” ‘Foul blow!!” ‘‘Took him unawares!!!” shouted 
the friends of the Novice. ‘‘ Go it, ‘Dodderer’ ! »»  ¢*Call Atm a Champion ?!!” 
‘Take him away!!!” counter-yelled the delighted Corinthians. A highly 
respectable old Family Solicitor who was present, so far lost his usual sense of 
deference due to ‘‘ the quality,” in the excitement and delight of the moment, as 
to smack the ‘* Dodderer” soundingly on the back, shrieking exultantly 
“Go it, Old Strawberry! Double the young duffer up, dear boy!! We i 
show ’em how to pooh, pooh seniority, and violate the good old Conservative 
Rules of the Corinthian Ring!!!” 

And ‘‘ The Dodderer,” though somewhat staggered by the Solicitor’s slap 
on the back, rubbed his ancient hands together triumphantly, and crowed out 
complacently :—‘‘Ho! ho! ho! Ha! ha! ha! He! he! he! I gave him a 
good knock, didn’t I, dear boys ?”’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Now that the country is luring people from Town, Rural Rambles, and Our 
Lanes and Meadow-paths, both by Mr. H. J. Fotry, will have considerable 
attraction for that more civil than military personage, the General Reader. These 
little works are usefully embellished with Maps, showing the road to pastures 
new from pees. Should the Tourist require mental refreshment, he might 
take with him on his journey Mr. ArTuur A’Brckerr’s Stone Broke, his latest 
“story of startling interest.” In Stone Broke, Captain Malwyn (who is 
supposed to write his own history) defers shooting himself through the 
head, in order to complete his shillingsworth of autobiography. As the 
narrative is full of sensational incidents, the abandonment of the contemplated 
suicide may not only be pardoned, but applauded. Nay, the reader will be quite 
sorry when Captain Malwyn dies, but will appreciate the absolute necessity for 
his death when he finds that Mr. A’BrcKeErt, in Stone Broke, has got to the last 
sentence of the final chapter. -4 Babe in Bohemia, by FRaAnK Dansy, must be 
reckoned among the books that had better have been left unwritten, or, if 
written, better left unread. It has no story to speak of, and s0 I won't 
speak of it. Baron DE Book-WoRMs, 
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| its former vigour. But 


| workagain? The ‘‘ Remi- 


| will be very. much in it,—a 


, alsq to be revived, not only 


considering the Fleet has ceased to 
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| PLAYFUL PROCEEDINGS. 


Macpetu, late of the 
Lyceum, has gone away 
for rest and change of air, 
perhaps. to the Moors, 
though this is unlikely, as 
the Moor has come up to 
the Lyceum.  Ofed/o is no 
Macbeth, and Macbeth is 
no Moor for the present. 
Mr. Irvine is preparing 
for The Dead Heart,—in 
this weather I had nearly 
written Zhe Dead Heat, 
which promises to. bea 
splendid revival. It. will 
be, indeed, a triumph to 
revive a Dead Heart, and 
make it go again with all 


Henry Irvine has felt the 
ulse of the public, and 
nows what to prescribe. D 
Of course, our ELLEN Ag ie 

NE RIO 

noble and pathetic part, if Bie ee SS 

I _remember. it rightly. 

Then: Mr. . BANcRoFT _ is 


to-show us that he cannot 
say ‘‘ My art is dead,” but 
to re-start him; and_ if 
he is to be once more the 
*‘pusy B. improving his 
shining hour,’’ will it be 
too much to hope that we 
shall see the Queen B. at 


niscences” of the B.’s are 
all infavour of sucha move- 
ment, ‘OnandofftheStage.’ 
Exeunt both; then re-enter. 
*** On’ we goes again!” 
Sara B., whom I saw 
looking so well and hand- 
some in a fautewil roulant 
at the.Exposition, having 
grown stouter, is now going 
to play Lena, alternating 
her performances with 
those of Professor BLACKIE, 
dit the Moor of Venice. 
CHsRLES WYNDHAM is 
going through his réper- 
towre previous to his depar- 
ture for America. He airs 
David Garrick; he pro- 
duces a comedy by a young 
hand who shall be name- 
less, entitled, I believe, The Headless Man, 
the season, 


DrE-siDE Durr came here to woo, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t! 

Our dear Lovisr (whom love calls Loo) 
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t ! 
Princesses hold their heads fw’ high, 
But sly McCupid, dancing by, [try ‘ 
Whispers. to. Firz, ‘‘ Take heart, and 

Ha, ha, the wooing-o’t! 
Durr declared, and Durr so pray’d, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t! 
As quite to melt the Royal Maid, 
Ha, ha, the wooing 0’t ! 


and, on the last night of 


Oats,—sown long ago, When he goes to America it is to play in a 
theatre not yet built, under the management of Mr. AnBry. This 
combination ought to delight ‘‘the Church and Stage Guild” (Gif it 
still exists), as how could the Theatrical- Ecclesiastical union be better 
typified than by a theatre under an ABBEY? Yours truly, 
Private Box (1st Royal Supers and Minors). 


REVERENDUS REDIVIVUS. 


In the list of distinguished guésts invited to attend the State 
Concert, stood out all alone in his glory the title of ‘‘ Tum CHAPLAIN 
OF THE Freer.’ No other name: that was quite enough. Now, 
] exist for many a year, in fact, 
since the last prisoners of distinction (Mr. Pickwick and Sam 

Weller) were confined within its walls, the office of the Chaplain of 
the Fleet must be literally a sinecure,—for he is a clergyman sine 
cure,—and therefore a fitting subject for certain Parliamentary 
inquirers. One thing is certain, that this announcement of. the 
pen Wars ORG a ps at the State Concert will be regarded 

bp J SANT and hi i = rise- 
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LONDON GHABIVARI, 


“THE WOOING O’T!” 
New and Royal Version, Dedicated respectfully to the Happy Pair. 


— 

. ‘ 
= om 
5S S—_Y - 

Be \/ 3 nee 


,», | May fair time and chance betide, 


the pabulum he‘will provide for the public will be Wild 
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MEMS, FROM THE NOTE- 
BOOK OF A DISTINGUISHED 
FOREIGNER. 


Iv is extremely kind that 
the English should honour 
me by Ce Ba me from 
Gravesend to Westminster 
in a state vessel, called a 
‘*Pen Y. Steam-Boat.”’ 

H.R.H. the Prince of 
WALES tooon board! . 
shall I show my gratitude 
for his courtesy? He has 
already received an assort- 
ment, of Persian orders, 
Ah, a pleasant thought! 
I will present him with Sir 
DrumMMonpd WOLFF as a 
slave for life ! ; . 

“Last time I was in Eng- 
land I was only curious, 
now I am solely anxious to 
improve my country, and 
develop its resources. 1 
carry out this idea, I will 
order the Empire Theatre 
to be removed with its 
entire contents from Leices- 
ter Square to Teheran. 

I see that the Rev. 
HAweis, says I am _ no 
longer a barbarian. This 
is kind of the Rey. HaweIs, 
He must be a good, a com- 
passionate man. I will 
appoint him appropriatel 
my Chief Executioner wit 
the usual remuneration— 
twenty bags of diamonds 
a-year and a residence in 
Persia. ; 

I like Windsor. When 
I was there, there seemed 
to be a large number of 
bullocks. If I had not 
known that Her Maszusty 
would have ordered every 
beast in the Royal Agricul- 
tural Show to be slaugh- 
tered, so that I might have 
the tenderest possible mor- 
sel, I should have asked for 
a beef-steak for luncheon. 

The turtle at the Mansion 
House is excellent—so is 
the Lorp Mayor. I hear 
that Mr. WHITEHEAD ceases 

~__ to be Lord Mayor of Lon- 
After that date I shall appoint him Lord Mayor 
with a residence in my capital, for life, 


De Rass > 
Fire, gude faith, hath lands and ‘‘ tin,” 
Yet was fortunate to win 
Fair Lovisr, of Royal kin. 

Ha, ha, the wooing 0’t! 


Ha, ha, the wooing 0’t! 
Frre and his sweet Royal Bride. 
Ha, ha, the wooing 0’t! 
See McCupid, fw’ of glee, 
Pipes before them merrily. [times three ! 
Punch drinks their health with three 
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t! 


don in November. 
of Teheran, 


WHISPERS FROM WINDSOR. 


THERE was some complaint made about the catering at this Exhi- 


bition of British Agriculture. But why? The Royal Menu, which 
set the example, was thoroughly English :—‘* Tortue Claire,” 
" Saumon a la Norvégienne,” ‘ Anguilles en aspic aux tru e8,” &0.5 
** Supréme de Volaille,” ‘* Paté de fotes gras,” &e., &e.; * Pouding 
glacé a la Parisienne.” Where was the Rosbif de Vieille An leterre,”’ 
and ‘‘ Le Pouding d’ Yorkshire,” where the ‘‘ Le Stout et otter,” et 
‘* Le Plum-pouding,”. et ‘‘ Le Fromage de Cheshire”? ‘* Punch” 
was there with the ‘‘ Tortue Claire’’; 
Of course this is not Mr. Punch, but the delicious beverage named 
in his honour. It was real good weather for anything iced.. The 
little Eating Boys were on in this;scene, haying obtained leave of 
absence in the time of Waxrx, in order to study the Arts of Peace. 

Among the best bred exhibits at the Great Agricultural Show the 
Shool-bred Towel horses were remarkable for their light build and 
great. strength, 

Perhaps the best bred thing of all, was the Pommery ’80, 
furnished for H.R.H.’s special refreshment at lunch (‘ which, 
well he deserves it”) which was quite up to the excellent taste 
alread cisplayed by decoration of the ast Pavilion, On dit, that 

I. WALTER SHOOLBRED is to be made a Marquee, 


[Jury 6, 1889. | 


and ‘‘ Punch”? was drunk, 


: 


How | 


To | 


a lege ee 


a ee ee 


Jury 6, 1889.] 


a —— ee 


-UNC 


ares 
von 


iW 


wh a \\NN 
Van | 


i \\ 


\{\ 
Way 


\ 20% CENTURY. 


: PNY 
TTS RISE NMOS 


LAT NN 


i HANUARRURDOR RSA RT EAR 


A WARNING TO ENTHUSIASTS. 


‘“SUMMAT LIKE A SELL.” 


Suacxstions for utilising the top of Snowdon, which, with the 
‘‘hotel”? and various appurtenances were last week put up to 
auction, and knocked down—fancy knocking the top of Snowdon 
down !—of course to the highest bidder. ; 

—Build a really nice hotel 


1. (By a Philistine Correspondent.) é 3 ; 
there, something like the Rigi, Kulm, or Kaltbad, with mountain rail- 
way up from Llanberris. Then one would have a chance of seeing 
the view in something like comfort. ies i 

2. (By Another—only more so.) —Turn it into slate quarries. 
Hang phe sopnery ! : 

3. (From a Patriotic Astronomer.)—Build an’ Observatory that 
will lick Lick ! ; ; 

A, (From our own Esthete.\—Abolish the cairn, and all other 
disgusting traces of man’s presence. Let any person leaving a 
ginger-beer bottle, or carving his initials anywhere about, be flung 
from the Menai Bridge. Begin Welsh Disestablishment by dis- 
establishing the vendors of tea and Bass’s ale in those elevated 
hovels. Let Nature reign supreme (she generally does rain on 
Snowdon)! ig : 

5. Erect an Eiffel Tower on the top. Let us try to give Ben 
Nevis a back seat. 

6. Buy it up as a Public Park for the Nation. 

7. Reserve it as the meeting-place of the Welsh Parliament— 
when Wales gets one. The event will probably take place when the 
(Druids’) Circle is squared; or perhaps, by squaring the Druids 
themselves, they might consent to do without Home Rule. 


A Par Anour tHe Bar.—Our Mr. BRIeFLESS Junior writes to 
on in our columns last 


say, that a mistake was made in his deseripti 
d at the Bar, he has 


week, In spite of the eminence he has attaine 

not vet become a Q.C., and still is satisfied with chambers in Pump- 
handle Court. We can only account for his address being given 1n 
that eminently respectable and high-priced locality, ‘‘ Grub Court,” 
by the suggestion that it is common knowledge in the profession 
that he has frequently refused “‘ silk” on account of his well-known 
preference for ‘‘stuff,” and that an association of ideas would naturally 
connect ‘* Grub” with food, and ‘‘ stuff” with eating. 
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“MODUS OPERANDI.” 


Covent Garden.—Nothing very startling this week. Friday.— 
Good old Trovatory Government night. Mlle. Toni-ScHLAGER, 
with fine Toni’d organ, is, in every sense, a powerful Leonora. 
Signor LesrE.iier, half a head shorter than Mlle. Tont, is an under- 
sized Manrico; but, like GARRICK, he is six feet high when 
he isina passion. To-night he only gets up to five feet ten. Mr. 
Crorry, as our dear old melodrantatic I7 Conte di Luna, looks the 
‘‘two-pence coloured” part to the life ; and, when he gets mixed up 
with the bed-curtained four-post-tented field, he stirs up many 
a touching memory, and there SEASONABLE AND FASHIONABLE. 
is scarcely a dry eye (though ie . 
many a dry throat) in the é 
House among those who, in 
boyhood’s happy days, de- 
lighted in ‘‘SKELT’s scenes 
and characters,’ sixpenny 
paint-boxes, and penn’orths 
of tinsel. Should the 
chance be again offered of 
witnessing the performance 
of Mr. Crotty as the Count 
di Lunatico Inquirendo, let ° 
no true lover of art miss 
it. ‘‘ Please remember the 
‘Crotty.’? Conductor RANDEG- 
eER looks round amiably on 
the house, to see how it takes 
the announcement in the 
programme, that the manage- 
ment of the R.1I.0. has broken 
off with MircwELt of Bond 
Street. Up to now, ‘‘ Mir- 
CHELL’s” has been a powerful a 
Operatic tradition. No Mir- A (Covent) 
CHELL, no Opera. But Aveustus DrRuRIoLaNvs 
CILARIUS Prorecror Lreis Brirannic# is autocratic. 


Garden Party.” 


CoUNTICOUN- 
9 : On Friday 
and Saturday both parties were in Court before Mr. J ustice STIRLING, 


—| Happy Thought.—A legal paradox,—the Judge always comes first 
into Court, and yet everyone comes before him ! ]—and in reply to the 
attempt to get his head into Chancery, DRURIOLANUS, Defendant and 
Defiant, exclaimed, ‘‘ Remember Mitchellstown ! ” The Judge 
observed that Mr. MrrcHELL seemed to have benefited by his visit to 
Hastines (Q.C.), and that he would leave the matter pretty much 
where it was before there was any row at all. 

Her Majesty’s Opposition.— Mlle. Garcano an effective Lucia. 
Pleasant voice, but forces upper notes. Srypona EpGaRbo and 
GaxassI ASHTON more emphatic than elegant, but can’t have every- 
thing. ‘‘ Minor parts ”__which sounds sad as a universal expression 
in an Opera—satisfactorily filled. Acting might be better; stage- 
management a trifle antediluvian. ‘ 

Tuesday.—First appearance in this country of Miss Mrnnrz Ewan. 
Quite a New’un. Voice clear and melodious. Rather nervous at 
first. Very wellreceived. Hotnight. The Warmuth of the weather 
apparent on stage as I/ Duca, 

Covent Garden.—Ere this appears, the SHau, in such a state as 
never was, will have visited the Opera, have heard the Melodious 
Medley, our National Anthem, and the Persian one as well. He’s 
Saw to be pleased. 


RIVAL STARS, 


Otello (at the Lyceum). Why doesn’t 
he come to see Me? 


man and a brother? 


It & as soon as he arrives, or nearly, 
that the Shah is able to behold the 
whole Empire at one Private View. 


Am I not a 


tan 


a 
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FELINE AMENITIES. 


_ Fair Hostess (who is proud of her popularity), ‘‘YEs; 1 FLATTER MYSELF THERE’S NOT A DooR-BELL IN THE WHOLE STREET THAT’S 
| SO OFTEN RUNG AS MINE!” Fair Visitor. ‘‘WeEtL, DEAR, J HAD To Rine iv Five Tres /” ° 


| 


Here? ‘Well, we shall see. WaAtLzs grows portly of port, 
But an affable Prince, and not half a bad sort; 

And were he rotund as a Royal rum-puncheon, 

At least he knows how to preside at a luncheon. 


AN AFFECTING MEETING. 


Nasr-Ep-Din soliloquises :— 
Au! this is the land where men hustle and hurtle, 
And e’en at their feeds seem to race against Time . 
But ’tis also the place where the Love of the Turtle 
Makes crowding endurable, hurry sublime. 


At Westminster Stairs I felt well on my way, 
For the old showy round, troops, feeds, female fal-lals, lace, 
Grand dames, guards of honour, and Buckingham Palace. 


I know the spot, I have tasted the wine. 

To see the Madeira once more richly shine 

In the slender-stemmed glasses, and sniff its perfume, 
More sweet than big gardens of Gil in full bloom, 

Is worth travelling far, though the Briton’s a brute, 
And the voice of diplomacy never is mute ; 

And the tints of the towns, and the hues of the sky, 
With mud-lakes and bitumen-filled valleys might vie. 
Still the virgins are fresh, and the dishes are fine, 
And as for their thick Turtle-soup, ’tis divine ! 

’Tis the Land of the West, uncaressed by the Sun, 
But no doubt, as before, I shall have some good fun, 
Ah! ’tis sixteen long years since I bade it farewell, 
And strange tales to this day of my doings they tell. 

* * * * * * 
Yes, once more I am here; so’s that sly Western Wotrr ! 
’Twixt the present and past there’s a tidy wide gulf, 
If a Diary once more the SHAH deigns to pen, 

Some contrasts will show twixt the Now and the Then, 
Yet at bottom the whole situation ’s the same ; 
There’s small change in my fix, or the Giaour’s sly game, 
A cordial reception ? A warm welcome ? Bah! 
Do they think they see green in the eyes of the Suan! 

> * 


Garden parties will follow, and races, and bores 

That the Giaours call Concerts; a Shahinshah snores 
Through those horrid inflictions the best way he can. 
Crystal Palace, of course ;. and I think they ’ve a plan 

To take me to Hatfield ; the prospect much irks : 

Then Birmingham shows and those big Forth Bridge works, 


Which the Infidels make such a brag of, no doubt, 


Mrs. R’s Worrny Successor, 


Will “‘ astonish the SHan”—or, at least, tire him out! 
* * * * * * 


However, to-day to the City I turn; 

To the Mansion House Banquet my bosom doth yearn. 
The great Civic Turtle and I are old friends. 

Ah! *‘ doth not a meeting like this make-amends” 

For the infinite boredom and insolent fuss ? 

Dear Turtle! I knew you would welcome me thus! 
What! affected to tears, Turtle? Come to my arms! 
My long long lost friend, how sublime are your charms! 
Come! keep up your pecker, and tip us your fin, 

For I love you, old boy—and I long to begin ! 


[Left embracing. 


—A_ City Magnate, Mr. Deputy 


Every step made me think of my previous stay ; | 


MUDDLEWICK (brother-in-law of our dear old Mrs. R.), in an after- 
dinner speech on the occasion of the opening of some large building, 
complimented the architect on ‘‘ the zeal and acidity he had shown 
during the progress of the work.” The Reporters present, however, 
generously translated it into ‘‘ assiduity,” which probably was what 
the Deputy meant. We shall keep our eye on Deputy Muppxe- 


At Gravesend—detestable name!—I was met 

y Princes and Dukes—the old mutton-faced set, 
Rather grizzled perhaps, some gone shiny-topped. Ah! 
Time will not even spare a sublime Shaliiiaeant 
But no matter! Whilst bowstrings and hair-dyes abound, 
| I shall well hold my own—on my own Persian ground. 
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SCENE—ROTTEN ROW.  TIME—3 P.M. 


FOREIGNER OF DISTINCTION, ON HORSEBACK, COME TO VIEW OUR BEAUTY AND FASHION. 


AT THE ALBERT HALL. 


“A means of putting the stall-holders and their 


‘* HERE we are all keeping shop ; 

Come and spend the nimble shilling. 
You can lounge, and flirt, and stop, 
For, like Barkis, we are willing. 

If with wonderment you see 
Ladies in this strange position ; 

Like the goods we’re selling, we 
Are of course on exhibition. 


‘* We stand here the livelong day, 
7ARRY comes with queer grimaces, 
And, in his familiar way, 
Criticises limbs and faces. 
Then the papers, too, report 
All the details of our dresses ; 
Whether frocks were long or short, 
And the colour of our tresses. 


‘* Standin g here like dolls on view, 
We of course’do hear the oddest 
Things, and, to be strictly true, 
Much that’s neither nice nor modest. 
But, what matter? Let the prude 
Frown disdain upon our capers ; 
Though the pushing crowd be rude, 
We’ve our names in all the papers,” 


Lo! the cads may gape and stare, 
Leering at you o’er the shoulder, 
| Maids and Matrons,-we declare 
) That it sickens eath beholder. 
| Never, in the far-off days, ; 
Could we see this shameful minute ; 
Notoriety’s your craze, to 
And these wanton antics win it. 


AN EGYPTIAN FIND. 


Drar Mr. Ponca, ; 
I rear this is rather an ambiguous 


associates and assistants en evidence, and gratifying | title, and might cast unjust reflections on the 
| the fashionable passion for notoriety.”— The World. 


Egyptians. ‘‘ Find” means a discovery—not 
that a son of Kuem has been amerced by the 
Magistrate. However, this is what I have 
discovered in a copper cylinder in a hidden 


chamber in a forgotten pyramid in a sanded- 
}up desert. 


It is a fragment of a dialogue, 
and runs as follows :— 

““ Tsis, Sir?” 

‘Yes; and Osiris, if you have any.” 

‘Very sorry, Sir; Osiris is off.” 

‘‘ Waiter, a papyrus roll.” 

‘* Yes, Sir.”’ 

‘** And butter.” 

‘* D’ree’ly, Sir.” 

‘* And a Lybian dessert to follow.” . 

Here, unfortunately, the fragment ends, 
though I can just decipher something which 
looks like Cigarcoffagus. The fragment is 
apparently from a familiar work, either of 
the great Mur-RA, or of the Ta-Bet Dorar- 
pus, of the so-called Three~.and-sixpenn 
Dynasty. I found it myself in the Kaf-fe 


| Restaur- On Chamber of the Pyramid of 


Chops, near Cowey Steaks, on the Pelasgic 
branch of the Nile. It has given me six 
months’ work, and the translation of it has 
nearly killed me; but it will, like Mr. 
RmeER Hacearn’s Cleopatra MS., drive every 
Egyptologist in Europe mad with envy. 
Yours, severely, 

The Ven. Tuomas, Q.T., [.0.U., &e. 

Knippin Court, St. Neots. 


Miss-guipep Forxs in Paris.—Evidently 
those who are personally conducted by ‘‘ Lady 
Guides.’’ 


TO A RISING STAR. 


As he twinkle, SHAHINSHAH ! 

And the mob asks who you are, 
Won’t some keen folks wonder why 
We thus set you up on high, 

Bring you up the river way, 

Make a pageant of your stay? 

Won’t they ask, when you appear, 
Why the crowd begins to cheer ? 
Why the troops have lined the street ? 
Why the guns your presence greet ? 
Why the Prince sits by your side ? 
Why you down to Windsor ride ? 
Why fine people round you press 
‘By request” in Courtier’s dress ? 
Why great nobles of the land 
Welcome you with outstretched hand ? 
Why all this? What have you done? 
Is it, with a sense of fun, 

That e’en yet the story lingers 

Of your eating with your fingers? 
Throwing bones beneath the table ? 
Making of your room a stable ? 
Stopping your imperial train? 

By your coming, do we gain? 

Can you give a quid pro quo ? 

Reason glibly answers ‘‘ No.” 

Then why all this flood of féte . 
Garnished up with show and state ? 
Is it, that we think O Suan! 

You’ll to Russia prove a bar, 

And that your barbaric nous, 

cate may serve the British House ? 
Well! we only know you’re here! 
But what makes us shout and cheer— 
That’s a thing, without a doubt, 
That no fellow can make out! 


La Tour E1rret (1st Landing).—‘‘ Encore 


. 
a a 


OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 9 


un Bock.” Scotch translation, ‘t Bock agen!” 


oe ee 


[Juty 6, 1889. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


10 


? 
' 

a = sa 
BERS a 
~<'5 ; 

SCH 


PA 
= Jab h, 


==> #¥ 
wv 


= “Ain 
ent G 
‘ 


AL 


a7 


2 1 je | <<) 


"GL “ON §=‘“SHOINALXS GNV SHOIMSZLNI 


A FALSE NOTE FROM HENLEY. 


Regatta Week, 1889.—It is satisfactory to be able to 
state that the arrangements of the Thames Conservancy 
this year are admirable; but it must be well understood 
that I make this statement on my own personal responsi- 
bility. I may add, that nothing eould have been more 
delightful than the original idea of the Authorities, to 
ballot for stations on the river. If this had been carried 
out, no doubt many persons who let out house-boats 
would have reaped a golden harvest, to the anger of 
those old owners who year after year have taken an 
infinity of trouble to secure a ‘‘ coin of ’vantage’’ beside 
the river’s bank. Well, it would have been a fair 
exchange, hire for ire! However, the Conservators at 
the last moment reverted to the old custom of first come 
first served. And is everybody satisfied? Well, I will 
a go as far as that; but I can, at any rate, say that 

am ! 

For Henley is certainly delightful. No trouble about 
the steam-launches, which, of course, are not allowed to 
come so near the ‘‘river residences” that illumination is 
an impossibility—oh, no, nothing of that sort allowed this 
year. And I make the satisfactory announcement on my 
own personal authority ! 

And are the people on the banks satisfied? Well, 7 
Bl so. It is an open secret that the landowners are 
only too pleased to have as many house-boats as possible 
in front of their grounds. ok revel in the view of awn- 
ings and kitchen funnels. Who saysso? Why, J do. 

And you ee ask me for my signature. You may 
wish to learn who is so satisfied with Henley and its sur- 
roundings. You may like to find out the name of the 
enthusiast who considers the Thames Conservators the 
best possible Conservators, the owners of the Thames 
house-boats the best pombe persons, the riparian land- 
holders the most unselfish of proprietors? This curiosity 
is easily satisfied. So I append my signature. In 
guarantee of my satisfaction, content, and delight, I 
sign my name. Who then is satisfied with this year’s 
arrangements at Henley? Why, Nosopy! 

The Sells, Long-bow Reach, near Henley. 
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Hentry Recatra.—Here Rowing-men have a row- Judge (testily, to persistent Junior). ‘Sir, IF YOU DON’T KNOW HOW TO BEHAVE 
locking time of it. And we hope that the weather will be|48 4 GENTLEMAN IN Court, I can’r TeacH you!” 

what the French call ‘‘ Boat temps.” Junior (pointedly). ‘‘ QUITE so; MY LUD, QUITE so! (Proceeds, 

ee ee ee eee 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, June 24.—Business still hopping 
along by leaps and bounds. Board of Agriculture Bill on for Com- 
mittee as first Order for to-day. Paper bristling with Amendments. 
HENEAGE drawn up whole pages, chiefly designed to do away with 
proposed Board, leaving only the Minister. 

‘We hear,” he said, ‘‘from time to time, a good deal about 
boarding-out principle in connection with pauper children. Let us 
apply it by putting this Board out.” 

Op Moratirty, who has personal charge of Bill, came to front; 
carried everything before him with usual irresistible skill and force. 
Explained to Henrace that whilst Board must be 
retained, it should have no power or authority; . 
practically no existence; sort of phantom appanage. 

‘*Neither the Minister, nor the House, nor the 
country,’? he added, ‘‘ will ever be bored by it, 
Nothing,” he continued, in his winning manner, 
‘‘would give me more sincere pleasure than to 
meet the views of my Right Hon. friend, whose 
acquaintance with all that relates to Agriculture 
is extensive and peculiar. But though we do not 
propose to invest the Board with any power, or, 
indeed, with any reality, we feel it necessary to 
ask the House to pass the Bill as it stands. What 
I would suggest to my Right Hon. friend is, that, 
having been at the trouble to draft these numerous, 
important, and singularly interesting Amendments, 
he should imagine the House has accepted them, 
and that they have been incorporated in the Bill. 
That done, we will pass the Bill as it stands, and 
ever one will be satisfied. I venture with some 
diffidence, though I may say with great confidence, 
‘ eens this suggestion to my Right Hon. 

riend. 


HENEAGE jumped at idea; imagined his Amend- Pleasant Puleston. Darling he had in mind, not Mork Top Sror- 


ments were accepted and incorporated in the Bill, and so it passed 
through Committee. All over in less than half an hour. 

‘‘ That ’s what I call genius,” said PULESTON, admiringly. ‘‘ Talk 
about your PALMERSTONS, your Dizzres, and your GLADSTONES lead- 
ing the House of Commons; was ever peu done like this? By 
sheer urbanity, combined with perfect knowledge of human nature, 
Oxrp Moratity gets through a critical stage of a Bill which certainly 
would, in other hands, have occupied the House through a long 
sitting. 

Way thus marvellously cleared, Batrour got on early with Bann 
Drainage Bills. Position of Irish Members embarrassing. Bill and 
kindred measures proposed to endow Ireland with large sums of 
money at expense of British tax-payer. The money desirable; but 
absolutely necessary to oppose any measure brought 
in by Batrour. At same time, while opposing 
Bill, must be careful it was not lost. Accor ingly, 
Trish Members refrained from moving hostile 
Amendment. Srorey obliged with one, and JosEPH 
GILLIS stipulated that he should fight Bill tooth 
and nail. 

‘‘T’m only a little one,” he pleaded, ‘‘and no 
harm will be done.” ‘As for the general view of 
Irish Members, it was eloquently expressed by The 
O’HANIAN, : 

‘¢ We Irishmen,” said he, scowling black brows 
on Batrour, who lay languorous on Treasur 
Bench, much enjoying comical situation, will 
take ail the money you offer us; but, Sir, we will 
take it under protest!” 

Business done. — Board of Agriculture Bill 
through Committee. 

Tuesday.—‘‘I don’t know which is the more 
grateful and comforting,” said O~p Moratiry, 
reflectively, as he listened to Debate on Swiss 
Labour Conference. Was thinking about Bav- 
MANN and Darrtine (CHaArtie the particular 
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Edinburgh and St. Andrew’s University). 
mart cae ei whilst not moulting a feather of personal 
friendship, had differed in opinion as to conduct of MARKISS. 
Marxiss, replying to invitation to send Delegate to Berne 
Conference, ae made certain stipulations limiting range of 
discussion. BAUMANN disapproved this course ; regarded it 
with grave displeasure ; even seconded hostile Amendment 
which CUNINGHAME-GRAHAM moved. Danrtine (C. J., not yet 
L. C. J.), on contrary, was able to regard policy of Marxiss 
with almost unqualified approval. Not absolutely unqualified ; 
that too much to expect; but enough to sustain MARKIss, and 
prevent complications certain to arise from resignation at 
present crisis. 

Baumann declared for largest, 
fullest, illimitable range of dis- 
cussion. ° ‘‘ If,” he said,” fixing _ 
significant glance on CouURTNEY, 
‘“there are any reasonable number 
of people in this country who 
doubt the rotundity of the earth, 

I will discuss the matter with vi fas 
them.” Nothing could be hand- .s. (/ Z 
somer. House felt this; uncom- NGA 
promising supporters of the Go- 
vernment, though outraged at 
this revolt in Peckham, murmured 
applause. tie 

ARLING, on contrary; insisted 
that the worst the Marxiss“had 
done, was to exclude from 
consideration two matters not 
mentioned in the programme. 
Perhaps if the Marxiss had con- 
sulted some of his supporters, the 

hrasing of his objection might 
ate been happier. But that was 
nothing. Darrine (C. J.) stood 
by Her Majesty’s -Government, 
and Otp Moratitry heaved ‘sigh’ 


° 


ment that numbers in its ranks two such brilliant coruscations—if 
I may say so—of humanity.” 
Business done.—Goyernment saved from Vote of Censure. 


Wednesday.—In Committee on Prevention of Cruelty to Children 
Bill. Tough fight over ATTORNEY-GENERAL’s Amendment to omit 
from Bill words prohibiting employment of Children under ten in 
theatres. MuUNDELLA, in charge of Bill, accepts Amendment. Dricx 
TrempLe, Sam SmirH, and other superlatively good people, object. 
Amendment defeated by 120 votes to 80. 

** No Fairies for me,” said TEmpLE—‘‘I’]] have none of ’em.”’ 


Thursday.—Home SecRETARY sits on Treasury Bench pleased, 
watchful and alert. Ministerial life for him has been almost un- 
broken series of reproaches. 
When anything has gone 
wrong in London, the ery has 
always gone up, ‘* Cherchez le 
Homer SEcRETARY!’’? When 
found he has been made a 
note of in most disturbing 
style. Now Sruart, with ill- 

i=) advised enthusiasm, gives 
(77— him opportunity to appear in 
2) the right at least for once. 
/ Seems that yesterday it oc- 
curred to directorsof ‘Salva- 


en 


excellent advertisement to 
march with flags flying, 
drums beating and thousands 
shouting, along Strand to 
Exeter Hall. Announced in- 
tention to Commissioner of 
Police; Commissioner pointed 
out public ineonvenience; po- 


should proceed along Em- 
bankment; ‘‘ Army” de- 
clined, for very good reason. 
N et ei stream of Bas 
wich-board men paradin 
Embankment. Strand, Regent Street, and, above all, Band Street, 
as being particularly inconvenient, owing to narrowness of thorough- 
fare, their happy hunting-grounds. So “ Salvation Army ”’ 
attempted to stream along Strand. Police resisted : scrimmage : 
| flags torn; drums staved in; several “ Captains”? and ‘‘ Colonels”? 


The Seeretary, for Once at Home. 


i NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or 
In no case be returned 
taere will Le no excoptioz 


on 
waVode 


These two| put hors de combat. 


————— v r 
Se A SSS 
iN SSS oS 
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“No Fairies for me! I’ll have none of ’em!” 
of relief. ‘‘ Wonderful young men!” hesaid. ‘‘ Happy the Govern- | than that.' SHaKSPEARE a man not for an age but for all time; saw 


tion Army” that it would be| 


litely suggested that ‘‘ Army” | \f 


Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, 
, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 
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Stuart wants to know, how’s this? CunrInG- 
HAME-GRAHAM adds indignant inquiry; Howrrn and Row anps, 


jealous for their. own: preserves, drop in a few words. - Then 


MatrueEws rises to explain; yen- 
tures to. hint that Strand not 
made exclusively for ‘‘ Salyation 
Army;.’ that there are a few 
million people in London who 
- have-right to expect that public 
thoroughfares be kept open for 
them to go about their business. 
Added that every courtesy was 
shown to the directors of the 
troupe, and it was only when they 
insisted upon storming the Strand 
that the police closed up their 
ranks. Home SxcrEeTary defend- 
ing police on charge of inter- 
ference with liberty of subject 
y hailed with unwonted cheering 
‘J from both sides. a of 
| Business done.—Scotch Univer: 
sity Bill in Committee. 
Friday.—Armenia in. Lords; 
Scotch University in Commons 
. dulness - everywhere. Met in 
\\\ corridor Pemproxe, that. Kiffel 
\ Tower of House of Lords. ‘‘ Seen 


\ '\ \\ this controversy about who’s 
hee is ‘W. H.??” he said— SHax- 
BE), SPEARE’S Mr. W. H., ‘ the Onlie | 
/, Begetter of these insuing Son- | 
/ nets’? Some people thought it | 
was settled long ago; fixed on | 
my forebear WILLIAM HERBERT, 
first Earl of Pembroke. Now 
~OscaR: WILDE says it’s Mr. 
WittiAm Hews. All nonsense, 
Tony... You and I know better 


everything and everybody centuries ahead. ‘ Who’s Mr. W. H. ?’ 
Why vt’s Smita!” And PEMBROKE lifted his tall head and laughed. 
Business done.—Very little. 


_ PLAY-TIME. 
At the Opéra Comique.—‘‘ Place aux Dames !”? Two new pieces 
by Lady-Dramatists. Better to be a Lady-Authoress than an Alder- - 


woman or Countess-Councilloress. Tothe Rescue, by Mrs. GREET, was, 
as our friend WacstarF observed, ‘‘ warmly greeted.” Our Flat, by 
Mrs. MuseRavVE is a capital farcical comedy, excellently well played. 
There is not a ; , 

weak point in the 
entire bill. Miss 
Fanny Broveu, 
as a young lady 
whomeetspoverty . 
witha bold front, 
and turns domes- 
tic distress into 
food for laughter, 
would have been 
the life and soul /\ — 
of the piece, were * j | i 
it not that her 
colleagues, Misses 
AY  WHITTYy, 
ANNIE GowaRrp, 
LavRA SEDGR- & 
rans and ENrp © ; EA 

= | 

and ee ee Sharp Practice in Our Flat. A fall in stage props. 
Mr. WILLIE Epoutn provokes tears of laughter at every turn. And 
as Miss Broven is supported by the ladies,'so is Mr. Epourn by the 
gentlemen, for one and all give completeness to the tout ensemble, 
r. Natnsy is good, Mr. Cas, S. Fawonrt is better, and Mr. 
LronrL Rienoxp is best. The scene in which admirable substitutes 
for drawing-room furniture are found in-tubs, barrels, and egg- 
boxes, covered with shawls, fairly brought down the house, Brayo, 
Mr. Enovrx! You’re sharp to produce Our Flat. 


Be 


Muct to BE PITTED IN THIS WEATHER.—“* The Standing Com- 
mittees.” Won’t anybody provide them with seats? The name of 
Chairman is a misnomer if he has. also.to stand. . If he is seated, he 
had better stand them chairs all round,—and cool drinks as well. 


Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
To this rule 


enn 
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and in that capacity once returned thanks for his Illustrious Chief 
and the Rest of the Royal Family), shall only have £1500 for the 
present. Mr, Davies promptly, as an ‘‘ amendment,” moves that 
£1500 a year is ample. ‘‘ Mister” RosrBERY suggested that ‘‘ the 
Pride of Mill Hill and Rickmansworth” (as I think we may fairly 
call Mr. Davrss, as he was educated in those sparkling localities) has 
not moved an amendment, but only used an adjective. Then Mr. 
Hors ey, to set things right as a civil, a very clvil, engineer, pro- 
poses that the salary of the c7-devant representative of the Prince of 
WALEs and the Rest of the Royal loa shall have £2000 a-year. 

Shige this we have a real treat. The Patriot Burns—whose sweet, 
gentle voice, and nice ear for the use of the aspirate isa joy for ever— 
interposes in his customary winning manner. It is pleasant to see 
him as he stands addressing the Mister, with his bright aristocratic 
face, his commanding stature, his well-fitting clothes, and his spot- 
less linen. Of course, he objects to Sir PETER receiving more than 
£1500 a-year, for the Patriot is an economist, and in his opinion, the 
learned gentleman indicated is already receiving a salary out of 
prnoren the services rendered. Moreover, the kindly BuRNS 
mildly intimates that he considers that some of the sentences lately 
passed by Sir PETER are ‘‘simply disreputable.” Called upon to 
withdraw the expression as inappropriate, the Patriot, with the fine 
feeling for which he is justly celebrated, substitutes “ disgraceful & 
for ‘‘disreputable.” Then the storm continues, until ‘‘ Mister” 
RosgseEry feels it incumbent to inform ‘the Pride of Mill Hill and 
Rickmansworth” that something or other he has said is immaterial, 
and to tell Mr. Davies that he cannot withdraw his Amendment 
without the consent of the Council. Then we have the Closure, and 
a Division of 73 votes to 7. 

But our troubles are not yet finished. _We are treated to a long 
wrangle over a report of the Corporate Property Committee, which 
keeps the Counc hard at work until eight o'clock. When the 
Chairman at length vacates his seat, I cannot help thinking that he 
must regret his acceptance of office. For when all is said and done, 
the Earl of RosEBERY is a gentleman and a scholar, and holds 
Cabinet rank as a Statesman. Surely someone else of less distine- 
tion would do equally well to .preside over such worthies as the 
Patriot Burns, ‘‘ the Pride of Mill Hill,” and the rest of them ! 


BEDDED OUT. 
(A future Possibility—we hope.) 


Dip you say that, it was the County Council that has established 
all these delicious little ferny grottoes and pretty cafés the whole 
length of the Embankment ? 

Dear me! The Seven Dials seems to have disa peared, and in its 
place here is a public garden with a statue of Lor RosEBERY, and a 
refreshing fountain in it! 

Why, St. Martin’s Lane is no longer a narrow and grimly depress - 
ing thoroughfare, now that the houses have been set back and trees 
planted at intervals down the street. 

‘As for Trafalgar Square, the Democrat who would try to hold a 
public meeting there now, and thereby spoil the lovely turf and 
exquisite beds of flowers, would indeed be a hopeless Vandal. 

Since prizes were given to any ratepayer who distinguished himself 
by the floral decoration of his windows and balconies, London has 
become a sort of Florist’s Paradise and Horticultural Eden. 

Now that flowers and trees are planted in every available corner 
and street and alley of the Metropolis, and the smoke demon has been 
finally put down, ailing country children are habitually sent up to Town 
to recover their health in its pure and invigorating atmosphere. 


‘Have 1 sSkEN THE SHAH? YxS, I HAVE, Don’t I LOOK LIKE IT?” 
[He had been in the ugly rush just before the Shah's landing at West- 


minster, July 1. 


COUNTY-COUNCILDOM. 
(From the Note-Book of Mr, Punch’s Young Man.) 


July 2, 1889.—Once_ more in the Guildhall ante-room, where our 
attention is distracted ay the preparations for the reception of the 
SHau that are going on hard by. Possibly ‘‘ Mister”? KosEBERY is 
reminded by the hammerings and red-clothings that ‘‘ His Imperial 
Majesty” (save the mark!) is a nuisance. But he puts it nicely. 
Says ‘‘ Mister’ RosEBERY says he, ‘‘ A great potentate came to this 
country, and he was welcomed in the City. A route was selected 
which was naturally the best for him to traverse, but the guardians 
of the route were not merely not consulted as to whether the route 
was convenient for them, but they had not a man, except the door- 
keepers in their office, whom they could appoint to protect their 
property.” 

It is Fovommaie that the attention of these rather venerable officials 
are engaged in telling members of the Press the way to the seats 
reserved for them, and keeping an eye upon the hats, coats, and 
umbrellas, while the Mister of RosEBERY says this. I fancy that 
were the door-keepers to learn that there was be oe! of their being 
called upon to keep the ground for the SHau, that resignation woul 

be the order of the day. By the way that bright and intelligent 
Knight of the Italian Crown, Howarp VINCENT, is strangely silent. 
Surely after his success at the Fire Brigade Parade he might have 
claimed as a right to look after the trees and the people at the head 
(more or less), of the Queen’s Westminster Volunteers. If he is not 
to be trusted on an occasion such as this, what possible good can it be 
to him to be the author of so erudite a volume as Elementary Miltary 
Geography? By the way I have not read the deeply interesting 
work myself, but from what I know of the writer am convinced that. 
the title he has given his book must be fully justified by the contents. 


HOPELESS. 


Hearr-sick at the shindy, absurd and horrific, - 
That’s raised by our partisan gabies and babies, 
Punch longs for a PAstruR who’d find a specific 
To stamp out political rabies ! 
But in politics more than in science, tis sure, 
You would ne’er make the duffers believe in the cure. 


oo 


PLAY-TIME. 


TrHERE are exceptions to every rule, and the Matwnée_on July 3, at 
the Strand Theatre, was one of these exceptions. Morning per- 
formances are usually the dullest of functions, but the oceasion 
referred to was absolutely pleasing. There were two new pieces, 
Christopher's Honeymoon and Bravado, both fairly amusing. In 
the first Mrs. T. E. Smaxe (who, by the way, adapted the second very 
cleverly from the French) distinguished herself as a sprightly repre- 
sentative of the genws Laundress. Considering the large share this 
talented lady took both as authoress and actress in the afternoon 
programme, and the satisfactory time at which the performances 
were brought to a close, the Df atinée might have been aptly described 
as ‘‘ SMALE and Early.” 


| 


No doubt the Knight of the Crown of Italy’s military geography is 
very elementary. 
But this is only preliminary to the real work of the meeting. Sir 
Joun Lupnock brings up the report of the Standing Committee, 
recommending that Sir P. Epiiy, Q.C., (who, during the Jubilee 
Year, was Deputy and Treasurer to H.R.H. the Prince of WALES, 


VoL, xcvil Cc 


| 
| 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


NIN ‘ \ w R | j 
SSS \ N r\ YK | | 
NTA SAN if \ 


SRS 


Y-§ 


S>S== = 
SSS . 


. u 
LY, if bes 
Ly OS i 
We AAS i Nos 
Ded mare Ne tia \ 
ate aoe witan eee 
CANS T ee I, Y 
i a EA Se 6 
Liars a 
‘ Rd 
| / \ Koy 
\ A \\ j iA 
uh ‘ APOC ei 
eu» : ana 
sc X : ry / ' 
ANG Y 
x b 
‘\y WY 
\ SCY \ y 
N 
‘ ~ rr Yh 
\ \( : P h 


« 


LMC 


< 


IN 


ICU 


K 
NY) LAL 
NAS \ 
Oe) ‘ 
4 \ WR 4! 
\ 5 
SS 1 
WAN 
AWA 
\ AAS Was 
y \} ))) \\ 
N y 
4) 
\ 
\ 


be 


EGYPTIAN. FINANCE 


MR. PUNCH’S 


[Jury 13, 1889. 


=|! feel ‘ ees, 
=~ ROYAL WINDSag’ ~ 


Zen, ot BERS BEAL Pare” een Jey Bg 


NOTES FOR JUNE. 


| 
| 
| 


Juty 13, 1889.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


NOT IN THE NEWSPAPERS ; 
Or, What our Illustrious Guest saw in Bacterial Billingsgate. 


Ir was early—very early—on a fine July morning, 
when two striking, though evidently carefully disguised 
Personages might have been observed worming their wet 


and winding way with much difficulty amidst the chaos 


of vehicles of all sorts, from a railway van to a coster’s 
barrow, which cumbered all the approaches to what Mr. 
J. LavreNcE Hamitron, M.R.C.S8., has not inappro- 
priately termed Bacterial Billingsgate. Despite their 
elaborate muftz, consisting in Bich. case of a waterproof, 
a sou’-wester, and wooden-soled shoes, the discriminating 


eye might have detected the Sage of Fleet Street and |. 


the Star of Ispahan. 

The latter slipped up over a slimy and malodorous pool 
on the much-cracked pavement of the market, the jerk 
arresting an obvious yawn which had begun to distort 
the swarthy symmetry of the royal features. 

‘* It s early,” he muttered, apologetically. 

**An Oriental Luminary should, like the sun, rise 
early,”’ said his companion, sententiously. 

‘My forge rises, anyhow, and readily enough,” 
responded the Star, sniffing distastefully. 

“Ah! Civic Banquets and florally decorated theatres 
are all very well in their way,” remarked the Sage. 
‘‘But thts scene is more really characteristic of our 
sea-washed Isle, and one of its great staples.” 

‘*Ts it?” snapped the Star. ‘““ Well, it looks very 
dirty, anditsmellsverynasty. Bismillah ! What is that?” 

‘Only the tail ofa half-frozen cod-fish. I hope it 
has not damaged the royal eye.” 

‘‘But why,” asked the Star, ‘‘do these dirtily-draped 
hordes of burden-bearers dart about in every direction 
in this distracting way? And why do those others, at 
intervals, howl so distressingly ? And why do those 
vociferous vendors stand ateped up in nooks and corners 
surrounded closely by a damp crowd of customers? An 
why are the floors like muddy pools, and the slabs like 
reeking gutters? And why is there so little suggestive 
of the sea and so much suggestive of a sewer? And 
why is it impossible to stand, or move, anywhere without 
getting wet-footed, and dust-besprinkled, and scale- 
covered, and permeated with the peculiar fotid odour 
which pervades the whole place ?” 


moving, 
porters contrive 
burdens of boxes, bags, and barrels without colliding.” 

‘““Tt isa skill akin to legerdemain only to be acquired by 
practice in these narrow and crowded precincts,” said 
the Sage. 

‘But why narrow, and crowded?” 

‘* With a view apparently to the discomfort of both 
vendors and purchasers, and to the spoiling of the com~ 
modity they deal in,” was the answer. 

‘‘ But that—as your Euclid says,—is absurd ? objected 
the Star. 

‘Quite so. Billingsgate is the reductio ad absurdum of 
a Metropolitan Fish Market. It has—as Mr. LAURENCE- 
HAmMInton says, a Thames frontage of 160 feet instead of 
some 2000. its land approaches are cramped and cir- 
cuitous. To load, unload, store, preserve, sell, and dis- 
tribute the fish are all equally difficult. Its internal 
construction is fortuitous and conducive to filthiness. 
Everything is as porous and spongy, in other words, as 
dirt-absorbing and disease-disseminating as_possible. 
Everything, from a salmon-slab to a periwinkle sack, 
is pcctally fitted to be the haunt of bacteria, ‘ the 
birth-place, home, and distributor of putrefactive fish- 

erms. 

“Pah!” exclaimed His Majesty, with a shudder, 
‘‘ And is none to be bowstrung or bastinadoed for this?” 

“Step aside, your Majesty, behind this pillar. Be- 
tween the shouting salesmen and precipitate porters a 
spectator is sure to come to grief.” : 

‘But now I am standing in a pool, and inhaling 
putrefaction,” objected the Star. 


TRS 
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A DILEMMA. 


Nervous Gentleman (to two Sisters). ‘‘I’VE GOT TO TAKE ONE OF YOU IN TO 
DiInnER. A—A—LET ME SEE—A—WHICH IS THE ELDER Beg 


‘‘ Then,” said the Sage, ‘‘ we had better go. These are the normal conditions 
of Bacterial Billingsgate, not to be escaped even by Us.” 

‘‘Tts floor,” says the scientific critic before referred to, ‘‘is com osed of a 
porous, soft stone, so worn and uneven, that its pavement is a network of filth- 
pools, super-saturated with germs, or bacteria or microbes, specially ripe, and 
ready to spoil any unspoilt dead fish which may be in the market.” 

‘T know little about what you call microbes or bacteria,” rejoined his Tilus- 
trious Companion ; ‘‘ but if they mean nastiness, it seems to me your scientic 
critic is not far out. We Persians are not supposed to be over-particular, but if 
I made a sketch of this place, and its pallid, slime-stained, blood-splashed 
‘porters,’ my subjects might mistake it for a shambles or a torture-room.” 

‘‘ Fish-salesmen,” pursued the Sage, adroitly dodging a falling crate on one 
side, and a pad of mud-stained plaice on the other, ‘‘ have, Iam informed, 
‘to pay from sixpence to ninepence a-week+ for occupying each square foot of 
space hired in Bacterial-Billingsgate,’ and I agree ‘it is disgrace that, with 
such high rents and close competition, they are not provided with properly- 
constructed stalls in a properly-constructed market, with ample space and ample 
approaches by land and water.’”’ : 

‘‘ And why,” asked the Star, preparing to Bodae out of the dirty 
chaos—‘ why did you bring me to this dismal and disgraceful place ?” Be 

‘‘Tn order,” replied the Sage, ‘‘ that your Majesty might be induced to deseribe 
it with pen, and perchance with pencil, and that, ‘seeing itself as others see it,’ 
Bacterial Billingsgate may be ashamed of itself, and reform.” 

‘‘Humph!” said the Illustrious One, picking his way amongst the filthy pools 
with a perfumed handkerchief at his offended nose. 


his wa 


Summer Licurninc.—The Clergy have recently been attempting to clear the 
air with a little mild fulmination—a sort of ‘‘ flash-in-the-Pan ”. Anglican 
meeting—about the heinous sin of Gambling. Certainly, a well-intentioned 
effort. But do these Ecclesiastics forget that they owe their present existence 
to the fact of there once having been a very big BET on the Throne. 


Our old friend, Mrs. R., remembers the SHA being here sixteen years ago. 
She has a portrait of him which, she says, ‘I keep as a momentum of his visit.’ 


———— 


“NICHTS TWA WI’ THE SHAH.” 
(By Our Own Special Plenipotentiary. ) 


re to send for me on this occasion. So was 
No one knows better than yourself, Sir, 
and DRURIOLANUS OPERATICUS, how valuable 
my services are on such occasions. For 
years a resident in Persia, speaking the 
language fluently, and writing it to perfec- 
tion, up in all their customs and habits, the 
trusted friend and adviser of NAsR-ED-DEEN, 
—‘'Ep Deen’? is his ecclesiastical title,— 
Manager of the Imperial Fallalah (Sun 
Music Hall) in Teheran, and Director of 
Fallalalheen (singers),—who, I ask, could 
have been more fitted for the task than the 
humble individual who undertakes to write 
for you the Diary of Darrus, and become, 
without fulsome flattery, his Mede of Praise. 
But to begin with Monday night. 


Srr,—How right you we 
Aveustus DRURIOLANUS. 


On the Job. 


Ah, Sir, the work of a Persian Special isa hard one! All night 
was I up with Aveustus DruRIoLANus teaching him how to receive 


the Suan. Most difficult. Druriotanvs is a man who likes to 
advance with the times, and in this case he had to learn to walk 
backwards in a Court suit, and to avoid getting his sword between his 
legs while holding a couple of electric-lighted candelabra, the battery 
being concealed in the tail pockets and connected by wires threaded 
into the seams and yfassing down the sleeves into the ruffles. There 
were only three of us. Myself teaching as M.C., and the Privatest Sec. 
of DrurrIoLanvs (famed as the Defender of the Faithless ‘‘’Arry 
B. Paswa’’), who on this occasion took the oe of Suan, justas he had 
stood up for the aforesaid, ‘‘’Arry B.’”’ The Persian Court reception 
step is difficult to learn all at once; it consists of three paces back to 
the right, two to the left, hop, jump, turn over twice (this bothered 
DRURIOLANUS, and he wanted to substitute Little Lauri, but I 
wouldn’t agree to it), and come down in the same place, or as near tt 
as possible, and so on down the passage until the Imperial box is 
reached. To do this without dropping the candelabra requires more 
than a couple of hours practice, as I know to my cost. But before 
4 4.M. DRURIOLANUS had mastered it completely. 

‘* What a pity these are not the days of Prrstanr!” I exclaimed. 
** How appropriate it would have been!” Immediately afterwards 
I was sorry I had spoken, as the remark seemed to cast a gloom 
over Drurtonanus. ‘‘The programme can’t be altered now,” he 
sighed reflectively, ‘‘ unless MeLBA, or MARIE Rozeg, would take the 
name of PErsrant for this occasion only ! ”’ 

The Shah's Visit.—You Sir, Mr. Punch, with your brilliant staff, 
and Topsy with a dog-rose in his button-hole, were of course the 
first to receive and welcome the Royal and Imperial party. Drurtio- 
LANUS executed the reception step perfectly, only making one slight 
slip where some stupid idiot of a carpenter had omitted a nail in the 
stair-carpet. There’s a stair-rod in pickle for him. However, 
it caused only a delay of a second, as with a marvellous effort of 
agility DRURIOLANUS caught himself tripping (for the first time 
in his life) and turned a midsummersault lightly and gracefully 
backwards (a development and an improvement, I am bound to 
admit, on what I had taught him) and alighted with a Persian bend, 
and the candelabra in his hands, on the first landing, which is in 
future to be called historically, ‘‘ The Landing of the Suan.” After 
this all was easy. 

The SHawn’s little boy was there, and I presented him with a cake, 
and a box of sweetmeats, on which was inscribed an adaptation from 
Horace; ‘‘ Persicos amo! Eat! Puer apparatus!’ which, as a neat 
bit of scholarship,—‘ puer apparatus” being of course, applied to 
this little chap,—takes the cake, as he did, by the bye, and ate it too. 

““A gorgeous spectacle, MasHar,” I observed to him. I have 
the privilege of addressing him familiarly as ‘‘ MasHar.” 

‘Not so gorgeous,” he replied, sotto voce, ‘‘ As my spectacles,’’ 
and, to emphasise the joke, he removed his gold-rimmed specs, and 
wiped them carefully. I thought he was going to present them to 
me as a souvenir, but hedidn’t. I didn’t smile. In Persia, when a 
joke is made, you must keep your countenance, or lose your head. 

Well, it was all a great success. On quitting the theatre the SHaH 
summoned Trin Kuan, the Treasurer, and presented tip-poo-tip (Per- 
sian for “* gifts of money ’’) to the attendants. I saw his Imperial 
Majesty home at a late hour to Buckingham Palace; He had lost his 
latch-key, and it’s an awkward place to be locked out of, as there’s 
no getting within three hundred yards of the front-door bell on 
account of the railings and the sentinels, But my experience came 
to Maswar’s aid, and going round in the direction of the stables——. 
But I must not be indiscreet. I saw H.I.M. up-stairs, where, at 
the entrance of his dressing-room, he was received by Or VATAH 
KHAN and KHorp Varan Kwan, his chamberlains, After saying 
on Ho oe aa MAsnar!” (he understands French), I left him 

o Luttan Br Br E00; Whose oflice it is to sing the SHax to sleep 
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every night. And as I went down the stairs this refrain reached me, 
arranged for two voices :— 

‘* Have you seen the SHAH ? If you’ve seen 

Tra la la la la! MASHAR-ED-DEEN, 
You have seen MAsH-SHAH.” 

The Daily Telegraph Special said that the Suan took a pencil 
from the Special Artist 
of the Illustrated Lon- 
don News, and drew 
that Artist’s likeness. 
‘* Aha!’ quoth Dru- 
RIOLANUS, looking at 
the magnificent and /. 
crowded house, ‘‘ The 
SHauH can ‘ draw.’ ”’ 

Thursday Night. At 
the Empire.— Splendid ||\\ j 
entertainment given | |i// 
by Sir ALBERT SASSOON 
to the SHau, the Prince 
and Princess of WALES 
and such a marvellous 
assemblage of rank, . 
fashion, wealth, and SS 
beauty as has never 
before been gathered 
together within the 
walls of a theatre at 4 Car 
the invitation of a single private person, On this night the 
Empire was indeed a Theatre of Varieties. The Diamonds were 
dazzling! the flowers a beautiful sight, Cyrmz FLowrr, M.P. 
included. I was there of course,—all there. ‘* How are you >—all 
right?” says the SHaH to me. ‘‘ Quite, thanks,” I replied, with 
the respectful familiarity of an old friend. ‘‘ Youll have a big night 
of it here, MasHar.”’ He chuckled, and wiped his glasses. Then 
upstairs he went. The Suan was enchanted with those birds of the 
night, the Acro-bats, and positively smiled when Cleopatra came on in 
her ballet-galley. Poor little ‘‘ Apparatus Puer”’ became so very 
sleepy that Daost Manxuvum and LutiaxH Br Br Boo had to take him 
back to Buckingham Palace. As we were allowed to circulate all 
over the house, when the heat became oppressive and our throats dry, 
I took my old friends NuBAk Buir Kuan (the Persian Inspector of 
Imperial Pints), and GuzzLAr ALI KHAw to various buffets where 
we drank Pommery’s Sherbet trés sec ’80. This is sherbet I can 
confidently recommend to all good Mussulmen. At the generous and 
hospitable invitation of our liberal host, I was enabled to entertain 
a few foreign friends at a small table in the corner—and I did enter- 
tain them too, as we hadn’t met for sixteen years, when most of 
my best-known stories which have since become ‘‘ chesnuts’’ were 
new. ButI’ve added to the stock, and they’ve forgotten the old 
ones. Among the honoured guests at my table were His Excel- 
lency AMIN AH Muxzir (the Imperial Boot and Shoe Persia-Polish 
Inspector), LanxzaH Mrrza Kuan, who is always in a state of 
chronic astonishment; Nopza Nizam Kuan, still a gay dog with 
his ‘‘ glasses round”? on all the pretty women; MupiaH Att Kwan, 
Minister of Public Instruction; Aumap KHan, a very eccentric but 
privileged individual ; Hxezrmn Sunran, the only at all bad-mannered 
chap of the lot; and, indeed, if it hadn’t been for the presence of 
AsBuL CHooxnan Owran, Chief of the Persian Police, a man of fine 
physique, Hezmy Suttan would have had a row with SEpie-us- 

NRIBZ, the Court Jester, who is no respecter of Persians. 

Then there was Tatar Kuan, the Imperial Vegetarian; ADUL 
Kuan, good fellow, but never sees a joke, though he laughs occa~ 
sionally ; his half-brother, ApuLLAH KHAN, whois still more obtuse 
and never laughs at all, except by Imperial command, on such erand 
festivals as Horse-Collar days; and Twrrzan Kay, the Chief Court 
Dentist, with his old favourite, Bak Moran AKAH Kuan, whom he 
always takes out on every possible occasion. 

A merry night! ‘‘Ta Ta, mi bul-bul,” said the SHan, as we 
parted at Buckingham Palace gates, which to-night had been left 
open. ‘Ta Ta, Maswar,’’ I replied, in excellent Persian (pro- 
nounced as spelt), as I drove off. And so ended the second of the 
memorable ‘* Nichts wi’ the SHan.” 


‘¢Q Mon Shah Charmant! ”’ 


THE (STAN) HOPE OF THE Famity,—One of the golden medals given 
to good artists by the Awarders in the Paris Exhibiton, fell to the 
lot of the youthful Srannorr Forsrs, who, it is now generally 
known is wedded to his Art, a relationship, not within the for- 
bidden degrees of consanguinity. We drink to the happy pair, 
Stan’ up Forsxs, and respond for ‘‘the health of the bride.’ 


Tovcnine CrrEmony.—The Suan at Paddington. Most affectin 
to see the Great Eastern visiting the Great Western. Even Lor 
RANDOLPH CHURCHILL, M.P., wept. 
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“MODUS OPERANDI.” 


Covent Garden, Monday.—Roméo et Juliette. House crowded. 
> pacha commencing for SHan’s visit to-morrow. But we attend 
to Opera. Here is a tip gratis to DruRioLaNnvs and the Organising 
Committee. Start earlier next year, and bring out Roméo et Juliette 
in the Oxford and Cambridge Boat-race week. .Why do I suggest 
this? Why? because of Roméo’s tights. The right tight is dark 

‘ blue, and the left light. Now isn’t Drv- 
RIOLANUS just the man to seize such a 
chance at the right (tight) moment? These 


a> A cakee | 


Durt—* Crest une alouette.”’ 


Hark! Juliet, hark ! | This is indeed a lark! 


parti-coloured tights would suit all parties. If the Opera were 
played every night during the week, the popular JEAN DE RESZKE 
might adopt such attitudes as would give special prominence to 
neither colour. But on the Saturday night, after the Boat-race, 
then he would put the best leg foremost, according to the winning 
colour. ‘‘ It need hardly be said,” remarked Lord Cu-RL-s, “* that no 
change affecting Romeo could be made without consulting our own 
Montacur.” How lovely is this Opera, words by Monsieur WItLIAMs 
Dr Ving, music by M. Gounop. How unspeakably but singularly 
charming is this duet :— 


Roméo. Translation. Juliette. Translation. 
Oma Jurrettz, O my Juxzet, | Non! pas d’alouettes, No! no larks! 
C’est une alouette, This is a lark, | Dit votre JutizTTx. Says your JULIET. 
O matrés chére! O my dearest! | Moi! je suis sévére! Iamstrictly serious. 


Mlle. Mezea charming, JEAN DE Reszxi: at his best, Epovarp 
pE ReszKh, the stout friar, first-rate, but with a very bad habit. 
Father Laurence was an exemplary monk, and he oughtn’t to have 
a bad habit. Colour wrong, and, as to the cord round his waist, it is 
quite appropriate that an operatic monk should come on witha chord, 
but let it be the right one, the Franciscan cord, or chord of F. 
Aveustus DrurioLanus knows what the value of correct detail is in 
perfecting an ensemble. ; 

Otello. Words by Signor SHAKSPEARIO, music by Signor VERDI. 
On Friday night it was evident, in more senses than one, that Signor 
TAMAGNO, Signor MAUREL, and the big orchestra under the conductor- 
ship of Signor Faccro, required a far bigger house than the Lyceum, 
as Signor TamaGNo’s powerful voice would have filled one twice the 
size, and the orchestra was, in the opinion of those close to it, liter- 
ally ‘‘stunning.” Otello is the efiect of VeERpI conVerdid to 
Wagnerism. Those who eenect ‘“here a tune, and there a tune, 
and everywhere a tune,” will be disappointed. Of masterly dramatic 
accompaniment there is enough and to spare, and M. MavreEv’s actin 
generally excellent, though too much in it of the twopence-coloure 
melodramatic style. Still, when both artists become accustomed to 
the Lyceum stage, they will learn to economise their energies, and 
Signor Faccro will restrain the exuberance of the cymbals, drum, 
and wind. ‘‘ Less. wind, and more air,” was the murmur of the 
enervated, half-suffocated, but, up to the last, enthusiastic audience 
that assembled at the Lyceum to welcome M. Maren’s introduction 
of Verpr’s Grand Otello to the British Public. Both Signors MavREL 
and TAMAGNO were rapturously encored in the declamatory dramatic 
pieces which do duty for songs. As to Iago’s devilish kind of Credo, 
they would have had even this three times. Twice was more than 
enough for some of us natives, who could find no warrant for it in 
SHAKSPEARE. House-room being required, why not have taken it to 
help Her Majesty’s Opposition, now shut up, which, even with the 
Grand Otello, would have all its work to do to get abreast of the Covent 
Garden Party, whose leader Druriotanvs, is able te do what I 
believe no Impresario has ever yet done, and that is, contend with 
General Mironett, of Bond Street, so, that the latter instead of, as 
| heretofore, being appealed to by the Operatic Manager to assist the 

enterprise by taking stalls and boxes, has now to hale DRURIOLANUS 


I 


before a Judge in order to insist on his ancient privileges being 


Se ame ne ec aS a tt ee 


conceded to him. ‘‘ ‘Remember Mitchell’s-tone’ in former days,” 
says DrurroLanus; but, in the interests of all parties, the public 
included, the matter will be amicably settled. 


WHAT IT HAS NEARLY COME TO! 


Interrogator. I shall be obliged for the amounts of your butcher’s, 
baker’s, grocer’s, and other tradesmen’s books, during the past year. 
Ratepayer. In compliance with the Cireular already received, I 
produce them. 
I, 4 a you. Now, kindly tell me, can you afford a trip to the 
seaside 
R. Yes, a fortnight at Herne Bay in furnished apartments in a 
back street. 
I. Be good enough to hand over the school-bills of your children. 
R, Again, in compliance with your Circular, 1 produce them. 
I. Iam obliged to you. Now, kindly say does your mother-in- 
law ever pay you a visit ? 
R. Not when I can help it. 
I, Pardon me, that is scarcely an answer to my question, May I 
take it that she stays with you on an average a third of the year? 
R. I suppose you may. 
I. I do not think she is a total abstainer ? 
R. No more do I. 
I. I see. And now, will you give me the bills of your wife’s 
personal expenditure ? 
R. I cannot just at present, as they have been lodged by my 
Solicitor in the Court of Bankruptcy. * 
I, When I next see you, kindly have them ready! And now tell 
me is the sum you have sent in the full amount of all your receipts? 
R, I believe so. 
I, That is scarcely enough. Have you received no gifts during 
the past twelvemonths ? 
On my wedding-day a distant relative sent me a fiver. 
I. Dear me! Thatis aserious omission in your return! 
have you had nothing else either in cash or kind? 
R. My youngest son on my birthday sent me a picture-card. 
I. Which, no doubt, was worth sixpence. You were very remiss 
in making no return of so important an amount! And now he good 
enough to say—do you take an egg with your tea? 
R. What’s that to you? 
I, Pardon me, I come here to ask questions not to answer them— 
but if you are disinclined to give me a satisfactory response, no doubt 
I can get a reply from either your neighbour or your servants. | 
) 


Pray 


R. Come, this is too much of a good joke! What right haye you 
to put such inquisitorial questions to me ? 
. Every right; and we will continue the examination when I eall 
again to-morrow. 
R. But, good gracious, man! if I am to keep my temper, tell me 
at once who you are ! 
I. Certainly! I am an Assessor of Income-Tax. 


And now 
. . ’ 
adieu, or, rather, au revoir ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Goop number of Fortnightly, under the able guidance of the out- 
spoken and uncommonly frank Harris. How the Shah Travels 
when he’s at home is, of course, peculiarly appropriate; but in spite 
of Mr. Bent’s contempt for the opinion of English journalists as to 
certain, or, as he thinks, uncertain facts about the SHaH, the Baron 
Dr Boox-Worms ventures to think that the aforesaid journalists 
were correct here, and the writer of the article no doubt is most 
correct in Persia. But, of course, we musn’t expect any article 
signed ‘‘ Bent” to be perfectly straight ; there must be some bias in 
Bent. The Ethics of Punishment is a counterblast—or rather a 
blow straight from the shoulder, smashing the illogical rose-water 
sentimentalists, who, unable to bear punishment, will find it difficult 
to come up smiling after the ‘‘wunner” in the face. And from a 
Litty, too! Oh, what a surprise ! 

Wesee by the World last week that ‘‘L. E.” has withdrawn from 
the conduet of Our Celebrities. We shall miss the monographs— 
‘sq Engel-ish, you know”—which accompanied M. Watgry’s 
admirable portraits, but trust that the interesting series of the 
Waléry-Gallery will not be discontinued. 

Mr. FarsEon seems to have been very busy lately, as I have seen 
several books of his about, of which the titles are new to me. But 
I also have been uncommonly busy, and so haven’t had time to 
peruse them. FARsEON ata distance, will please take notice. 

BARON DE Boox-WoRMS. 


a ON en + em 


Ask tHE Lorp CHAMBERLAIN.—As to Costume on the occasion of 
the Suaw’s Visit to the Opera, the Court Circular said :—‘‘ The dress 
worn by the Household was full dress with trousers.” Wh trousers ! 
Then what is ‘‘Semi-state dress?’? The Kilt? 
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HAPPY THOUGHT. 


Nervous Rider. *‘ LooK HERE, POLICEMAN ! 


CHEEK ! 


I GIVE THIS HorRSE IN CHARGE!” 
[Puts rein in Policeman’s hand, and bolts. 


Well, that little Lisbon lad may not mean to play the cad, 
But the look of things is bad, Gomxs mine ! 


“Portugal may have more to gain by an arrangement than by a conflict.” Still, to your attempts to clear that small boy from motives queer, 


—“ Times” on,the Delagoa Bay Difficulty. 


WHEN a naughty little boy, with intention to annoy, 
uts a sleeper or a stone across the rail, 
He is mad if he means blocking, while, if more, ’tis simply shocking, 
And enough to make a Portugee 
Turn pale! 


Well, out Delagoa way there’s a boy inclined to play 
Such a sly, obstructive, homicidal trick, 
As portrayed in Punch’s Dieters Gentle diplomatic stricture 
Seems less applicable here than 
Summary Stick! 


For this little Portugee, with an impish kind of glee 
That is horrible to see in a kid, 
Plans a trick which anyhow Bur1’s unable to allow, 
And there ’d only be a row 
| If he did! 


True, out in foreign parts parties practise ‘‘ rummy starts,” 
And indulge in simian arts pretty much ; 

But the monkeyishness exhibited this time must be prohibited, 
And downed upon and gibbetted 


As such! 


Eh? The little boy declares it’s the silliest of scares 
0 Imagine he prepares for a smash ? 
Well, my little Portugee, Punch is watching, 
And he thinks that simple plea 


Will not wash, 


Senhor Barros Gomes, too, says (as he is bound to do) 

There’s no cause for big boohoo or botheration ; 

Chat the urchin’s hands are clean, that he is not stirred by spleen ; 
That that big stone does not mean 

Confiscation ! 


and can see, 


Punch a most judicial ear ae 
Will incline. 


You, of course, would much regret such a thing as an upset 
Of a train in which our interests are united. 
If the boy (and the big Boer) monkey-mischief quite give o’er, 
Punch will then be—no one more— 
Much delighted. 


But, upon the face of it, ere the urchin we acquit, 
We need just a little bit more clear light. 
There’s the railway, there’s the stone, there’s the boy; till more is 
Butt stands fast, which, you will own, [known, 
Seems but right. 


That little Portugee has shown cheek, as all agree, 
And though smallness, don’t you see, zs permitted 


| Many privileges, still Lilliput rules not, nor will, 


hough endowed with simian skill, 
And sharp-witted. 


‘Don’t hit me—arbitrate!”” Well, young urchin, bless kind fate 
That Joun BuLL’s no ogre, great at mere gobble. 
If he were, we’ll say, a Bear, you’d have reason good for scare, 
And would soon be in a rare 
Hopeless hobble ! 


A Hixt ror THe RevivaL or an ANncrENT OFrice.—In the list 
(as given by Zhe Times) of Aldermen present at Guildhall, on the 
occasion of the SHan’s visit, occurs the name of ‘* Waasrarr.” 
What’sinaname?- Much. Why here’s an opportunity to revive 
the ancient office of ‘‘ Lorp Mayor’s Fool.” Waasrarr is the very 
name for a jester. THACKERAY would have delighted in it, 


ProsEcTED Royat Vistr.—Preparations are now being made for | 
the reception of the British Sovereign in Brazil. ) 
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CHEEK! 


SIR, DON’T HIT ME,—-LET’S ARBITRATE!” 
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ROBERT AND THE SHAR. 


WELL, I spose as, sum of these days, pee 
the great himportance of the old Copperashun, and to wunder what 
on airth the Guvernment and the Country wood do without ’em, 
when they wants to make frends with a grand old Pottentate. Why 
I scarce xpects for to be bleeved—xcept for the honnerabel caracter 
I have sustaned for these 20 years past—wen I says that I has it 
strait from one of the Royal Footmen, that wen our latest him- 

ortant Wisitor, the Shar of PERSHER, was arranging with a sertain 

oyal Welsh Prince, who shall be nameless, as to what entertain- 
ments he was to be taken too, he acshally said, thro’ his hinterup- 
terer, ‘‘ Whatever helse you leaves hout, mind you don’t leave hout 
the wisit to Gildhall, for I remembers well as they had the largest 
lot of red-coated officers there, the perfekest tuttle an grin fat, and 
the loveliest lot of bewtiful women, as ever I saw outside a Theater.” 
And if that wasn’t a complement, I shood like for to kno what wood 
be. Soon Wensday he came. 

By the by, I’m werry much 


el will begin for to know 


ereeved to hear as that sum few of our 
unexpereenced extra Waiters got theirselves into great disgrace by 
their unwaiter-like conduck. That they must have been born fools 
as well as mere Green Horns is proved by their showing their bad 
conduck before sum of the most principleest Litery Men of the day! 
Why, if they had behaved badly before a lot of Dooks and Wicounts 
it woodn’t have been of half so much himportance, becoz they carn’t, 
by harf-a-dozen words of complaint in their reports, like the others 
ean, get them dismissed from their nice cumferal places. The fact is, 
that sum of us about spiles the public as regards Waiters. Of 
course, when about a nundred Waiters is wanted for such a occashun 
as this, it wood be all serene and cumferal if they cood get about sixty 
Rowers and about forty Browns, but in course it carn’t be done, 
for the best of all reasons, and then these unfortnit ewents happens, 
and the angry Litery Gents of course abuses Waiters in general, as 
is ony nateral, if not quite just. 


calls 


ad of 


Sens allers is. ) 1e le 
icorder, and seemed quite to understand his dillicate illusion to 
the Gold Carsket. But his speech 
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Winxpvm, of the Kriteerium Theayter, on a sidebord, as merry as cold 
be. Suttenly they lookt as if they’d got all the freedum of the City. 
Didn’t the SHR look jest jolly prowd when he was allowed to 
walk off with the hansum Lapy Maress. He ate a werry g00 
lunch, and didn’t arsk for no Shiraz wine as we xpected he wood, 


tho of coarse it’s ony the Pershan name for Sherry, but was quite 
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content with the Halbion’s Shampane, which didn’t surprise me, as 
I have known it of old, speshally the werry old Perryhay Jeway, 
tho I’ve erd as Perinay Fiz was orderd for this okayshun. He 
acshally stood up to return thanks for his elth! but then I sposes 
as it tisn’t werry offen as he has to speak to a Lorp Marg. But 
I trembel.to think wot miter happn’d. While the Sar stood up he 
changed his mind, and thort he’d sit down agen. He was about to 
do so, and got arf way, honly to find as sum ignorrent offishul had 


ete 
| 


[ 


‘h al 


a 
| 


(| 

i nih 
tn 

\ 


is 


Ga eae 


nm 
————— = 


_—_——$—$$—$——_ 


"HTT 


And then the Scotch 
Ee osed the 
the Prince of 
WHALES. 
konsernd at their hees, and so all went rite. 

As for our own Lorp Marg, it doesn’t seem to matter to him 
weather it’s a King, or a Prince, or a Most Honnerable Markis, or 
a real Shar, he’s ekally at home with all of ’em. Why, his speech 
on proposing Lord SoRLSBERRY’S health amost made him blush, tho 
he is a Prime Minister, and what did Lord SortsBerry tell the 
lissening World? Why, that when the Lorp Mare speaks, he not 
only speaks for the City of London, the first City of the hole World, 
but for the hole Country. 

Iwas a geen deal estonished at the hutter hignorance of sum peeple 
as pretends as they knos ewerythink about sillybrated peeple. 
Peeple did say as the Suar wasn’t a good Sailer, but_muc thee 

T had it on the werry hiest orthority, that 


knowed about it. Why, 

is, from one of the Tems Conservatifs who went down on Monday to 
Gravesend to fetch him, that they showed him the road all the ways 
up to Westminster Peer, and he wasn’t a bit sea sick not wunce. 

Upon the hole I feels inclined to say, as Wensday’s recepshun of 
the SHAR, what with the large number of the Royaltys, and the 
large number of what I shood think must be the hansumest troops in 
the world, and the large number of the Corporation Leftenants, as 
isn’t quite so hansum, but don’t cost quite so much, and the large 
number of Royal Carridges and Royal Hosses, was about the most 
splendidest thing of the kind as the grand old Copperashun has had 
for many a long day. The only thing as I shood wentur, werry 
umbly, to ask his Sharship, when next he cums—and cum I kno he 
will—is, to change his Nashunal Air for sumthink quite diffrent. 
We don’t want two, so we might lend him ‘* Rool, Britannier !” 
But really his present one is about the most uncumferallest as I 
ewer heard, and when played about ewery ten minutes for about 
two ours, it becomes quite a cawtion. ; 

His Royal Madjesty behaved werry kindly togne on parting. For, 
not being able to see me for the werry great crowd as stood near his 
carridge, he stood up in it for two or three minits and looked all 
about him, till at last seeing what I supposes I may call my well- 
known feetures, he raised his hand to his At, an says he, *‘ RoBERT, : 
I’m a-goin to dine all alone at Buknam Pallis, you kum an wate.” : 
Which I did, an your artiss wos aloud to make a sketch, tho’ my 
wife says it ain’t a bit like me—not arf flatterin enuf. But wot’s it 
matter, as long as the Public favrably rekinizes ROBERT. 


Otp SAW RESET FoR THE TuRF.—‘‘ Pull Devil, pull Jockey |!” 
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Young Lady Tourist (caressing the Hotel Terrier, B 
Waiter. ‘‘Oo, AYE, Miss, 


FRIENDLY WITH ME.” 
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BONCHIENIE. 


ENGLISH—AS SHE MAY BE TALKED IN FRENCH. 


Being 


a few colloyuial British phrases, rendered freely into their nearest 


Gallic equivalents by Our Own Special Translator for the use of the 


intending Visitor to Paris. 


In Socrety. 


Elle était certainement 
foudroyante. . 

Elle et moi, ne savez-vous pas, 
nous sommes des grandes cuilléres. 

Mais elle n’est pas une piéce 
sur la Duchesse. 

O! Mais je suis affreusement 
purée sur la Duchesse. 


une fille 


She certainly was a stunning 


girl, 

She and I, dontcher know, are 
great spoons. 

But she is not a patch upon the 
Duchess. 

Oh! but I’m awfully mashed 
on the Duchess. 


TRAVELLING. 


Comment trouvez-vous le train 
aux tréfles P 

O! eest parfaitement de pre- 
miére cdtelette. 

C’est de véritable confiture. 


How do you like the Club 
train ? 
Oh! it is quite first chop. 


It is real jam. 


Sport AND PLAY. 


D’aller aux courses c’est un 
morceau d’une alouette. 

Oui. Voulez-vous descendre 
dans un quatre en main? 

Certainement, si je puis m’as- 
surer de la siége de portemanteau. 

Sans doubte c’est préférable ala 
planche de couteaux de l’omnibus. 

Parler d’un omnibus, ga me 
rend encore chez-mol comme 
clignement. 

Eh bien, gardez ouvert votre 
wil de temps et dites mol vos 
petis jeux comme un Johnnie 
excellent. 

Voulez-vous essayer un jeu de 
sommeil léger ? 


To go to the races is a bit of a 


ark, 

Yes. Will you go down in a 
four-in-hand ? 

Certainly, if I can make sure of 
getting the box-seat. 

It is undeniably to be preferred 
to the knifeboard of an omnibus. 

To talk of an omnibus takes 
me home again like winking. 

Very well, keep your weather 
eye open, and tell me your little 
games like a good Johnnie. 


Will you try a game at Nap? 


areglouric, N.B.). ‘‘Ou, BINKIE Is HIS NAME! 
HE ’S NO VERA PARTEEC’LAR WHA HE TAKS OOP WI!” 


HE SEEMS INCLINED TO BE QUITE 


Avez-yous assez du pied de 
cheval avec vous? 

Les biftecks, sont-ils 
mauyvaise odeur ? 

Vous n’avez pas d’objection a 
un singe ? 

Merci, mais je voudrais mieux 


Have you enough ’oof with 
your 

d’une Are the stakes high ? 
You don’t mind a monkey ? 


Thank you, but I would rather 


prendre une main a tisonnier. take a hand at poker. 
Ah! vous avez Vintention de Ah! you mean to take the 
prendre le gateau. cake. 


Eh bien, je suis un peu noi- 


Well, Lam rather nuts on it. 
settes sur ca. 


VALE, WIMBLEDON! 


H.R H. the Duke of CamprincE having kindly consented to allow 
the National Rifle Association to hold their annual meeting for the 
last time at Wimbledon, it is earnestly requested that the following 
regulations may be observed, so that the property of the Illustrious 
Personage may be injured as little as possible :— 

1. Volunteers are warned to keep to the gravel-paths, and not to 
walk on the grass. 

2, Persons desiring to live under canvas must use no pegs in erect- 
ing their tents, so that the turf may suffer as little injury as 
practicable. 

3, Smoking cannot be allowed within six miles of Coombe House, 
as the effuvia of tobacco might be considered offensive by the 
inhabitants of that desirable family residence. _ (For cards to view, 
please apply, &e., &c.) ® 

4, So that persons visiting the Duke’s p 
annoyed by noise, no Band will be permitte 
during the fortnight. 

5. Should it be considered advisable to present a testimonial to the 
Illustrious Personage, as a small acknowledgment of the invariable 
kindness he has shown to the Volunteers, the contribution will be 
limited to the sum of ten guineas and upwards. 

6, and lastly. No person, on any consideration whatever, will be 
allowed to open a soda-water bottle that has its neck pointing to- 
wards His Royal Highness’s property, for fear of accidents. 


roperty may not be 
to play in the Camp 


_ ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


; ommons, Monday Night, July 1.—House of Lords 
es Question is, 4 JoHN Francis ERSKINE GooDEVE- 
Reexnce: Earl of Mar and Kellie, or, does the ancient title belong 
to WALTER Henry Erskine? House of Lords does not hear of case 
for first time; discussed it long ago ; decided in favour of WALTER 
Henry. Joun Francis naturally objects. ALLAN PLANTAGENET 
Srewart, tenth Earl of Galloway, brother-in-law of the eee 
stands by him. Swears on the Garlies claymore that he wil 
see right done. Retires to study on one of the earliest days of young 
and unsuspecting year. Picks up sheaves of manuscript ; goes into 
the matter thoroughly ; spares no incident; burkes no date; shows 
to his own satisfaction and that of Jounw Francis Erskine GOoDEVE- 
Ersk1ve, that WatreR Henry Ersxkrve is only Earl of Kellie, and 
has no right to title of Mar. 

This all very well for Jomn Francis and ALLAN PLANTAGENET ; 
but after half an hour with the manuscript House of Lords revolts. 
GRANVILLE gentlest of men, most courteous of controversialists, 
calls attention to fact that instead of delivering speech, GALLOWAY 
is reading essay. GALLOWAY inarticulately waves off Noble Lord ; 
plunges once more into manuscript. GRANVILLE up again, a little 
more imperative in manner. GaLLoway waves him off with roods of 
manuscript. A third time, with increasing asperity, GRANVILLE 
comes to charge; says it’s breach of order for Member to read his 
speech. Then RosEBery takes up protest; threatens to move that 
speech of Noble Lord be taken as read. GaLLoway, with tears in 
eyes, protests that never was Noble Lord so ruthlessly interrupted ; 
violently waves manuscript over his head, as if it were flag of Scot- 
land ; cheered on by Earl of Mar, proceeds. More murmurs; things 
growing desperate. : 

‘‘ Well, I’ll skip a page,” says GALLOWAY, soothingly. 

Does s0; no appreciable influence on sequence of argument. 
Presently more murmurs. 

‘Then I won’t say all I was going to say,’’ GaALLoway breath- 
lessly promises, always waving his right arm in rotary fashion, as 
if he were winding himself up. 

‘* Bless me!’ said Lord BANcGor, who had been following discourse 
in increasingly desperate effort to understand its purport, ‘‘ this 
is terrible ; another good page gone! Reminds me of the story of 
What’s-her-name, mother of alarge family, who, pursued by wolves, 
threw an occasional child to them, and so safely pursued her journey.’ 

GALLOWAY went on through quarter of hour after quarter of 
hour. Once discovered going back to read page which he said he’d 
given up. Howl of indignation from outraged House. 

** Well, I won’t read that,” said GatLoway, nodding his head 
soothingly towards malcontents. But they must really listen to 
peroration. Couldn’t at first find peroration; got mixed up with 
exordium, with the Firstly andthe Fourthly. But atlast here it was, 
and GALLOWAY’s right arm going round and round, more than ever 
like an exasperated windmill, he declaimed sonorous sentence about 
Law and Order, Justice and Mercy, MAr and KELLIE. 

Business done.—In Commons, Committee on Scotch University Bill. 


Thursday.—Rather smart Debate on proposal to appoint Select 
Committee to inquire into question of Parliamentary Grants to 
Royal Family. Op Morariry moved ‘Resolution in touching 
speech, At one moment not adry eye in House, unless it was the 
Sace’s. This pepuened when Otp Morariry, drawn aside by men- 
tion of the word ‘‘family,’’ dropped into a little disquisition on 
touching theme. 

** The idea of family in this country is predominant among all who 
have the honour to be subjects of the QuEEN. Now, what is a 
family ?”’ he continued, gazing benignantly on faces clustered 
round him. ‘‘A family is a congeries of human beings drawn 
together, often accidentally, by ties of blood, and generally, I may 
say invariably, at the outset dwelling together under a single roof— 
or shall we say roof-tree? A family may be large or small, but 
usually its commencement is infinitesimal. Beginning with one (and 
that undersized), it grows on—accumulates, as it were—sometimes 
reaching a considerable number, all animated by a sense of duty to 
their QUEEN and their country. Around the sentiment of family is 
clustered all that is good and pure in the Constitution of this country. 
We therefore take @ride in the fact that our Royal Family, which 
stands at the head of the State, comes to us occasionally—nay, I will 
say not infrequently—for Votes of the kind alluded to in the Most 
Gracious Message from the Throne.” 

My idea of a family,” growled Sage of Queen Anne’s Gate, a little 
later, vainly trying to imitate this lofty eloquence, trig, that you 
keep your own children.” House too completely under sway of OLD 


Morauity’s eloquence to listen to heresy of this kind: 
Committee by 313 against 125, a socio 7-60. smoted 


Friday. — PEMBROKE at me again about the “Mr. 
business. 


W. H.” 


{> NOTICE,—Rejected Communications or Con 


there will be no exception. 
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‘‘T know the Sonnets off by heart, dear Tosy,” he said, obligingly | 
sitting down, so that conversation should partake someting less of 
the character on my part of halloaing to the Monument; ‘‘and the | 
more I think of it, the more certain I am that it was not my ancestor, | 
WittiAmM Herrpert, that SHAKSPEARE addressed, much less the | 

) 

| 


Witt1am Hews of Oscak WILDE’s mad fancy. The fact is, as 1 
mentioned the other day, SHAKSPEARE’s prophetic soul beheld the 
realisation in these later days of W.H.Smiru. I don’t care to 
press the point too much, but in my own mind I’m convinced that 
in the 65th Sonnet you find a distinct reference to our esteemed | 
friend, either undesignedly marred by an error of transcription, or 
designedly blurred by SHAKSPEARE’S art. It is now mand 
‘What Sad Mortality o’ersways their power.’ 


Here, if we take away the superfluous 

‘t,? we have a vivid picture of OLD 

Morality, unwilling, regretful, but 

still moved by sense of duty to the 

QuEEN and the country, beating down 

obstruction in the House of Commons. 

There is another passage in 12th 

Sonnet, where we have suggested with 

vivid touch our own ‘Mr, W. H.’ inhis 

familiar attitude, 

sitting on edge of 

Treasury Bench, 

with his eye on the 

clock, waiting for 
opportunity to 
pounce :— 

‘When I do count 
the clock that tells 
the time, 

And see the brave 
day sink in hideous 
night.’ 

As to the trifling 

with letters, leay- 

ing out one or 
adding a super- 


erogatory conso- 
eke we ene Mr. Wintaee 
ee ies ote the ‘The Onlie Begetter of these insuing Sonnets.” 


16th Sonnet. Here Shakspeare. 


there is a clear reference to OLD Morauiry’s embarrassment in 
connection with a certain great organ of the Press :— 
‘ But wherefore do not you, a mightier way, 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time?’ 


In this very Sonnet, a little lower down, we find the final ‘s,’ added, 
and the Zimes fully disclosed even to the dullest vision. The 
tendency sometimes shown in certain newspapers to summarise 
Otp Moratity’s observations is hinted at in the 38th Sonnet :— 
‘ Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 
For every vulgar paper to rehearse.’ 


In the 135th Sonnet we have, in SHAKSPEARE’S most nervous 
language, a picture of OLD Moratiry’s troubles in the House with a 
too exuberant Leader of the Opposition :— 
‘ Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy WILL, 
And W111 to boot, and Wit in overplus.’ 
Is it possible to conceive a happier allusion to GLADSTONE’s restless 
way when in Opposition? I could quote scores of other lines which 
have scarcely veiled references to OLD Morariry; but one more will 
suffice. It is to be found in the 45th Sonnet, and runs thus:— . 
‘ My life, being made of Four, with Two alone 
Sinks down to death oppressed with melancholy.’ 


Now, here is Otp Moratirty’s political history in a couplet. The 
Fourth Party, turning upon poor Srarrorp NorracoTE and 
rending him, created a vacancy in the leadership of the House of 
Commons. Hicks-Bracu being put up couldn’t stand the racket. 
Then came GRANDOLPH, and so way was made for the fulfilment of 
the poet’s prophecy. The ‘Two alone’ remaining of the Four who 
made his official position are, of course, ARTHUR BALFouR and Gorsr, 
though why SHaxsPEaRE should have described them as oppressing 
‘Mr. W. H.’ with melancholy, is a secret that lies buried at Strat- 
ford-on-Avon. But don’t you see something else in this couplet? 
Take the last line and I will mark certain letters in italics :— 
‘Sinks down to death oppressed with melancholy.’ 


Do you see? SHAKSPEARE with cunning art transposes the ordered 
form of spelling ; but re-adjust it, and you have S-m-1-1-n, staring 
you in the face.” 

Upon my honour J think there is something in what Pemwsroxe 
says. That last cryptogram a crusher. 

Business done.—Marxiss defeated in Lords. 


’ tributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


To this rule 


Jury 20, 188&9.] 


VOCES POPULI. 
SUNDAY AFTERNOON IN HYDE PARK. 


Scene.— The Open Space between the Serpentine and Marble Arch. 
Demonstration im progress calling upon the Government to 
resign instantly. Intense heat ; hot, hoarse men are to be observed 
gesticulating frantically from breaks; all the indignation and 
enthusiasm proceed from that portion of the Crowd nearest the 
vehicles—those at a distance are either apathetic or langudly 
amused. In the breaks, perspiring persons. of both sexes sit, 
beaming warm approval of the speeches. Seedy men hold up 
huge banners with the perfunctory air of stage supers. Bands- 
men sprawl on the turf, as far away from the oratory as 
practicable, smoking clay pipes. At no great distance from the 
Demonstration an Elderly Faddist ts expounding anew panisohy 
which is to regenerate Society, to a few irreverent boys and an 
unconvinced mongrel. Close by, a Socialist is haranguung on. a 
stool, and a Field Preacher is delivering an extempore address, 
while an open-air Reciter endeavours in vain to retain an 
audience, which has somehow formed an impression that he 1s 
advocating the Eight Hours Labour Bill. All these varwous 


deliverances are audible at the same time, and much to the effect 
indicated below. 


{ ,;—were to go to them,—as they ro 
i~” round this Park, revelling Oe uaa) 
_ ay, revelling Gentlemen! (Savage yells 
as the accuracy of this picture of high- 
»'" Tife is recognised)—if we were to go 
5 to them, in our destitution (pulls out a 
_/y silk handkerchief) in our squalor (ar- 
ranges button-hole) our poverty—our 
rags (buttons coat)—how would they 
 - receive us? Would they take us to their 
Phy, bosoms? 
* pea BR Crowd (with conviction.) Not they ! 
Unsociable § ; list The Orator ( fiercely.) Not they, 
nsociable wocialist. + indeed! Why, Gentlemen, they wo 
laugh—yes, laugh, Jawgh in our desperate faces! But let them take 
heed to themselves! (And so forth.) 

Another Orator. Those among you who have access to Blue Books 
——(Howls from his auditors, who imagine that this particular form 
of light literature ts being held up for execratton.) 

Third Orator (an Irishman). And I’d just like to ask ye now, 
as liberty-loving Englishmen, how would ye feel—hwhat would ye 
think—hwhat would ye do—it here, in this great Metropolus, ye saw 
a man barbarously turned out of house and home, for no other rason in 
the worrld, Gintlemen, for no other rason on this earth—than being 
unable or unwilling to pay his rint? Would ye call that Civilisation ? 

Crowd (unanimously.) No! 

The Elderly Faddist. The force that governs this world, my 
friends, is one which, for want of a more appropriate term, I shall 
venture, with your permission, to call ‘‘ Detriment.” (Zhe Mongrel 
has had enough of i, and strolls off to listen to the Preacher.) 
Detriment. Two dots make a line—(argumentatively)—Do they 
not? With the second dot we know the direction, but not the value. 
With the third dot—— 

First Rude Boy. Ga-arn—yer dotty yerself ! 

The E. F, And sowith everything. All the words in our language 
are founded upon one or other of the primary colours. We study 
Nature—and what do we find? This great elementary Law; the 
Rule of Five, supplemented, I ought to say, by the no less elementary 
Rule of Two. Thus, the human. trunk with the four limbs make 
five—there are five senses, five holes in the head —— 

Second R. B. There’s a crack in yourn, anyway ! 

The E. T. (ignoring this personality.) Five petals in most flowers, 
five points to a starfish, the average number of peas in a pod— five. 

First R. B. ’Ow many bloo beans mike five, eh, Mister? 

h [E. F. gives it up in despair. 

Fourth Orator. Depend upon it, my friends, when that iniquitous 

law was passed, Mr. Baxrour’s couch was visited by a nightly 
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spectre—the phantom—(lowers his voice impressively)—the ghost, 

my friends,—the ghost—— 

The Reciter (who is well on in ‘‘ Fallen by the Way”). ‘* The 
ghost had a clean white surplice as a clergyman might ha’ wore!” 

[Fourth O. finds his chimazx spoilt. 

Trish Patriot. There’s nothing at ahl dishonourable in being in 
yrison, Gintlemen. Some of the best and greatest men that ever 
ived have been in prison—— ; 

An Auditor (who seems to have reasons of his own for finding this 
argument particularly soothing). ’Kar, ’ear ! 

he I. P. Look at GAMBETTA ! 

A Dull Man (to Neighbour). Wot’s he a-tellin’ of us to look at? 

His Neighbour. GAMBETTER. 

The D. M. Gam—’oo ? 

Neighbour (curtly). Better. 

The D. M. Better nor wot ? 

Neighbour (losing patience). Oh, J dunno—arsk ’im ! 

The Preacher (concluding an anecdote with the vowe of a bull). 
But that little bo-hoy was not afride, dear friends. No-oh! That 
little bo-hoy was not afride. And why was that little bo-hoy not 
afride, dear friends? Shall I ted? yer? Becos’is father ’ad old of 
ig’A-and! MHar-yes! (&c., Se.) 

The Socialist. Don’t you be led away by no words. We shall 
never get our rights without we shake the fist o’ fizzical force in the 
faces of our capitalist foes ! ? ;' 

Puny Shopboy (much impressed). Ah, yer right there, and no 
mistike about it ! 

_The S. We're the honly class wuth bein’ considered, feller- 
citizens! It’s Aus that repperesents the hintelleck, the henergy, 
the ability, the morality of the nation. (General chorus v ‘*? Kar, 
ear !””) “The Haristocracy and the Middle Classes—well, they ’ve 
got jest enough er cunningness (I won’t call it hability), er cunning- 
ness, for to cheat us out er wot’s ours! D’yer spose as hanyo’ these 
ere Parliment blokes go into politics for the good o’ hothers ? 

An Individual (who clearly, retains no illusions). Ketch them a- 
doin’ of it! 

The &. (triumphantly). Hexactly—and that’s jest wot yer won’t 
do. Depend on it, whether they call theirselves Radicals, or Liberals, 
or Tories—Z draw no distinctions, they ’re hall as bad as one another 
—they go into politics fur wot they kin git hout of it. (Crowd 
murmur detestation of such sordid selfishness.) Well, wot you’ve 
got ter do is—horginise, and when you har horginised, yow’ll ’ave 
all the power, and then—then, fellow citizens and workers, then yer 
kin vote all the Supplies yerselves, and vote them among yerselves ! 

[Enthusiastic applause at thes lofty ideal. 

Another Orator (perorating from waggon). I’m speakin’ now wit 
all istry vivid to my reckerlection, and I’ve no ’esitation whathever 
in asserting fearlessly, and without fear o’ contradiction, that, of 
hall the abominable tyrants that hever perlooted this earth, the 

resent Goverment (sustained groans)—the present Goverment. Har. 

he most Abandoned! (He screws each epithet out of himself with a_ 
tremendous contortion.) The most Degraded! The most Cowardly ! 
The most Ber-lud-thirsty! Set of Sneakin’ 
Ruffians. That hever disgraced the Title. Of so-called Yumanity ! 

Admiring but Familiar Friend. Brayvo! That’s the way to ’it 
’em. Good ole Hatxrns! 

[Bugle sounds ; Resolution put from platforms. Processions march 
off with bands and flying colours, well pleased with the manner 
in which they have spent a most enjoyable afternoon. Redistri- 
esi of Property practised in sundry directions as Scene 
closes in. 


THE WHIRLIGIG OF TIME. 


‘¢ Agr cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety ?”’ Time, the laggard, 
For many centuries in that task might fail, 
But now succeeds— with aid from Riper HAGGARD. 
For Cleopatra, proof ’gainst use and age, 
Ts dull as Fulvia’s self in HAGGARD ’s page. 
His ‘Royal Egypt”? SHAKSPEARE’Ss thralls had best shun ; 
She’s stale, almost, as—the Egyptian Question | 


Sus PuncH-AND-J cpIcE.—We must be careful how we comment on 
the Commission, but the mention of a Witness’s opinion of Jago given 
last Thursday should not be allowed to pass unnoticed. Witness 
couldn’t trust Jago, and no one could. Now, why didn’t Sir James 
HANNEN the Impartial at once send round to the Lyceum Theatre 
and order M. MAvREL to come forward, and, if he couldn’t speak up 
for Jago, at least sing forhim? ‘‘Ah!” as Mr. Justice A. L. Smira 
observed with a sigh to Mr. Justice Day, behind the President's back, 
‘‘ Tago’s always been mixed up with a very black business. Of 
course,” explained A. L. to his learned Brother, ‘‘ I mean the plot of 
Othello.” ‘*No Moor!” murmured Sir Jonn (Knigut and Day.) 
‘‘Tunch!?’ said the President. 
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On, come along do! Why on earth should you linger ? 
You are such a selfish and stolid old brute. 
In everyone’s pie you’d be popping a finger, 
You want to play umpire in every dispute. 
Fresh pretexts you find for prolonging your stay, 
Wheré nobody wants you at all. Come away ! 


You’d stay in the land of the Copt—if I’d let you— 
s long as the Pyramids. I know your style. 
It would get along better without you, I bet you 
_My bottomest dollar. Go back to your Isle, 
You big, bushy-headed old buffer, go back ! 
There will never be peace on the Nile till you pack. 
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THERE’S NOTHING MORE FOR You To po!” 


The Pyramids? Why, they are French, there ’s no doubt of it. 
Centuries forty still sit there and wait : 

For the advent of France the Deliverer! = Come out of it! 
Leave the poor Fellahs to merciful fate 

And the generous Frank! Swish your tail, yes, and roar! 

But I shall not let go, you intrusive old bore ! 


The Bondholders’ bliss and the Fellaheen’s freedom 
Will both be secured, if you leave it to me. ; 
Your services? Bah! They don’t value or need ’em’; 
It’s all British bunkum, pure fiddle-de-dee. 
Take the tip of the Rads and their own Grand Old Man,— 
Bid a long ? st farewell to the dismal Soudan, - 


—_—_——_———— 


You’ve botched and you’ve bungled, you’ve 
pottered and paltered, ae. 
And stuck to no one line—except to stay on. 
Every = of to-day has to-morrow been 
Jae tered ; 
You’ve done everything—except just get 
you gone. : that : 
Do, do, you dear long-tailed old duffer, try 
If the world don’t rejoice, I will justeat my hat! 
Eh? What? Those dashed Dervishes givi 
fresh trouble ? ae 
Well, well, they can’é do so if once you 
clear out. 
Your duty? Aphantom! Your honour? 
A bubble! 


Turn tail, that’s your tip! Ah! what are 
you about ? 

Don’t roar and lash out with your tail, LEo, so, 

Or you’ll make me feel bad, and 1 11 have to 

leave go! ( Left hanging on. 


—_ 
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THE POST ON TOAST. 


General Pillar-to-Post- Office, July, 1889. 


Ir having come to the knowledge of the 
General Commanding at the Pillar-to-Post- 
Office, that the Public are under the false 
impression that the Department is intended 
for the convenience of Her Majesty’s sub- 
jects, the following regulations are now issued 
for their better information :— 

1. When a telegram is superscribed in such 
a manner that the receiver can only be ascer- 
tained by a momentary reference to the Post- 
Office Directory, the despatch will not be 
delivered, as the Department does not under- 
take to consult Directories for the purpose of 
amplifying addresses which the senders have 
curtailed apparently to reduce the charge. 
It must be understood that the object of the 
Department is to cause the Public as much 
expense as possible, and to disturb the leisure 
the female officers have for chatting with one 
another and engaging in flirtation with suit- 
able persons on the other side of the counter, 
as little as practicable. 

2, When a member of the Public over 
forty, if a male, and of any age, if a female, 
asks for fae it must be clearly understood 
that the supplying of the same is merely a 
concession, and that the officers of the Depart- 
ment are not required to be either prompt 
or courteous. 

3, As it is not obligatory upon the officers 
of the Department to supply change, any 
officer can refuse to give stamps and silver 
in lieu of a half-sovereign. It will not be 
accepted as a reason that this convenience 
should be afforded that the letter intended 
for dispatch is of great importance, as the 
Public must learn that their interests are 
entirely subservient to the caprice of the 
young women who are paid by the State to 
supply postage-stamps on application. 

4, it is entirely contrary to the regulations 
that a postman who has just emptied a pillar- 
box of its contents, shall allow one of the 
Public a minute late to drop a letter into his 
bag, as this course would be calculated to 
foster the impression, that the Department 
were willing to suit the convenience of those 
who use the post as a means of intercom- 
munication. 

5. Should a member of the Public have 
cause of complaint, he may address a letter 
to the Department, which letter will be duly 
acknowledged. After a suitable delay, a 
further communication will be made to the 
writer informing him that the matter has 
been inquired into, and that nothing further 
is to be done, as the Department 1s entirely 
right and the member of the Public entirely 


ARGUMENTUM AD HOMINEM. 


‘Ou, JosEPH! TEDDY ’S JUST BEEN BITTEN BY A STRANGE Dog! Doctor SAYS WE ’D 
BETTER TAKE HIM OVER TO PASTEUR AT ONCE!” 

‘But, My Love, I’VE JUST WRITTEN AND PUBLISHED A VIOLENT ATTACK UPON M., Pas- 
TEUR, ON THE SCORE OF HIS CRUELTY TO RaBBits ! AND AT YOUR INSTIGATION, TOO!” 

‘‘Ou, HEAVENS! NEVER MIND THE Raspits vow! WHAT ARE ALL THE RABBITS IN 
THE WORLD COMPARED TO 0UR ONLY CHILD!” 


a ee 
be called upon to pay a less sum than the Department considers properly chargeable 
the member of the Public shall be treated to a series of letters and interviews, the cost of 
which shall be sometimes twenty or forty times in excess of the sum in dispute. By 
this means the Public will be taught that expense is no object when a member of its 
body has to be harassed and snubbed. 

7, And lastly. It must be clearly understood by the Public for the future, that the golden 
rule of the Pillar-to-Post-Office is, ‘‘ When in doubt stand to your guns and be disobliging 
and cheeky,’ and that to this regulation there can and will be no possible exception. 


READY! AY, READY! NAVAL INTELLIGENCE A LA MODE. 


Ir is reported that H.M.S. Blunderer, though she will not receive her entire armament as 
promised, will be equipped with at least one of her new guns, which, together with two old 
muzzle-loaders, and several others of an extinct and condemned pattern, it is calculated 
will enable her, if she does not join in the firing, to take part in the forthcoming mancuvres 
in the Solent, and the Authorities are said to be highly gratified at this result. It trans- 
pires, however, that there has been found great difficulty in manning many of the vessels of 
the First Reserve; but the Port Admirals and the Intelligence Department, who are respon- 
sible in the matter, are said to have made every effort to cope with the emergency, they havin 
fallen back on the supply afforded by the dregs of the local population, and thereby secure 
a good muster of harbour-loafers, discharged coal-heayers, and unemployed bathing- 
machine men, from which to make up the temporary deficiency. Due to the carrying out of 
the above measures, Her Majesty’s gunboats, Jackass, Bluebottle, and Clothes-basket, have 
all respectively received a mixed crew of sweeps and costermongers, and will put to sea 
as soon as they are able under the peculiar circumstances. It is said that every vessel of the 
Torpedo Fleet will be entrusted to the charge of a couple of octogenarian veterans from 
Greenwich, but as it is expected that their age and infirmity, no less than the novelty of the 
work, will somewhat hamper them in the management of their respective craft, it has been 
decided that they shall each take on board with them an experienced bargee, under whose 
orders they will act. 


wrong. ; 
6. Should by any carelessness on the part 
of the Department a member of the Public 
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THE END OF AN ACT. 
(A Fragment from a Story of a Bill of the Play.) 
i f modern days. The first of these three 
air coliieh Sharer Deritis-cyed-—the only exponent of Portia and 


ini bl Lady Macbeth. The second, who had retired for a 
tile x mime was admittedly the Queen of Laughter—the 


(According to recent Grandmotherly Legislation. 


IN 


Rolla and the Child (legal infant, over 
ten) crossing the Bridge. 


Rolla. “‘ Awfully heavy child.’ 


Norma’s Children according to the 
New Act. Over Ten, but wonderfully 
small for their age. Odd! But there 
always is a supply to meet a demand. 


ae pees conjured up recollections of romantic drama and that 
in 


“Oh yes,” cried Domestic Comedy, clasping the tiny mite in her arms, 
“If you please, I want to be an Actress.” returned the Bright 
Little Girl. The three goddesses shook their heads, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
The Last Coup. On hearing of this 
would naturally imagine that Zhe Last 
distress in Lancashire, 
excellent story in one 
from start to finish. 
the Day contains an 


f Wuirr. This 
eighteenth number, shows 
pictures. A capital half- 
Strange Enchantment is a 
thoroughly carried out by B. 
most farj 


probably be not very far wrong when we 
public will 


We shall 


horoughly practical guide to the conn iey 


ARON DE Boox-Worms & Co, 
ee 
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assert that the reading | B 
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id ever can,” observed Domestic Comedy, sadly. 
Lo The Orcalty t6 Children (Prevention) Bill has pi a stop to that.” 
‘Oh, don’t say that!” cried the infant. ‘‘I feel I can play e 
well. Even now I believe I could make a good understudy for the 


. . 99 
Tux Bright Little Girl was ushered into the presence of the three| Real Little Lord Fauntleroy. And I am only just eight years old. 


‘* And therefore,” added Domestic rome ist by the new statute 
too young to appear upon any stage. : 
ome What tay I te macs until Iam ten years old?” exclaimed 


the child, in astonishment. ‘‘Why, what a shame! But, dear 


best engénue, the cleverest Nan that had ever lived. The third in| Ladies, when were you allowed to act at a theatre?” 
OUR THEATRICAL CHILDREN. 


Dedicated to the (Sir R.) Temple of the Drama.) 


Macbeth. ‘What is this, 

That wears upon his baby brow—’’ 

Child (interrupting him). ‘No babe, 

But over ten years old. 
again !%? 

* Long before Z was ten,” said Portia-plus-Lady Macbeth. 

**I too,—long before J was ten,” put in the half-retiring Nan. ‘ 

‘* And I—I fancy—but I am not good at dates, and can’t be certain 
—long, I think, before Z was ten,” put in Domestic Comedy. 

‘* And did playing before you were ten hurt you very, very much, 
Ladies ?”’ asked the Bright Little Girl. 

‘You must judge for yourself, my dear,” returned the three 
celebrated Actresses, smilingly; and with this useful reminder to 
those who are prepared to oppose the Measure in the House of Lords, 
the interview terminated. 


A Merry Curistmas Prosprcr! 


“Oh, Mother dear! 


mime! No money! 
Ha! Sold dinner!’ 


No Panto- 
No Christmas 


OUR EXCHANGE AND MART. 


PR aR ENTOMOLOGICAL CHANCE.—An Aged Gentleman of 

scientific pursuits, who has devoted much of his life-time to 
the Training and Development of the Intellectual Instincts of 
Insects, is anxious to part with a couple of hives of highly educated 
Bees to some Enthusiast who would be willing to continue the course 
of instruction with them that he has so successfully commenced, but 
which, owing to a slight accident, he has been unwillin ly com- 
pelled to make up his mind to abandon, Having accustomed them 
to assemble in his Dining-room at meals to the sound of a foghorn, 
and seek their hive again—a box of peculiar and ingenious con- 
struction—at the beating of a frying-pan and kitchen poker, he had 
almost succeeded in getting the little creatures to know him, when, 
on his eightieth birthday, he had the misfortune to fall down-stairs 
with the whole apparatus, and, thereby startling and exciting the 

ees, was so severely stung by them in their momentary panic, that 
he has determined, in consequence, on relinquishing henceforth their 
further care. As a _Wire-net helmet, neck-defender, and pair of 
protecting-gloves are included in the purchase, an Entomologist gifted 
with a tolerably thick skin, and of an adventurous dis osition, might 
safely communicate with a view to negotiation in the matter. A 
second-hand fire-escape, dozen of cranberry jam, or a few guinea- 
pigs, would be taken in exchange by the Advertiser, who will be glad 
to receive as early an application as possible on the subject. 


ee 
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THE LAST CHAT AT WIMBLEDON. ‘‘MODUS OPERANDI.” 


Mr. Punch. If you are not busy, I should like a few words with| Thursday.—With much pleasure to hear La Sonnambula, Scenes 
you. * of my childhood, once more I behold ye! Again in the merry Swiss 
Old Established Habitué. Busy! Why we are never busy here! 


) ‘e!| Village, ‘‘all among the barley ”—I should say the dallet-—and 
Most delighted to see you. Have some claret cup—or strawberries 2 greatly refreshed 
and iced cream P—You will find both on that sideboard. } ene ta aN. by the sight of so 
Mr. P. You seem to be pretty comfortable. A | : many Swiss boys 
O. E. H. Well, yes, we get on fairly well. Planked floor, carpet, and girls of all 
easy chairs, mirrors and Japanese fans. Yes, not bad. And you sizes and all ages. 
see, I have some nice plants in the mould outside my tent. ‘The The air of the 
place looks very well when it is lighted up with paper lanterns at night. La Sonnambula 
Mr. P. You know the Camp well ? NX - eountry evidently 
O. E. H. Been here for the last twenty years. Wouldn’t miss We -. agrees with them. 
the fortnight for the world. The only fault of Wimbledon is that | Mile. Marre VAN 
it’s rather noisy—at least near the ranges. G ZANDT, a very 
Mr. P. And what sort of time have you had of it this season ? characteristic 
O. E. H. Oh, very fair. Rain now and then, but this place is L, Amina, with just 
water-tight, and of course, if the weather becomes impossible, one > the peasant walk 
can always run up to Town. But, take it all in all, we have seen a and awkward 
lot of the sun, and had plenty of Lady-visitors. ) elbowaction when 
Mr. P. Don’t you find them rather in the way ? she wishes to ex- 
O. E. H. Good gracious, no! Why should we? It makes the 


NS press emotion, re- 


place look lively to see a number of pretty girls, in pretty dresses, DAIS t WY \.: WW | minding me of the 

resting in garden-chairs. Why Wimbledon would be as dull as \\ A\ \\ ~ i WME aA @ vigorous Eeppe 

ditch-water without the fair sex ! ih \\ N AlN » NSW \\ \SAw. of half - fledge 
Mr. P. And have the gatherings at the Cottage been successful ? Se . |i! IN | \ chickling’s wing. 


we = 1 e i ~ oe song, 
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aN pty = S SS 3 Focpe been in 
The Count Out; or, Arrival of a Giant at a Merry tne i oe 
Swiss Village. priate it would 
have been for our good little peasant girl, Van Zanpr. Then, she’s 
30 affectionate to her kind old mother, Teresa Gummidgio (touchingly 
played by Madame LasiacHe), who is so ‘“‘Jone and lorn,’”’ and 
peparenily like ‘the old mawther”’ in David Copperfield, frequently 
‘thinking of the old ’un,”—the old ’un being, of course, the late 
lamented Gummidgio. Marre vAN ZanprT brings out strongly the 
contrast between Amina, so amenable to good influences, so easily 
led away by her mother, and our Lisa, the flirty and flighty, so 
easily led away by anybody in the shape of a man. Our Lisa 
capitally played by Mlle. BavermerstER. Is there any part of any 
age, country, musical, mountain or kitchen range, that this universal 
genius couldn’t play to the great contentment of even the most critical 
audience? Is there a better Marta in Faust? A better Inez in Tro- 
vatore? A better Giovanna in Rigoletto? A better—I forget her 
name—in the Barbiere 2? and a better anybody in any other opera 
you like to mention? She is the Bauermeistersinger. VAN ZANDT 
immensely applauded, pen in high notes, which went far up 
above EDOUARD DE REszkE’s head, and that’s saying or singing 
a good deal, as when he once appears on the stage as Count Rudolfo 
—a misnomer, as he is Count emien ty with charming manners 
—all the others are mere pigmies; and, as for Elvino, the typical 
Swiss peasant lover, had it come to a big row (and there was a little 
one occasionally), Count Edouard would just have taken him up— 
perhaps he might have liked being taken up by a nobleman—and 
ee him over his shoulder into the next Canton, or farther,—into 

ekin. Delightfully pretty Opera, so simple, tune ul, and dramatie. 

Saturday. — Die Meistersinger. Musically, histrionically, and 
spectacularly, a magnificent performance. Opera full of melody and 
genuine humour. All‘of the Wag in WAGNER is in Die Meister- 
singer. Slices should be taken out of First and Second Acts. Eva 
is about the poorest part Madame ALBANI has Eva undertaken ; 
Hans Sachs a grand one for M, Lassatix, and Walther equally fine 
for M. JEAN DE Reszkf&; honours easy—Sachs of one, and haltf-a- 
dozen of the other. Signor IsnaRpon shows himself a genuine 
Comedian as Stxus Beckmesser; and M. MontTartoL a most con- 
scientious artist, inasmuch as he has shaved off his capillary 
attractions in order to a the gay young David. MANCINELLI 
conducted admirably, and Macere McInryre beamed on everybody 
from a private box. Mise-en-scene most effective. Memorable 
triumph, Go and see it. 


O. E. H. Certainly. Lady Wanrace is always a delightful 
hostess. I must say it is a great shame to break the whole Vom ee 
and send everybody to Bisley. Not that I shall go. It will be 
He - away forme and most of us. Besides it won’t be the same 

ing ; 

Mr. P. aes not? 

O. E. H. Why not! Why, how on earth can you get people to 
come all that way for afternoon tea? Why, you might just as well 
send out invitations for pean at Aldershot! Oh, I consider 
it simply suicidal. It will smash up the N. R. A. 

Mr. P. The N. R. A.! Why, what mysterious body do those 
letters represent P 

O. E. H. Not know what the N. R. A. means! Well, you are 
behind the times! Why, the National Rifle Association, to be sure! 

Mr. P. The National Rifle Association! That reminds me. You 
have said nothing about the shooting. Tell me all about the 
shooting ! 

O. E. H. The shooting, my dear fellow! Why, none of us go 
near the shooting. In fact Wimbledon would be twice as jolly 
without it. 

Ur. P. But itis on account of the shooting that you are told to 
move on, isn’tit? 

O. E. H. Yes; and there’s where the bosh comes in. Surely the 
Council might have arranged to stay on, by cutting the shooting out 
of the fortnight’s doings. . 

Mr. P. And you don’t think that would have robbed the meeting 
of one of its important features ? 

O. E. H. Nota bit; on the contrary, improved the programme. 
The ranges might have been utilised for croquet and lawn-tennis. 
But now, my dear fellow, I am afraid I must turn you out, as I have 
to dress for mess. Pray forgive me; but, you see, as a soldier, I am 
a slave to duty. / 

Mr. P. “Asa soldier” —h’m—quite so! [Exit 


— 


ONE WORD MORE. 


WELL-INTENTIONED persons do a heap of mischief, and talk and 
write a lot of nonsense about what they don’t understand. There 
are dangers to morality (“‘ who deniges of it?”’) in the Theatrical 
Profession, as in every other profession ; but these affect the amateur, 
and those who go on the stage late in life, not those who are to the. 
manor born. The lives of poor, honest, hard-working theatrical 
families, where the sons and aughters obtain theatrical employment 
at an early age, are thoroughly respectable. Their stage-work is not 
only compatible with their receiving a sound education, but is a com- 
plement of it. Habite of strict discipline, cleanliness, and domestic 
thrift are inculcated ; the little children, from the biggest down to 
‘*the Widow’s Mites” engaged in a Pantomime, are seldom sick, and 
never serry, but do their work with pleasure, and would probably be 
willing to undertake even ‘‘more study,” rather than be deprived of 
their theatrical employment which brings in the money, pays the 
school, and helps to keep a happy family together under one roof, 
which ‘‘be it never so ’umble,” is styled by that dear old English 
word ‘‘home,”—and there is no place like it. ‘The efforts of those 
who would exclude children under ten from theatrical work, may 
cause great misery and break up many such happy homes. We say 
this in serious earnest, and, from practical experience, we do know 
what we are talking about. PUNCH. 


PENSEES POUR PLUNKET. 


How lovely is the Embankment from Westminster to Blackfriars ! 
Where are the al fresco Restaurants ? 

How nice trees would look in Regent Street, Pall Mall, and Picca- 
dilly, Bs far as South Kensington Museum, where the Boulevard 
begins 

ie can be done in Shaftesbury Avenue, why not everywhere 
else 

How greatly the Parks and Kensington Gardens might be im- 
proved if I could induce the other fellows to adopt Mr. Punch’s 
suggestions, 
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HAPPY THOUGHT. 


THe Execrric Licut, sO FAVOURABLE TO FuRNITURE, WALL Papers, PicruRES, SCREENS, &C., IS NOT ALWAYS BECOMING TO THE 


FEMALE COMPLEXION, 


liaHr JAPANESE SUNSHADES WILL BE FOUND INVALUABLE, 


“WHEN YOU COME TO THINK OF IT.” 


LATEST VERSION, 
Sung, a propos of the Commission on Royal Grants, by a Working-Man. 


I’ a ’orny~’anded Son of Toil—leastways, so say the patterers, 
hen I come to think of it! 
And all my ’appiness in life comes from—well, not the chatterers, 
When I come to think of it! 
They cackle of Democracy—I don’t think arf a dump of it, 
That is, the sort they recommend, and I ’ave ’ad a lump of it. 
Both sides ’ave tried it on me now—and now I’ve got the hump of it— 
* When I come to think of it! 


It seems to me the upper classes always get the best of it, 
When I come to think of it! 
They ’ve got their palaces, good pay, big pensions, and the rest of it, 
When I come to think of it! [spout of it, 
If a Workin’-Man thinks somethink ’s wrong, and wants to go and 
He’ll find a lot of M.P. pals to back him, there’s no doubt of it : 
But when he’s listened to their chat—he don’t get nothink out of it : 
When you come to think of it! 


Take this here Royal Grants affair—it’s stiffish, Ill allow of it, 
When you come to think of it! 

But reason ought to settle it, no good to make a row of it, 
When you come to think of it! 

Lassy and Storny argufy, and want to make a fight of it ; 

But will they save a copper when they ’re in the very height of it ? 

Fancy there ain’t much option, and Surrn feels he’s in the right of it, 
When he comes to think of it! 


The “ Workman’s Friends” put up their backs whenever there’s a 
chance of it, When you come to think of it! 
They patters on, in Parlyment, and makes a pretty dance of it. 
When you come to think of it! 


They ’re ‘‘ brothers, pledged to Labour’ aa 
you ll admit of it. our's Cause,”—they do spout, 


~as eS 


They swore to free Old England from class rule; we’d soon bequit of it; 
I arst you—have they done it? will they doit? Nota bit of it! 
When you come to think of it ! 


A Royal Wedding causes joy to every one who hears of it, 
When they come to think of it! _ 
I fancy I can see the show, and hear the ’arty cheers of it, 
When I come to think of it! 
I likes to hear of wedded bliss ; our Royal Lot thinks well of it ; [it; 
I’ve watched—and paid—for forty year, and that’s a goodish spell of 
And now I sometimes wonder who the sum and end ean tell of it, 
When I come to think of it ! 


We’re told the Prince of Watxs works ’ard—it’s quite true every 
word of it, When you come to think of it! 

I think he earns Ais screw, at least, from what I’ve seen and heard 
of it, When I come to think of it ! 

Stinginess ain’t a Briton’s game ; for Me, I will have none of it ; 

Still, one would like to know how fur we’!l go afore we ’ve done of it. 

If ’tis ** till farther horders,” well, I don’t quite see the fun of it, 

When I come to think of it ! 


Fair’s fair, and whilst we ’ave a Throne we’re bound to up and pay 
hen you come to think of it! [for it, 

But when Larsks ‘‘ How much ?” I wants a arnser. I will stay for it— 
When I come to think of it! 

But they mustn’t snub me as a snob because I dare to speak of it. 

Some say it ain’t my business, boys,—I like the blooming cheek of it. 

I ave to stump up from my screw—there’s thirty bob a week of it! 
When I come to think of it! 


I think there ought to be some rule, and that we ought to know of it ; 
: : hen I come to think of it! 
This here Committee may do good if they can make some show of it, 
When they come to think of it! 

But as to lots o’ this loose talk—I’m ‘not a blessed babby, boys, 

I wants to do the thing that’s fair, not swindled, nor yet shabby, boys, 

And that they ’ll find is the straight tip, Srorry, BrapLavan and 
Laspy, boys! When they come to think of it! 
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A CERTAIN PREVENTIVE. 


Bishop (who has been assisting at a recent Lambeth Conference). 
AND GAMBLING. 


HUNTING TO SUCH EXCESS ?” Hunting Man, ‘‘Yus, My Lorp ! 


‘‘T AM OPPOSED TO SPORT BECAUSE I] THINK IT LEADS TO RACING 
By THE WAY, COULD YOU SUGGEST ANYTHING THAT WOULD BE LIKELY TO STOP THE CLERGY IN YOUR NEIGHBOURHOOD 


Goop Harp Frost !!” 


PASTORS ON CASTORS. 


(What we may expect, if other Prelates follow the example of Bishop 
Jayne, and take their exercise on a Tricyle.) 


the ‘Racing Cantuar,” or the ‘‘ Episcopal 
the favourite sort of cycle among connoisseurs ? 

Dear me! At first sight it seems quite odd for a Bishop to arrive 
at a country Ordination with his gaiters coated with mud, and his 
hat hopelessly caved in as the result of a nasty spill into a ditch ! 

It is said, that the number of Dissenters in the Diocese has much 
increased since the Bishop was seen coming down-hill at thirty miles 
an hour, with his legs over the handle of his machine. 

In the last private exhibition of Episcopal “‘ trick riding,” which 
took place in the grounds of the Palace, an athletic Suffragan easily 
carried off the first prize, by being able to write a page of a sermon, 
repeat the Thirty-nine Articles backwards, and stand on his head on 
the saddle, while propelling his bicycle at an average rate of speed 
along a cinder-path. 

The Archbishop would look better on a cycle if he did not happen 
to be such a very Broad Churchman. The expression ‘‘ His Grace”’ 
seems inappropriate. 

Yes, that man careering along that road at a breakneck pace, with 
his coat-tails flying over his head, and holloaing to the little boy to 
get out of his way, is the newly elected occupant of the See of 
ARGYLE and the (machine) ILEs. 

His language to the youth who has thrown his cap into the spokes 
seems, at this distance, to be hardly episcopal. 

Now that the Bishop has taken to riding a ‘‘ Racing Facile,” the 
Dean and senior resident Canon have introduced a ‘*tandem ” into 
the cloisters, and career wildly round and round, while most of the 
Cathedral Staff practise on ‘‘Sociables” in the Crypt. The Chapter 
has been quite a Chapter of accidents! 


Dip you say that 
Ball-bearer,”’ is now 


‘6 All Uncharitableness.”? 


Saran and his sly imps work mischief still ; 
But at destroying mutual good-will 

Amidst all classes in our speech-plagued nation, 
The worst of Satan’s imps is imp-utation ! 


LONDON COUNTY-COUNCILDOM. 
(From the Note-book of Mr. Punch’s Young Man.) 


Tuesday, July 9.—Really one begins to regret the good old days of 
“the Westries,” as certainly the proceedings in those now obsolete 
bodies were and are quite as respectable (if not more so) than our own. 
By ‘‘our own”? of course I refer to the doings of the extraordinary 
body I see gathered round ‘‘ Mister’? RosEBERY this sultry afternoon. 
The Members present are the usual habitués—patriots, friends of the 
working-classes, fire-and-fury philanthropists, and the rest of them. 
The hero of the sitting is Mr. THomas GEORGE FAuDELL, who, so to 
speak, in lieu of turning up his nose at the Equator, performs the 
same awe-inspiring operation in connection with the Chairman’s 
chair, ‘‘ Mister”? RosrBERY almost loses his temper, and regards the 
fractious FAUDELL with an et tu Brute sort of glance. By the wayit 
may be as well to explain to Lady Members of the Council (and perhaps 
some of the less educated of the patriots) that et tu Brute, strange to 
say, does not mean, ‘‘And you, you brute!” 

The conflict is a regrettable incident. Tomas GEORGE is an Eton 
and Christchurch man, and, moreover, is a Member of the Bar. 
‘‘ Mister? RosEBERY was also at Eton and Christchurch, so that the 
Chairman and the Independent (perhaps too independent) Member 
were schoolboys, if not quite together, at any rate only with a short 
pause between them. Scene follows scene, and the Gentlemen of the 
Press get weary of reporting the same old story of bickering. As 
for myself, I bring my notes this week to a close with the reflection 
that did 1 extend them further, it might make the other Vestries— 
I beg pardon, Municipal bodies—justly jealous. I frankly confess 
that, were I asked, ‘‘ Why, in describing paroehial proceedings, I 
recognise the County Council and ignore the Vestry?’’ I should 
find the conundrum a very difficult one indeed to solve ! 


From Drogheda. 


But for the Crown 
The case broke down, 
And triumph followed after ! 


Cox and GiLL 
Had managed ill, 
And got into hot water. 


Harrowing Mem.—July 15. Lords. Harrow A 1. Eton B-Eton. 
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THE POLL OF HIS HEART! 
NEw VERSION. 
Airn—‘' His Heart was True to Poll,” 


‘*T must go to sea,” 
Said CHAR ey B. 
As he sang the good old song; 
‘* When a tar wants to fight, 
He doesn’t do right 
To stay ashore too long, 
For there are such rum ’uns 
In the House of Commons 
Red tape-ist old pig-tails, droll! 
They won’t mind my defection, 
_ And I shan’t seek re-election. 
That’s not my sort of ‘ Poll.’ 


But— 
To Port my heart is true, 
‘Port’ means the Jacket Blue,— 
It’s no matter what I be, 
On the turf or an M.P. 
To Pott my heart is true!” 
Chorus. 
His heart is true to Por! 
His heart is true to Pott! 
No matter what he be, 
On the Turf or an M.P., 
His heart is true to Pot! 


So he spoke out his mind ; 
And immediately resigned 
His Parliamentary seat ; 
For says he, ‘‘ Belay, I shall 
Come back an Admiral 
‘When once I’ve joined the Fleet. 
Just give me a command 
No more I’ll stop on land 
To be a figure-head or wooden doll, 
For wherever I may wander, 
I’m a thinkin’ of the Condor, 
For my heart is true to Pox! 
Refrain (with resignation), 
No ‘poll,’ but true to Port! 
No ‘poll,’ but true to Porn! 
Wherever I may be, 
On the Turf, or an M.P., 
My heart is true to Pott!” 


Chorus (all).—His heart is true to Pou, &¢. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Inrants’ DtsorpeERS.—No, we cannot sa 
for certain that the convulsions from whic 
your child has suffered—(we are glad to hear 
that he has quite recovered from the attack to 
which you refer), were caused by over-feedin 
him on ‘ Pilkington’s Infantile Brain an 
Nerve Vegetable Food.” It is much more 
likely that they were occasioned by that hearty 
meal of japanned lobster you mention, or more 
possibly still by his eating the tops of those 
patent Norwegian matches, to a box of which 
you unfortunately seem to have let him had 
access. We cannot say whether holding him 
up by the legs and giving a tumbler of hot 
gin-and-water ony ten minutes would prove 
an efficacious remedy. It sounds as if there 
were something init. Next, time you notice 
any symptoms of the fit coming on you might 
certainly try it. 


NEW AND FASHIONABLE VERSION. 


Hor springs eternal in the female breast : 
Woman ne’er is, but always to be—dressed! 


A New Movzzuv’um OrpEr—not given by 
the Suan, but by the Police. Dogs to be 
muzzled from 31st inst. till December. But 
why defer it till the end of the month? The 
ior that knows the value of his day will 
make the most of the remainder of July. 
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A GRIEVANCE. 
(THE STOCK INEXHAUSTIBLE!) 


Landlord. ‘‘ WELL, STUBBLES, AT ANY RATE YOU 'VE GOT A MAGNIFICENT Crop oF Hay 


> 


THIS 


Portly Tenant Farmer (reluctantly). ‘ YE-ES ; 
LooK WHAT IT’LL COST ME FoR LABOUR 


Precious Lot oF IT! 


BUT YOU SEE, MY LORD, THERE ’S SUCH A 
TO GET IT IN! 1” 


“TENA” AT THE LYCEUM. 


Or all the actresses so fair, 
How very few like Satty ! 
Such tones, such charm, such auburn hair! 
Of which she knows the vally. 
And when she ’ll act, 
We cry—'tis fact— 
‘* Some inspiration’s ta’en her!” 
But when she won't, 
Why, then—she don’t, 
And she does both as Lena. 


MOST ANNOYING. 


Frivolous Person (who has been brought by 
Serious Friend to see an Ecclesiastical func- 
tion, catches sight of Foreign Prelate). Is 
that the Archbishop of Cyprus? 

Serious Friend (anxious to impart useful 
information). Yes, that is “his Beatitude.” 

F, P. (seeing an opportunity). Fine up- 
standing chap. (Suddenly.) Hope he’s a 
good sailor. 

S. F. (falling into trap). ee ae 

F. P. (delighted). Because if this is his 
Be-atitude, I should like to know what is his 
Sea-attitude. : 

[Serious Friend wishes he hadn't induced 

him to come. 


A NURSERY FORECAST. 


Sine a song of Royal Grants, 

Lassy full of glee ; 

Twenty-one Commissioners 

Rather up a tree! 

Yet, when the case was opened 

It pretty soon was seen 

They had resolved a dainty sum 

To set before the QUEEN. 

Though she, some malcontents averred, 
Had hoarded heaps of money,— 

But what she could have done with them 
They frankly owned was funny. 

But Joun Butt, to such cavillings 
Being not at all disposed, 

For five good figures drew his cheque, 
And thus the matter closed. 


‘N.B."—After the ceremony, at which 
the Suan, it is thought, will be present 
(wedding-present, of course), the Karl of 
Fire and his Royal Wife (“ dropping into 
poetry will go to the Thane’s home in 
Scotland. ‘This is Deesided. 


No Separatist! Bur Granp OLp UNIoN- 
\ist!!—Mr. GuapstonE on his Golden Wed- 
ding Day! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


‘of Commons, Monday Night, July 8.—Government beaten 
Saree a week ; ran ee risk of defeat in Commons to-night ; 
all owing to the Marxiss. Like Hans BrerrMann, the Marxiss 
‘had a Barty.” About Four o’Clock, OLD Moratiry, looking round 
over deserted benches on Ministerial side, hoarsely whispered, ‘‘ Vere 
i now?” : : 

r ata ec said Axers-Dovetas, a little tartly. Like the 

rest, AKERS been invited to meet the Sau, but kept in town by 
itting of House. ; 

ar en telegraph for them to come back,” said OLD Moratiry, 

Situation certainly critical, Wut114m O’Brien moving Adjourn- 
ment, and discussing row at Cork, where PerEr O’Brign, M.P. (always 
being mistaken for somebody else), got his head broken. Irish Members 
ali in attendance ; Opposition Benches full; thirteen men, all told, 
comprised full strength on Ministerial side. If Irish Members were 
to lead SEXTON away, close up debate, and take early Division, 
Government helpless. If Srxton could be drawn out, good for an 
hour’s speech, and Ministry would be saved. Telegram would have 
reached Hatfield ; special train on the rails; every moment bringing 
it nearer. Ox~p Moranity fidgeted on seat all through Question 
Time. When questions over, O’Brien rose to move Adjournment 
amid storms of cheers from Irish Members, spoiling for the fight. 
Oxrp Moratiry anxiously scanned benches, discovered Szxton there. 

** All not lost yet,”’ he murmured, under his breath. 

Help came from unexpected quarter. SPEAKER ruled O’BRIEN’S 

; Motion out of order; Ministers breathed again ; House 
got into Committee on Scotch Local Government Bill ; 
BucHANAN moved Amendment raising whole question 
of rights of way. Lorp-ADvocATE op- 
posed ; Scotch Members saw their ae 
tunity; shut off debate; shouted for 
Division. 

‘““ASHMEAD,” said Oxp Moratiry, 

turning to Civil Lord, ‘‘ this suspense is 
Winey terrible. Heard of your agility at Paris, 

Ww your mounting Hiffel Tower four steps 
at a time ; run up Clock Tower now ; see 
if youcancatch sight of ourmencoming.”” 

AsHMEAD off like a young fawn. Rit- 
CHIE and ARTHUR BALFouR put up to 
keep things going: JACOBY moving rest- 
ar 2 lessly about, holding waverers with his 

over of Amendment. glittering eye. Time of triumph near at 
hand, Axrrs-Dovezas’s misfortune is JACOBY’Ss opportunity. Hatless 
and almost inarticulate he prevaded the Lobby, bringing men from 
distant holes and corners. ARTHUR BALFOUR nearly finished his 
speech ; nothing more could be done; Division must follow ; defeat 
inevitable, OLD Moratity’s eyes fixed with strained glance on 
door through which AsHmeap Barrierr had vanished on way to 
Clock Tower. Will he never come back ? Yes; rapid steps are 
heard; a flushed face flashes through House; and Civil Lord 
drops breathless on Treasury Bench. 

“Brother ASHMEAD,” said OLD Moratity, ‘‘did you see anybody 
coming ?” 

“Train arrived ; men coming in hansoms, four-wheelers, busses, 
wheel-barrows, anything!” 
_ AgTHUR Batrour down; bell quis ing through House 
in time, the party from Hatfield headed by ADDISON, Q.C., in white 
waistcoat and new necktie, streamed in; saved the Government and 
strangled the rights of way in Scotland. 

“* Very interesting,” said Ory Moratiry, mopping his damp fore- 
head ; “very interesting indeed, but a few more quarters of an 
hour like this would lead to vacancy in the leadership of the House of 
Commons,” 

Business done.—Committee on Scotch Local Government Bill. 


Tuesday Night.—A bustling night in Commons. Sitting chiefly 
spent in Division Lobby. Ozp Moratitry nominated Committee on 
Royal Grants. Gentlemen below Gangway protested. Threatened to 
take Division on every name; actually took six. Four hundred 

entlemen, of various ages from twenty-two to eighty, racing round 
lobbies hour after hour. Grand Old Man kept well in the front. 

Must take a certain amount of exercise every day,” he said when 

temonstrated with him on imperilling his valuable life, * Generally 
walk home after dinner ; this evening get my walking done before.” 

again on sixth lap without turning a hair—almost, indeed, with- 
out having any to turn. Storry, always long drawn out (six feet 
in his stockings, I should say), to-night longer than ever. Unfolded 
Chapter after Chapter ; most exciting, Chapter III., headed ‘‘ CHam- 
BERLAIN.” OLp Moratiry moved CHAMBERLAIN on Committee ; 
STOREY, amid strenuous shouts of delight from Radicals, moved him 
off. Drew interesting sketch of CHAMBERLAIN as SAMSON, with 
JESSE CoLLINGs as Denman shearing his locks preparatory to 


; and, just 


eS NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, 
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delivering him over to Philistines. (First Philistine represented by 
Oup Moratiry.) Ninety-five Radicals voted to bury Samson under 
ruins of proposed Committee. Philistines rallied round him; beat 
off assailants with overwhelming force of three to one. 

GEORGE CAMPBELL, who usually votes with minority, went astray 
in one division. Voted with the Government for retention on Com- 
mittee of ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL. : : r ; 

‘*Couldn’t help it, you know,” he said, apologetically. ‘‘ Blood is 
thicker than water. Clansmen must stand by each other. The 
CAMPBELLS always hang together.” 

‘‘ Serve ’em right!” growled SacE of Queen Anne’s Gate. 

Business done.— Committee on Royal Grants appointed. 


Thursday.—Atmosphere of Committee on Scotch Local Goyern- 
ment Bill ruffled by little 
breeze. Howorra has dis- 
covered in Bill principle of 
Free Education ; raises cry 
of alarm; talks about sur- 
render of the Government ; 
revolution ahead. RicHARD 
TEMPLE comes to the front. 

‘‘Tmust,” hesaid, glancing 
askance at MUNDELLA, ‘' ask 
those around me to aid in 
stemming the rising flood.” 

peeeeten broke into 
ribald laughter. MunpDELLA 
nats Government on back ; 

eclares proposal in the Bill 
assailed by HowortH to be 
best thing they ever did. 
ARTHUR BALFouR writhes 
under this patronage; almost 
impelled to join hands with 
TEMPLE and undertake the 
stemming operation for which 
general invitation had been 
issued. TREVELYAN jeers 
and flouts across table. A A\ 
What fierce delight it would \« ~ 
be to marshal the Ministerial “SSS 
host, march them off into 
Lobby with HowortH and 
TEMPLE, and snatch this 
toothsome bone from the Radical dogs who were so noisily mouthing 
it! A moment of mad delight; but it would not do. So ArTHuR 
made a clever speech, in which he showed that whilst the Bill 
admitted principle of Free Education, it was only its little way. 
Really did not mean anything. Must stand by the Bill. Tories 
and Radicals went into one Lobby, 245 against Amendment, only 52, 
with RicHarp TEempLs at their head, gallantly but vainly endeayour- 
ing to stem the Rising Flood, 


Friday.—Came suddenly upon Purp Srannopx sitting all by 
himself under Gallery. Had a peculiarly 
woe-begone expression unfamiliar on his 
cheerful countenance. Looked as if he 
thought he was in church. 

‘“What’s the matter ?” I asked, in my 

cheery way. ‘‘ Been a row in the family ? 
Has;your noble brother said he can’t stand 
any more of your Radical goings on? or is 
it remorse at the anguish caused by your 
other brother on Treasury Bench, 
when you come up to table to 
‘tell’ the rag-tag-and-bob-tail 
in its efforts to defeat the best 
possible Government ?” 
:: _‘‘ No,” said Sran Hops, clasping 
' 5S his hands over his knees, ‘ it’s 
none of those things. I’m think- 
ing of Jacosy. All through the 
Session we have ‘ told’ and toiled 
together, and now he’s chucked 
the whole thing up. Says he 
won't play.” 

** Never mind,” I said, ‘‘you’ll 
: getsomebody else, though probably 
Thinking of Jacoby. no one so muchto the manner born. 
; ; suppose, now he’s ceased to be 
Whip, Jacony will wear his hat again in the Lobby ? He won’t like 
that. hat makes him so pleased to dispense with his hat?” 

‘Don’t know,” said SranHope, wearily, ‘‘unless in other times 
he meg acquired a distaste for the article through haying gone 
about his business wearing three at a time.” 

Business done.— Scotch Local Government Bill again in Committee. 
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“Exciting !! A tie!! at 
the last moment !!”’ 


‘¢ Elevation wrong!’’ .. 
‘He obtained a high 
magpie!” 


‘© He made several 
bull’s-eyes.”’ 


IRREPRESSIBLE! OR, THE CRIMINAL UNCAUGHT CUIDE. 


Little Criminal Tragic Comedy, in Two Acts, now in daily rehearsal, 


AUT I, 


Scene represents a back alley in a low East End slum, in which 
an atrocious murder has just been committed, forming in its turn 
the eighteenth of a series of similar outrages, the peculiar feature 
of which has been the screwing off of the victim’s head by the 
perpetrator. The extra vigilance of the Police has for some time 
past apparently acted as a check upon the murderer, but this 
having been for no very definite reason just relaxed, he has 
quickly responded to it by the commission of a fresh crime. 
This has somewhat reasonably agitated the dwellers in the imme- 
diate neighbourhood, and they, together with the Medical Men, 
Coroner, Jurymen, Police Authorities, Local Loafers, Night 
Lodging-house Keepers, Witnesses, and General Outsiders, are 
all assembled at the scene of the recent ghastly occurrence. A 
Rabid Interviewer, representing the ‘‘Irrepressible Press,” 
Note-book in hand, forces his way authoritatively through the 
crowd, and pushes himself to the front. 


Rabid Interviewer (going up to’ Witness and slapping him 
familiarly on the shoulder). Ha! You’re the man I want to get at. 

Witness (resentfully). Come, now, what are you up to? You 
are making some mistake ! 

Rabid Interviewer. Not abit. You’re one of the Witnesses, aren’t 
you? (Witnessi nods assent.) Well, then, you’re the fellow to 

ost me up in what I want to know. Perhaps you don’t know who 

i am. 1’m the “‘ Press.” I’m here for the Jrrepressible. Now do 
you understand ? 

Witness (with effusion). Perfectly: and in that case I’m sure any 

information I can give you I shall be only too happy to supply. | 
Rabid Interviewer. So do, and fire away. (He does, and furnishes 
his interlocutor with copious details of the recent evidence coupled 
with local gossip and much other interesting material for ** copy.’’) 
Thanks! And now (turning to Police Official) perhaps you’ll be 
good enough to tell me what moves you are making in the game. 
You ’re on his track ? eh? Bat 
Police Official (doggedly). I ain’t at liberty to say what we is on 
and what we ain’t. Besides, how do I know who you are who is 
asking questions of me. (With apologetic caution.) _We must be on 
the look out, you know. oes 
Rabid Interviewer (with much bonhomie). Quiteright. Of course 
ou must. Butit’s all right with me, you know. I’m the “‘ Press” : 
here for the Zrrepressible. ; 
Police Official (instantly convinced). Oh! then in that case, of 
course, I don’t mind telling you that—— 
[Furnishes him with a complete account of all the measures 
about to be taken by the Authorities at Scotland Yard with a 
view to the capture of the ‘‘ Wanted”? Murderer, and puts him 
in full possession of all the secrets of the official programme. 
Rabid Interviewer (taking it all down in has “* Notes”’), Thank you, 
| that’ll do capitally. Ha! and now, let’s see. Perhaps you can 
| tell me something. (Suddenly buttonholes a’ Head of a Department, 
who has driven over in a cab from the West End to personally 
inspect the locality, and effectually pumps him, finishing his inter- 
| view.) Thanks, that will be very useful. _ 

Head of Department (with much urbanity). Delighted, I’m sure. 
Don’t mention it. One cannot give the Press too much information 
on these matters. . : 

Rabid Interviewer. Quite so. (Forces himself among a crowd of 
Unsympathetic Loafers who are vaguely discussing the recent atrocity). 
Well, my good people, and have you any news to give me? 

First Unsympathetic Loafer. Give you any news? What for? 
Who are you, I should like to know? 


The 
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ACT II.—A hidden Retreat beyond the ken of the Authorities. 


it wasn’t for these here blessed papers. 


is getting dreadfully dull. 


jokes, full of stir- | | 


Second Unsympathetic Loafer. Yes, and what are you a poking 
your blooming nose in here for? 

Third Unsympathetic Loafer. I'll tell you who he is, He’s *‘ Jim 
the Choker,” or next door to him. ’Ere let’s run him in. 

Several Unsympathetic Loafers. Run him in. String him up! 
Lynch him! [They hustle him. 

Rabid Interviewer (protesting with a good-humoured smile). No, 
no, my good lah ho don’t understand. I’m not ‘‘ Jum the 
Choker,’ I’m the ‘‘ Press.” I’m getting up facts about the murder 
for the Irrepressible, and if you’ll turn in here and have a drink, 
you perhaps might be able to supply me with some particulars. 
(Mob of Loafers instantly relent, and turn in for a drink accordingly, 


Surnishing the Rabid Interviewer with odds and ends of local infor- 


mation, with which he judiciously spices his five-column article 


for the ‘‘Irrepressible.” Surveying with much satisfaction his work, 


which ws an elaborate and exhaustive account of the whole affair, 
pandering to a morbid public craving, but furnishing the ‘‘ Wanted” 
One, if he chance to see it, with a full and detailed account of 
all the measures taken by the Police to prevent his escape, and givin 

him exactly the requisite Eaton he stands in need of to enable 
him to baffle Justice and elude the reach of the arm of the Law.) 


Well, come, I think that puree to satisfy ’em; I’ve left nothing out. 


(Admiringly). By Jove! if ‘Jim the Choker ” were to see it, it 

would be quite a little handbook for him ! 

The 
‘‘ Wanted”? One discovered deeply engaged perusing a recent 
number of the ‘‘ Irrepressible.”’ 

The ‘‘ Wanted” One (rising with satisfaction). So, that’s their 


game is it? Well, it’s all set out here, chapter and verse, plain 
enough, and no mistake! Goodness knows what I should do, if 


Howsomever, thanks to 

them, I can pretty well see my next move. So here goes to make it. 

Makes it, and is consequently continuing to escape detection, as 
Curtain descends. 


PLAY-TIME. 


At the Court.—Mrs. Joun Woop is a public benefactress. London 
The season is going out like an expiring 
set-piece of fireworkery. St. Swithin has got hold of the weather. 
But at the Court 
Theatre you may { 4 {X Us 
enjoy two hours | Ss, 
of the heartiest PN ee 
Pe a 


laughter. Aunt 
Jack is excellent 
fooling from be- 
ginning to end: ; 
full of quips and | 


ring incident, full *) | ji/i 
of the most de- 
lightfully puz- 
zling complica- 
tions. I am not 
going to take the 
bloom off the 
flower by reveal- 
aN the plot. I 
will content my- 
self with congra- 


Mr. Rave Lumxry’s merry inspirations. Mrs. Joun Woop, most 
funny throughout, is quite inimitable in the last Scene, where she 
appears in the witness-box. It is hard to say if Mr. ARTHUR CECIL 
is at his best, making love in the First Act, or opening and tasting a | 
bottle of very cheap champagne in the Second, or defending a Breach 
of Promise Case against his own fiancée in the Third. Mr. F. Car | 
is quite a model Judge, and his dictum, * eople should not go to | 
law, unless they can keep their temper,’ sho d find place in the 
next edition of Broom’s Legal Maxims. He would be quite a new 
Broom, and might make a clean sweep, which is a very different 
matter from making a sweep clean. But—passons! Miss Rosrva 
Fixuirt, as the dashing young widow of Mr. Ephraim B. Vanstreek 
of Chicago— Pork was his vocation, he lived and died in it”— 
gives a piquant dash of Yankee flavour to the entertainment. | 
Mr. Ertc Lewis, impersonates excellently Aunt Jack’s nephew, | 
Mr. Caleb Cornish, and Miss Fiorence Woop is bright and intelli- | 
gent as Mrs. Caleb, A success, says 
Tue Critic oF¥ THE HEARTH. | 


/ 
She Wood, and he Wouldn’t. 


Latest BuLtETiIn.—Poet Brownin¢ much better, in consequence of 
ALpIs WRIGHT’s judicious treatment, but still suffering from Frrz, 
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‘“ AMUSEMENTS.” 


Tennis Player (from London). ‘‘Don'T SEE THE FUN 0’ THIS GAME—KNOCKIN’ A BALL INTO A BUSH, AND THEN ’UNTIN’ ABOUT FOR IT 


Tis fifty years since, in then little known Hawarden, 
Its church, which so often has echoed ane voice, 

With laurels and flower-garlands glowed like a garden, 
Whilst GLADSTONE was wed to the girl of his choice. 

‘* Young GiapstonE,” the Church and State champion, Tory, 
Disciple of PEEL and MacavLay’s grave foe. 

Since then what a long, strange, illustrious story 
Of rise vastly rapid and change far from slow ! 


July Thirty-Nine found you Benedick youthful, 
July Eighty-Nine finds you—well, ‘‘ Grand Old Man,” 

As your worshippers say ; and no doubt they are truthful, 
Though stale adulation is not Punch’s plan. 
And Gtynne’s graceful daughter has shared it and crowned it, 

That strenuous life and that splendid career ; 
Much harder great ‘‘ Darsy”’ would doubtless have found it 
Without gentle ‘‘ Joan” to console and to cheer. 


Did ‘‘Darsy” now sing, it were scarce ‘‘ Camptown Races,” 
But rather that musical song by MoLLoy, 
Which ANTOINETTE STERLING invests with such graces, 
And Punch is most happy to hear and enjoy. 
And ‘‘ Joan” would join in with a refrain quite ready, 
For whatever change come in fortune or fame, 
Joan’s faith in her Darsy is constant and steady, 
And Darsy to JoAN will be ‘‘ always the same.” 


And Punch on this bright Golden Wedding rejoices 
To wish the great couple a future all gold ; 
And herein is sure he interprets and voices 
The wish of all parties, of young and of old. 
Here’s WILLIAM and CaTHERIN®’s health in a brimmer! 
We’ll trust the good pair who together have grown, 
With hearts nothing colder and eyes nothing dimmer, 
May liye many years to play ‘‘ Darsy and Joan.” 


CONUNDRUM FOR NEXT BANK HOLIDAY, 


Q. When is a City Clerk like an ill-treated Russian Serf ? ; 
A, When he gets an outing. [Jtalics used to assist the earnest Student, | Norwegian ! 


A PILL FOR “THE PILLARS.” 


My Dear Mr. Puno, 

In the years of long ago, when the ‘‘ Vic” was indeed “‘ the 
Vic” (and had not become a sort of frisky Coffee Palace), I remember 
seeing plays in which many a wealthy Merchant posed as a saint when 
he was the veriest sinner. I fancy that I have seen a wealthy Mer- 
chant (who must have been a wicked Baronet, as no one at the Vic 
Unregenerate could be quite bad unless able to add ‘‘ Bart.” to his 
name) sending coftin- ships to sea to get rid of inconvenient witnesses 
to his crimes, and I imagine that I have noticed this wealthy 
Merchant learning in Act the last, that his only son was on board 
the vessel he had doomed to a watery grave. I have an idea, too, that 
the wealthy Merchant was not particular about the sex of those he 
ruined, and generally died by his own hand. And I remember that 
a play like this used to make me laugh. 

Well, the other day (or rather afternoon) I went to the Opéra 
Comique Theatre, to assist at the benefit of that clever little actress, 
Miss Vira BErineeR, when I saw a-piece called The Pillars of 
Society, of very much the same character as that I faintly recollect 
at the Unregenerate Vic. There was a wealthy Merchant (not a 
‘‘ Bart.’ because he was a Norwegian), who posed as a saint when 
he was the veriest sinner, who sent coflin-ships to sea, and who found 
that in one of the doomed vessels was his own son. The wealthy 
Merchant of the Middlesex site, however, unlike the opulent ‘‘ Bart.” 
of the Surrey side, did not die, but repented, after a long and seem- 
ingly unappreciated confession. On the other hand, the wealthy 
Merchant, like his Vic-ious prototype, was not at all particular about 
the sex of those heruined. But there was one distinct difference 
between the version of the North and the version of the South. At 
the theatre south of the Thames I remember the dialogue was crisp 
and to the point. We had plenty of action, and, so to speak, soon 
‘‘ came to the ’osses.” North of the Thames the dialogue was hope- 
lessly dull; so I did not feel inclined to laugh at the Opéra Comique 
Theatre—I only wanted to sleep ! Yours faithfully, 

ONE WHO HAS HAD ENnoveH oF IBSEN. 


P.S.—Let me add that the translation by Mr. Wirt1Am ARCHER 
seemed to be excellent. But what a pity it is he ever learned 


> 


JUNKETING. 


: 
| Decision—Leaf from Cookery-Book—Rapid Run—Arrwal— 
| Pecuhar People. 


‘‘T’vE heard that Ilfracombe’s a beautiful place,” I observe to my 
friend, Copnry Marxwam, taking care to emphasise ‘‘heard.” This 
; in reply to a desire just 

; expressed by CopLEy 
to go out of town, and 
choose a house in some 
distant spot. Both of us 
are ready and willing for 
a junket. Junket is 
eculiarly Devonian. 
herefore, merry House- 
hunters are we, and ‘‘a 
7» junketing we will go, my 
boys, a junketing we 

ill go!” 

**T'o Cooxr’s office for 
tickets,” says Copley, 
knowingly, ‘‘ because,” 
he continues, as if giving 
fy the solution of a riddle, 
=o ‘' Because Coox’s office 

SSS is just handy,’’—we are 
SoA. at eidsate ircus, ‘Sand 
when you arrive at the 
station provided with 
** Cook’s,” you haven’t got to wait your turn at the booking-office, 
but can nip into your carriage and secure the best places. See ?”’ 
_Idosee. Our tickets are Cook’d, and we are ready to enjoy all the 
fun of the Fare. So Coprry and I part, till to-morrow. 

** lf Copier is your travelling companion,” says Jim O'Dwyer, at 
the Club, to me, ‘‘mind you, my boy, you’ll have to sweeten him, 
or he’ll be nasty.”” This is a pleasant prospect. 

Next Morning.—Coriey seems to have met various persons who 
have set him against Ilfracombe. He has turned “ nasty,” as 
O’Dwrenr said he would, and he is perpetually regretting not having 


Plain Cook’s Tourists. 


where we are bound for, I remark that I believe Ilfracombe is 
rather bracing. 

‘‘ There you’re wrong,” he says, almost savagely, ‘‘ it’s relaxing.” 
I feel I must try the ‘‘ sweetening” process, so I smile, blandly. It 
doesn’t sweeten him ; it irritates him. ‘‘It¢s relaxing,” he repeats, 
warmly. ‘You'll see. Old Thingumy told me so, and he ought to 
know, as he lived there for six years, and nearly died there.” 

We travel by the Great Western express, 9°20, direct. Flying by the 
stations, CopLry is annoyed at being unable to discover their names. * 

‘‘I?d stop all big advertisements at railway stations,” he growls : 
*‘how on earth could a foreigner make out where he was? Wh ; 
he’d think that every station was called ‘‘Cocoatina” or ‘* Maple 
& Co. ;”’ for upon my word those are the only two names I can catch 
as we go along,”’ 

“Ilfracombe, 4'20.—*‘ Disappointing,” grumbles CoPLEY, as we drive 
fromtheterminus. ‘‘I thought it was all beautiful boulders, and 
rocks, and wild scenery, hy, it’s like the new Finchley Road, 
that’s all, Wish I’d gone to Switzerland.” I begin to wish so too. 
He’s growing “‘ nastier” every minute. By what process can he be 
“sweetened ” ? 

ule for Travelling invariable.—Always ask for the Station-master 
wherever you are, and make his acquaintance. It doesn’t matter 
whether you’ve anything to say to him or not. You may have, later 
on, and then to be on speaking terms will be useful. Abroad, 
always take off your hat to him, and offer ‘a cigar. You never lose 

by yo iteness x except, in this case, or out of this case, a cigar. 
- The Station-superintendent is most courteous and anxious to afford 
| us‘all useful information. Noticing this poten Coprey Marx- 
| HAM says, sneerfully, ‘‘ Oh, they’ve mistaken you for somebody else. 
_ Perhaps they think you’re the Duke of CamBRIDGE incog. You’re 
; not unlike him,” 
: But as I subsequently encounter this same courtesy everywhere 
| about this very civilised district, I conclude that the North Devonian 
| motto must be the motto of ‘‘ Civility without servility.” 
. Nothing striking in the way of scenery,’’ says CopLEY, as we 
| drive along in the ’bus to the hotel. ‘‘ And didn’t expect the fares 

would be a shilling each,” he adds, as we descend. ‘Why, you can 
go from Brompton to Islington for threepence, and here we’ve 
| scarcely been driven a mile!” 
Love ty situation this of the Ilfracombe Hotel. Climate of South 
| evonshire at back, and the refreshing Atlantic in front, For the 
| first time Copier is unexpectedly “sweetened ” by the manner of 
| the Conductor, who receives the money as if he were grieved at 
| having to take so large a sum for so short a journey. 

Nobody knows who we are, and they do not mistake me for 
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H.R.H. the Duke of Campripex, but everybody delighted to see us 
all the same. Old gentleman on the doorstep with bald head and with- 
out a hat (must be Proprietor, or Manager, as no one stands on the 
doorstep of a hotel without a hat unless he 7s a Manager or a Pro- 
prietor,—why should he?) smiles, bows, and_ makes some pleasant 
remark about weather and journey. I think he waves us toward 
the bar, where young ladies, buxom and_ businesslike, are preparing 
to take down our names in a register, as if we’d come tobe married. 
Tall, delicate-looking Head Waiter—not unlike Mr. PARnzExt, only 
darker, and with a higher colour—appears from coffee-room, and 
is followed by a short Waiter, just to show us that they’ve got ’em 
of all sorts and sizes; a Chambermaid is on the staircase expecting 
us, Boots and Porter in the hall,—all waiting breathlessly for our 
answer to somebody’s momentous question as to what time we would 
dine, put by, I think, but am not sure, the bald-headed Proprietor or 
Manager. ; y ae ; 

CopLEY says, turning to me, ‘‘Seven-thirty, eh?” His time is 
mine ; by all means, 7°30. This ‘‘sweetens” him again, and he’s in 
a better humour. With a sigh of relief, the tableau breaks up; 
the coloured likeness of Parwnet retires, the short Waiter follows 
him, both smiling, as much as to say, ‘‘ Aw revoir—at 7°30 sharp ; 
the Boots disappears with.our bags, the Hall-porter goes on an errand 
for the Proprietor, the young ladies return to their tea and ledgers, 
and the trim Chambermaid beckons us to follow her to our rooms. 

‘*Sweetening”’ process taking effect on CoptEy. He actually 
commends the place so far as “pretty.” But ‘“‘not bracing,” he 
says; *‘I don’t think it’s bracing. Though,” he adds, meditatively, 
‘‘the air seems to be giving me an uncommonly strong appetite.” 
Then he suggests that, ‘‘as we have come to look for houses, we may 
as well call on the house-agent.” Iagree. We hire a fly. 

Flyman most civil. ‘‘ House-agent ? Certainly, Sir.” Mr. BrruAm 
is the man. Will drive us there in no time. On our road, Flyman 
pulls up sharply. Mr. Brrtamis just coming downhill as we are going 
up, having finished his work and closed his office for the day. ‘* But 
that doesn’t matter,” says Mr. BritaM, cheerfully, ‘‘1’ll see to it at 
once, if you’ll allow me to ride up.”” He jumps in—a sharp business- 
like man with a pleasant manner—and in a few minutes we are at 
his office, which fs re-opens, and all his books as well, as if he were 
beginning the day again. Then he insists on going House Hunting 
with us. He is ahs huntsman, and shows us capital sport, but ‘‘ we 
do not catch that house, brave boys.’ At last Copiey, urged by 
consuming appetite, proposes to finish the chase, and begs to be 
allowed to go to dinner. Then, promising to put us on the right 
scent to-morrow right away as far as Lynton, the undefeated Mr. 
Bre leaves us much impressed by another specimen of Devonian 
politeness. 

** Devon is celebrated for its butter,’ says CopLEY, giving an indi- 
cation by this intended sarcasm that he is turning nasty again. But 
fortunately the dinner, being an excellent one, sweetens him, and 
restores his good temper. Only one thing goes wrong. I order a 
light claret. It is not a success. ‘‘I told you it wouldn’t be,” 
growls CopLry, showing signs of turning nasty again. It is a 
ticklish moment. We try another, which is better, but Coprry 
regrets not having insisted on champagne. ‘‘ Poor stuff!’ he says, 
reading the wine-list with the eye of a connoisseur. ‘‘ Where’s your 
Pommery ’80, or a blend of ’80 and ’81?” The coloured portrait of 
PARNELL is deeply sympathetic, and sincerely grieves that we are 
not pleased. Then in a confidential whisper to CopLey—not to me— 
he whispers that in the cellar there is a small quantity of wonderful 
champagne which could be specially brought out for Copter. ‘Phis 
flatters him as a connoisseur of wine. He is sweetened. Up to this 
moment he has been ‘‘ extra sec,”” now he is sweetened ; and he says, 
with a knowing smile and smacking his lips, ‘‘ We’ll keep that for 
to-morrow night.” The Head Waiter recovers from his temporary 
depressions smiles again, and, as it were, bids us hope. We havea 
delightful evening, with coffee and cigars, out on the terrace, with 
the poluphloisboioing thalasses just below us. CoPLEy still sweetened, 
and says, ‘‘ Well, I’m glad I came.” So to bed. 

Next Morning. —Starting in trap. A most pleasant lady, a 
perfect stranger—very perfect—as we are waiting for Mr, Brita, 
steps up, and hopes we’ll excuse her for mentioning it, but there’s 
something wrong with the near-side horse’s blinker which may 
occasion trouble if not attended to now. Coachman thanks her, we 
thank her, she thanks us for thanking her. Never met such polite 
people. Mr. Brrtam comes up, brisk and smiling, with fresh list 
of places to inspect. He bows to perfeet stranger lady, she to 
him, we to them, all bowing, and stranger lady leaves us. Does 
Mr. Bittam know her? No; by sight only. 

_ This politeness is the same everywhere. En route rural policemen 
In various villages offer to act as house-agents, and at Lynton‘ the 
Fairy landlady of the Valley of Rocks waves her wand and some- 
thing or other, perhaps a pot of Devonshire Cream, turns into a 
trap, provided for us to drive about to wherever we like to go free, 
gratis, and no questions asked. Polite people profess themselves 
ready to turn out of their houses and homes rather than we should 
return without haying taken some place or other, Copixy is puzzled. 
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| The papers 


_ It isn’t now as in the days of that 
| Within whose Court old Policeman 


| [gnerent critics, when there 
| But Mister Monro its the mark: we’re 


tl 
AN 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI, 


i } 
p.} 
| eee enemies 
iy a] a 
: ey 
\ 
; \\ | 
H \ 
Bi 
Ws SY 


(Jury 27, 1889. 


Ste ey 


a a aaa 
Ve 


eS 


“@, 


(aw tera 
WZ 
AG 


TRIO—FOR BARITONE, SOPRANO, AND CONTRALTO. 


SiGNork TOMKINSONIO HAS BEEN LEFT FOR A FEW MINUTES IN CHARGE OF HIS BABY, WHILE HIS WIFE IS HAVING AN INTERVIEW 
: WITH THE DRESSMAKER,. 


“ARGUMENTUM AD POCKETUM.” 


Policeman X, Junior, loquitur :-— 


On, yes, I ham Policeman X, but as, dear readers, you’ll divine, 
Allin this present blessed year of grace called eighteen-eighty-nine, 
I ham not him whose words and deeds good ‘‘ Mister Tirmarsa”’ did 
set down [the town. 
Long since, when that there Pallis Court was the great scandal of 


Tham a young P.C., I ham; where’er my beat, I’m hailed as well 
met ; 
I do not wear a sort of shiny stoye-pipe hat, but a smart helmet. 
I’ve had Board-Schooling in my time, although my parents was gt 
vile ° 


rich, 
And, though my spellin’ may be weak, I do not stoop to ‘‘vyos” and 


Ah! things is different all round since Mister MicHsEL ANGELO 
Described my predecessgor’s ways, before the period of Monro, 

Our First Commissioner. of Police, which I’ve been reading his 
Concerning the Metropolis, as I maintains all folks did ort, [Report 


P slate hus pretty free; praps reading this Report will 
check it. 

good genial Beak, ABucxxrt, 

i wh X would find materials for his pen. 
From hinformation I’ve recelyed, things was took pretty easy then. 


The Metropolitan Police has other duties, ah! a many, 
Than them there early Peelers had, and, if we costs a pretty penny, 


In bes ng these so given to crimes, so Socialistic and Home- 
ulish, 


| A policy that’s penny-wise must be perticklerly pound-foolish. 
| Crime’s on the hincrease, 


Monro says; a nice look-out, upon m 
[habsurd. 
our fault, hus Bobbies, which is most 
8 any public stir, pens lots of stuff of us, 
good, but there are not 


word. 
Some parties says it’s all our 


enough of us. 


ieeiunibetemienemememibeea ne 


Just fancy what we have to do, the tasks with which we’re forced 
to grapple, i ; ; : 

From shindies in Trafalgar Square to ’orrid murders in Whitechapel, 

Semaphore duties at street-crossings, where we stands, not quite *‘in 


clover, [run over. 
To keep the traffic from sheer block, and folks on’ foot 


from bein’ 

Salvation Armies want to tramp through crowded thoroughfares 
permiskus: [whisk us ; 
Likewise, when Shahs and other Swells are on parade, away they 
And then they wonder at the luck of burglars, roughs, and suchlike 
beauties, [reglar duties. 
When we’re thus forced, through hextry jobs, to slacken hoff our 


If folks wild have religious rows, perlitickle shindies, and such 

All over the confounded shop ; if every fool a drum that batters, 

Or waves a flag, or howls a song, has leave to go where he darn pleases, 

JoHN BuLt must just put up with crime—or give his purse some 
extry squeezes. 


matters, 


Fancy dear old Policemen X’s face, the ’orror and surprise of it, 
At AL, in the Strand! We’re overworked, that’s just the 
size of it. 
If you will Ber our numbers down, although the population ’s double, 
Take rales ONRO'S tip—and mine, such skinflint ways will lead to 
rouble. 


“Crime can’t be coped with,”—Mowro says,—not in a manner 
satisfactory, (refractory, 
If we’re took up with shouting Rads and with Salvationists 
With railway stations, semaphores, and Shahs, an cetrer. Theres 
your problem | j double ’em. 
If double duties tax the Force, their numbers, too, you’ll have to 


In fact, with old Policeman X, I say, ‘Move hon!” Itisour maxim. 
Joun Butt can have what Force he likes, if with the cost he’s game 
to tax ’im. [docket ’em, 
Reports like Monro’s should be read, and thought on,—do not merely 
But study out their argyments—perticklerly the one ad pocketum ! 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—Juty 27, 1889. 
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“ARGUMENTUM AD POCKETUM.” 


Mr. Butt (reads Yearly Police Report), ‘‘WHAT’S THIS! INCREASE OF CRIME—NOT ENOUGH POLICE FOR 


THE PROTECTION OF LIFE AND PROPERTY! THEN, WHY ON EARTH——” 


Curer Commissioner. ‘‘ YOU CAN HAVE ANY NUMBER OF POLICE, MR. BULL—JIF YOU LIKE TO PAY 


FOR THEM!” 


Jury 27, 1889.] 
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TURNED TO ACCOUNT! 


(A Fragment from the History of the next Invasion.) 


Lonpon was in danger; nay, more, London was in the hands of 
the enemy. The Chinese Barbarians had, without difficulty, 
destroyed the British Fleet, and made their way up the Thames ! 
They had landed at Westminster, and were now marching on Charing 
Cross. They had met Englishmen on their own ground, with their 
own weapons, discarding their terror-inspiring shields for magazine 
rifles of the most modern fashion. The Commandant of the Guards 
sadly awaited the advance in the yard of St. George’s Barracks. 

‘‘We are lost,” he murmured; ‘‘oh, why was not the warning of 
Sir Hargy VERNEY respected? Why was the National Portrait 
Gallery built here! We are deprived of space, and all for the sake 


of sonie pictures that no one cares to see!”’ 
‘We are no match for them Chinese, my Lord,” replied the old 
Regimental Sergeant-Major; ‘‘they outnumber us by ety to 
one. I will be sworn, our field state is no more than three hundred, 
all told! Bless me, my Lord! I do believe there are more portraits 
in the Gallery yonder than men in the Barracks over there!”’ 
‘‘Bureka!”’ shouted the Commandant, excitedly. ‘‘Sergeant- 
Major you have given me an idea! We may yet save London ! 
Fall in the men and——” he whispered the rest. | z 
The Chinese troops cameon and on. They seized Parliament Street 
and Whitehall! They slaughtered the cows in St. James’s Park! 
Oh, it was a dreadful moment for Londoners! | 
At length the invaders were opposite the N ational Gallery, outside 
which the Guards were now drawn up. The remainder of the British 
Army were standing at ease, with what seemed to be posters pendant 
before them after the fashion of perambulating sandwich-men. Their 
backs were turned to the enemy! ‘The Chinese commenced to 
charge! ‘Right about turn!” shouted the British Commander. 
The Guards faced about, displaying the canvasses, which served 
as breastplates. The Chinese wavered. Then, with an unearthly 
yell, the Asiatics fell upon their knees and surrendered ! 
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ey would be frightened out of their wits by those! 


“T thought th Pump-handle Court. 


OR THE LONDON 


Mr. CHAMBERLAIN PROPOSES TO ABOLISH A NUMBER OF ORNAMENTAL ROYAL OFFICES, SUCH AS 
THE MASTER OF THE BUCKHOUNDS, AND THE HEREDITARY GRAND FALCONER. 
CHANCE FOR MADAME TussAUD, THESE FIGURES WILL SOON BE ADDED TO THE COLLECTION, 


CHARIVARIT. 


MAMMON’S MARTYR. 


I FEEL, it’s natural, of course, 

What Doctors call my ‘‘ vital foree”’ 
Is all expended ; 

I’ve headaches sometimes rather bad, 

And, on the whole, I’m very glad 
The Season ’s ended. 


At garden parties oft one gains, 
On damp lawns, queer rheumatic pains ; 
And talks idyllic 


From a hot concert-room or ball, 
Neuralgic pains will oft befall 
__ A hapless maiden ; 
While over-ventilated rooms 
Are like so many living tombs, 
With phthisis laden. 


Beneath wet trees whence falls a spray, 
Lead to the acid, doctors say, 

Is salicylic. 

And whether one is host or guest, 

The wily plumber does his best, 

__ Methinks, to kill us ; ; 
Within his untrapped drains there lurks 
What no one all his lifetime shirks, 

The gay bacillus. 


| I’m tired of pleasure’s endless round ; 
My voice has quite a feeble sound ; 
I’ve every reason, 
To think I need some stringing up, 
So JenneER’s hand shall brim the cup, 
To end the Season. 


General and Particular. 


Inquirer. Is General BovLaneER good- 
looking ? 

Informant. Not bad. But, as representing 
another General, he may be styled a ‘* pretty 
fellow.”’ 

Inquirer (interested). Another General! 
A creat| What other General does he represent ? 
Informant. ‘‘ Pretty General Discontent.” 


——- BerS RAAB TS 


wretched daubs!’? muttered the British Commander, as he took the 
entire Chinese Army prisoners, 

Yes, London was saved, and by the contents of the National Por- 
trait Gallery ! 


A NOTE FROM PUMP-HANDLE COURT. 


Havrne been asked by numerous Correspondents ‘‘ why I did not 
proffer my own services to the accused before the Special Commission 
after they had lost the aid of their originally-selected advocates?” 
May I be permitted to answer, that I did on the impulse of the 
moment feel inclined to come to their succour, but after a second’s 
reflection, decided that it would be far better to wait until my 
services had been formally requested. That Mr. Parnetn has dis- 
pensed with the assistance of Sir CHARLES RussELL and Mr. AsquirH, 
is really no proof that the Member for Cork City is in any way 
dissatistied with the conduct of the Counsel who thus far have 
represented him. I should be very sorry indeed, and very loth 
indeed, to suppose that the Hon. Gentleman, by severing his con- 
nection with my learned friends, wishes to suggest, that he would 
be happier if I appeared in their place. Nay, I will go further 
and declare, that I believe such an idea absolutely preposterous, 
because, really and truly, both Sir CuarLes and Mr. AsquirH have 
done their work in a manner that has met with my entire approba- 
tion. So, I would urge upon Mr. Parnett and the other interested 
parties in the suit, not to place me in a_ position of very great 
embarrassment. I can assure them that there is little left to do. 
After the excellent address of Sir CHARLES RUSSELL, a second speech 
on the same subject from me might, perhaps, have the effect of an anti- 
climax. True it is that, recognising as I do the duty I owe to m 
fellow-man, I am always reluctant to decline a brief, and, yet 
must deprecate a situation in which I find interests of a conflicting 
character, tearing, as it were, my robes and wig asunder. 
course, my Clerk attends to everything of a professional character 
for me, but I shall most deeply regret if that Clerk hands to me a 


retainer in any way calculated to wound the feelings of gentlemen 
for whose ability I have the profoundest respect. 
A. Brisrcess, JUNIOR. 


(Signed) 
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THE LAST CRUSH OF THE SEASON.—MR. 
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EVELYN’S HOPE. 


THE hideous bustle at last is dead. 
Come and talk of the beast a minute! 
Never again will it flourish, it’s said ; 
What on earth we women saw in it, 
Or why we liked it, is hard to discover ; 
Only the world is a nicer place, 
Now that the pest called a ‘* dress-improver ” 
Is'improved, by Fashion, right off its face. 


There ’s the tall hat, too, which they say is doomed, 
One rather liked it, or viewed it with awe, 
Till one sat in a theatre, and far away loomed 
A rampart of feathers, frilling, and straw, 
Hiding the stage, the footlights, and all, 
Save perhaps the top of a paste-board tree ; 
Oh, then one’s fingers did certainly crawl 
To fling a book at the filigree ! 


But, some day, in Fashion’s whirligig, 
The monstrous bustle, the Eiffel hat, 
May arise once more, even twice as big, 
For our great-grandchildren to wonder at. 
Well, that’s Posterity’s matter, not mine. 
The one thing now is to put up a hymn 
Of praise, and of hope that, when new suns shine, 
Good taste may flourish instead of whim! 


SS 
—— 


Ny 


QuEsTION !—If the result of Mrs. FAwcert’s mistaken 
energy should be the transformation of this Theatrical 
Children’s Bill into a rash Act, then the consequences 
will be to many hard-working persons the deprivation of 
a considerable portion of their daily bread, and the crea- 
tion of a number of ‘‘idle hands,” for whom, as Dr. 
Watts, of respected memory, says, ‘‘Satan finds mis- 
chief still to do.” Before it is too late, Mr. Punch would 
ask the lady this question— , 


Fawcett—an hec olim meminisse juvabit ? 


And if Echo answers ‘‘a bit,” she will be as mistaken as 
Mrs. Fawcett herself in this matter. 


| ‘“MuzzLE THE Cats!’’—Ask the SHan. 


: : He’ll ap- 
prove, as he is a thoroughgoing Muzzlem. 


used to look in on 
after passing nigh 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday Night, July 15.—JosErH GILLIS 
turned up to-night unexpectedly, but with striking 
effect. Fora long time this great statesman has, 
like GRANDOLPH, retired from the Parliamentary 
conflict. Time been occupied elsewhere. Has had 
to keep Judges in order on Parnell Commission. 
On Town Holdings Committee has found it neces- 
sary to be in his place to curb impetuosity of 
Radicals like Harry Lawson, who want to en- 
franchise leaseholds and make other assaults on 

roperty. Jory B. has had his wild 

ays; has heard the chimes at midnight, 
and even after; but that was long ago. 
Members have come in who know not 
the JosEPH of the Parliament of 1874, 
or of 1880. Jory B. sly, dev’lish sly ; 
moves with times. Never been the same Ks 
man since he became possessor of that LUM 
Castle. When he surveys himself in i} 
glass arrayed in black broadcloth, with 
gold chain swung across portly presence, 


y 
fj " yy 
= 
and gold-rimmed eye-glasses, which, \ y if} 


mounted on his nose, add air of placid S \ Y 
benevolence to his visage, does he ever, < : \ Wi] 


To-night JosEP 


it 


T wonder, think vf the days when he wore AW 
the imitation sealskin waistcoat, thrust 
his thumbs in the arm-hole thereof, and S$ 

called GrapsTonE ‘‘a vain old gentle- aX 
man?” These are the days that are no . 
more. JoskpH Gintis Braear, Esq., 
M.P., of Clifton Park Avenue, Belfast, 
and Blatherabbey Castle, County Cavan, 
is a very different man from the terrible 
free lance of fourteen years ago, who 


S 


am 


“Would suit me, I think.” 


Our MASHERS ARE STILL IMPROVING. 
ROOM WITH THEIR HANDS IN THEIR POCKETS. 
oF PROGRESSION MORE IN HARMONY WITH THEIR MENTAL STRUCTURE, 


“THE EARLSWOOD TOTTER.” 


THEY NO LONGER ENTER THE BALL- 
THEY HAVE ADOPTED A MODE 


the wearied House after an All-night Sitting, and 
t on two chairs in Library, announce in shrill tones 


that he had ‘‘ come back like a giant refreshed.” 


H, putting on his gold spectacles and casting a 
scornful glance over the Bann Drainage Bill, op- 
posed Motion made by ArTHuR Batrour that a 
money grant on account of the works should be 
agreed to. _ eh 

‘“‘T ‘ject to this Bill on several grounds, Mr. 
SpKaKER,” said JosEPH, with his loftiest judicial 
mien. ‘I specially ’ject to it on the ground that, 
if passed into law, it would be inoperative. Her 
Majesty’s Government will, I think, act discreetly 
if they withdraw the Bill now, and in- 
troduce a more carefully prepared scheme 
early next Session.” 

It was beautiful! A sight te see, a voice 
to hear. An Alderman, or even an Arch- 
deacon, could not have put it better. 
Other Irish Members in a dilemma; could 
not support Government, and yet dare 
not oppose Bill that promised to conve 
a million and a half sterling of the Britis 
taxpayers’ money for the endowment of 
an Irish district. Accordingly, they left 
the House without voting; but Jory 
B., inflexible, incorruptible, sea-green, 
would hold no pares with Government, 
even for sucha bribe. Insisted on divid- 
ing House, and presently led into Divi- 
sion Lobby GLADSTONE, JoHN MorLEy 
Harcourt, and the flower of the iberal 
Party. 

Business done.—JosEPH GuILuis does 
battle with the Government on the Bann 
Drainage Bill. 


Tuesday.—Ignorant or designing per- 


PUNCH, 


— 


Fs di eport, that Jacopy has retired from direction of the 
N pee Party e Hakenot been telling in divisions of late, and people, 
finding necessity of explaining absence, invented this story. Nota 


h in it. : ; 
wert sie the os to desert a friend,” Jacosy said, putting me 
} t 


down for a dinner-pair. ‘‘I was present at the birth of this Party, 
and it may depend upon me being mm at its death.” _ Hees 

So far from resigning position as Whip, JacoBy is laying in new 
stores. Has noticed with secret admiration the height of Bossy’s 
collars; watched them with wistful eye flickering about the corridors 
and shining in recesses of Division Lobby. Why should Bossy 
have monopoly of this distinction ? 

** Would suit me, I think,’’ Jacony said, wriggling his neck about. 
‘Rather cut out for that sort of thing. A little sharp under the 

; jaw at first, I fancy, but soon get used to 

that ; besides, don’t mind a little personal 
inconvenience to do credit to Our Party. 
Shall certainly order a couple of dozen.” 
Business done. — Scotch Local Govern- 
ment Bills through Committee. 

Thursday.—HoME SECRETARY 

led quite a cat and dog life. 
Henry Bruce first let slip*the 
dogs of war. Wanted to know 
how about the German wire- 
muzzle used for dogs, and whe- 
ther MatrHEws would appoint 
;\ Committee of Sportsmen to inves- 
A tigate matter? Home SEcRETARY 
doubted whether Government 
would not be travelling beyond 
its province in appointing such a 
Committee. Every man, he said, 
whether a sportsman or not, had 
the right, under Privy Council 
Order, to select form of muzzle 
in, which might best suit his dog. 
ss a= _ That was the inalienable right of 
| “Sat and mewsed. the British citizen, and he shrank 
from interference, Then H. FarquHarson came along with the cats. 
Did the Home Secrerary know that there were usually in London a 
large number of homeless cats? Would he see that cats were 
muzzled and the police instructed to seize and, if necessary, destroy 
all unmuzzled cats ? 

,SEALE-HayneE sat and mewsed whilst question propounded. In 
his mind’s eye he saw Home SECRETARY pacing the West End 
squares with basket of catsmeat on arm, succouring the homeless, 
feeding the abandoned. In the distance he beheld the stalwart 
penceran lurking at corner ‘in wait for the unmuzzled cat, or 

unting it over dizzy housetops; a pleasing alluring picture, but 
not without difficulties, which the Home SECRETARY had solemnly 
set forth in writing and now read to House. Existence of large 
number of homeless cats frankly admitted; desirability of muzzling 

| them not denied ; but how to do it ? Hydrophobia may be conveyed 
| by scratch of cat. Supposing it muzzled, its claws still at liberty. 


ce NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or 


there will be no exception. 


OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 
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The Peris (under ten) in the House of Peers, peersonally conducted by Lord Dunraven. 


4 , Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, 
im no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, 


er a ee | 
[Jury 27, 1889. | 
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Court of Parliament turned its attention to other matters. Business 
done.—Tithe Bill read a Second Time. 

Friday.—Fighting in East Marylebone to-day for seat vacated by 
CHARLIE BERESFORD. Don’t know yet who’s won; but whoever it | 
be, will have hard work to fill Cuar- 

| 


LIE’s place. CHARLIE, when he 
spoke, always seemed to bring a 
whiff of the salt sea breeze into 
jaded atmosphere of House. A model 
of the British Tar, with advantages 
of birth and education. Knew by 
intuition a marlinspike from a miz- 
zen-mast. A little inconvenient for 
Admiralty to have this too candid 
friend always onthe leebow. Knew 
more about sea-going affairs even 
than ASHMEAD-BARTLETT ; GEORGIE 
HAMILTON a mere landsman com- 

ared with him. Now he’s turned 

is back on us, sheered off, gone for 
a long cruise. 

“But I’m coming back’ again, 
Tosy, old man,” he said, wringing 
my paw with affectionate but em- 
barrassing heartiness. ‘‘ Keep a 
look-out three years hence, and 
youll see me beating up the offing. 
In the meantime, I don’t forget 
you. Although my body may, in 
rough weather, be under hatches, 
my soul will hover about the 
SPEAKER ’S Chair.” 

Business done.—Miscellaneous. 


Ne HD | 


J 


Sheering Off. 


The Shah, N.B. 


Tae Suan sank exhausted on a sofa after his third lesson in dancing | 
the Highland fling, and Matcotm Kuan threw down the bag-pipes | 
on which he is a proficient, though considerably out of practice. : 

It is time for your Majesty to start for your visit to the Scotch | 
Moors,” said Soappar Kwan, the Under- Chamberlain-in- Waiting. 

‘* The Scotch Moors!” exclaimed the Suan, “‘ are they naturalised | 
subjects of QuEEN VictorIa? Why should J visit them? Let them | 
be brought to me.” 


So Lixsr Him.—In the Unwersal Review, Tosy, M.P., has written |. 
an excellent article on Claret. We should have expected him to | 
know more about Beaune. But whether it’s Champagne or Claret, | 
or argument ad Hoe, isn’t such a dog the very person of all others to | 
be a good judge of Whines ? 


Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
or Wrapper. To this rule 
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Fifth Stanza. 


‘‘ Don’t fret,” I sez, ‘about it, for they ain’t got much to see 
Inside their precious Gardings—let’s go and ’ave some tea ! 

A cup I seem to fancy now—I feel that faint and limp— 

With a slice of bread-and-butter, and some creases, and a s’rimp!” 


[Description of the tea :—‘* And the srimps—well, I don’t want to 
say anything against the s'rimps—but wt did strike me they 
were feelin’ the ’eat a little—s’rimps will do this, you carn’t 

prevent’em.” After tea. The only tune Mr. BLaznr could play 

on his accordion. Tragic’ end of that instrument. How the 
arty had a ‘‘ little more lush.’ Scandalous behaviour of ** BILL 
LAZER’S girl.” The company consume what will be elegantly 
referred to as ‘a bit 0° booze.’ Aunt SNAPPER ** gets the ump.” 

The outrage to her front. The proposal to start—whereupon, 

“Mrs, ADDICK, who was a’-settin? on the geraniums im the 

winder, smilin’ at her boots, which she’d just took off because she 

said they stopped her from breathing,” protested that there was 
no hurry, considering that— 


Chorus, as before—We’ve got to stop, 0’ course, &e. 
Sixth Stanza. 


But when the van was ordered, we found—what do yer think ? 
[ To the Chef d’Orchestre, who will affect complete ignorance. 
That miserable ’orse ’ad been an’ took too much to drink! 
He kep’ a reeling round us, like a circus worked by steam, 
And, ’stead o’ keeping singular, he’d turned into a team ! 


[ Disgust of the party: Pa PLAPPER proposes to go back to the inn for 
more refreshment, urging — 


Chorus—We must wait awhile o’ course, 
Till they ’ve sobered down the ’orse, 
Let our good landlady’s daughter 
Take him out some soda-water. 
For he’s ’ad more than he oughter, 
As the poor old ’orse! 


Seventh Stanza. 


So, when they brought the ’orse round, we started on our way: 

Twas orful ‘ow the animal from side to side would sway ! 

Young ’Orxrns took the reins, but soon in slumber he was sunk— 

(Indignantly) When a interfering Copper ran us in for being 

drunk ! 

[Attitude of various members of the party. Unwarrantable pro- 
ceeding on the part of the Constable. Remonstrance by Pa 
PLAPPER and the company generally in 


Chorus—Why, can’t yer shee ? 0’ coursh 
Tishn’t us—it ish the ’orsh ! 
You le’mme go, you shnorter! 
Don’ you tush me till you oughter, 
Jus’ look ’ere—to cut it shorter— 
Take the poor old ’orsh! 


[General adjournment to the Police-station. Interview with the 
Magistrate on the following morning. Mr. Horxins, called 
upon to state his defence, replies in— 


Chorus—Why, your wushup sees, 0’ course, 
It was all the bloomin’ ’orse ! 
He would ave a pail o’ water 
Every ’arf a mile (or quarter), 
Which is what he didn’t oughter ! 
I’m my family’s supporter— 
Fine the poor old ’orse ! 

[The Magistrate’s view of the case. Concluding remark that, not- 
withstanding the success of the excursion, as a whole—tt will be 
some time before the singer consents to go upon any excursion 
with a horse of such bibulous tendencies as those of the quadruped 
they drove to Kew. 


MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 
No. VII.—THeEe FRANKLY CANAILLE. 


Any ditty which accurately reflects the habits and amusements of 
the people is a valuable human document—a fact that probably 
accounts for the welcome which songs 
in the following style invariably 
receive from Music-hall audiences 
generally. If—Mr. Punch presumes 
—they conceived such pictures of 
their manner of spending a holiday 
to be unjustly or incorrectly drawn 
in any way, they would protest 
strongly against being so grossly 
misrepresented. As they do nothing 
of the sort, no apology can be needed 
for the following effusion, which 
several ladies now adorning the 
Music-hall stage could be trusted to 
render with immense effect. The 
Singer should be young and charm- 
ing, and attired as simply as possible. 
Simplicity of attire imparts addi- 
tional piquancy to the words :— 


We’ad a little outing larst Sunday 
arternoon ; 

And sech a jolly lark it was, I shan’t 
forget it soon ! 

We borrered an excursion van to 
take us down to Kew, 

And—oh, we did en‘oy ourselves! I 
don’t mind telling you. 

[This to the Chef @ Orchestre, who 
will assume a polite interest. 


[Here a little spoken interlude is customary. Mr. P. does not venture 
to do more than indicate this by a synopsis, the details can be 
filled in according to the taste and fancy of the fair artiste ;— 
‘“ Yes, we did’ ave a time, I can assure yer.” The party: ‘* Me 
and Jimmy ’OpxKins;”’ old ‘‘ Pa Praprer.” Asked because he lent 
the van. The meanness of his subsequent conduct. ‘‘ Aunt 
SNAPPER; her imposing appearance in her ‘‘cawfy-coloured 
front.” Brit Brazer; his ** girl,” and his accordion. Mrs. 
Appick (of the fried-fish emporium round the corner) ;_ her 
gentility—‘ Never seen out of her mittens, and always the lady, 
no matter how much she may have taken.” From this work 
round by an easy transition to— 


The Chorus—For we ’ad to stop 0’ course, 
Jest to bait the bloomin’ ’orse, 
So we’d pots of ale and porter 
(Or a drop o’ something shorter), 
While he drunk his pail 0’ water, 
He was sech a whale on water ! 
Was the poor old ’orse ! 


Second Stanza. 


That orse he was a rum ’un—a queer old quadru-péd, 

At every public-’ouse he passed he’d cock his artful ’ed ! 

Sez L: ‘*If he goes on like this, we shan’t see Kew to-night! 

Jim ?OpKins winks his eye, and sez—‘‘ We’ll git along all right!” 


Chorus—Though we’ave to stop of course,—&e., &e. 
[ With slight textual modifications. 


Third Stanza. 


At Kinsington we’ ’alted, ’Ammersmith, and Turnham Green, 
The ’orse ’ad sech a thust on him, its like was never seen ! 
With every ’arf a mile or so, that animal got blown: 

And we was far too well brought-up to let ’im drink alone ! 


Chorus—As we ’ad to stop, 0’ course, &e. 
Fourth Stanza. 


We stopped again at Chiswick, till at last we got to Kew, 

But when we reached the Gardings—well, there was a fine to-do! 
The Keeper, in his gold-laced tile, was shutting-to the gate, 

Sez he: ‘*There’s no admittance now—you’re just arrived too late!” 


[ Synopsis ee spoken Interlude :—Spirited passage-at-arms between 
Mr. mu. BuiazeR and the Keeper; singular action of Pa 
Prapper; ‘‘I want to see yer Pagoder—bring out yer old 
Pagoder as you’re so proud on! ” Mrs. AppicK’s disappoint- 
ment at not being able to see the ‘‘ Intemperate Plants,” and the 
“Pitcher Shrub,” once more. Her subsidence in tears, on the floor 
of the van. Keeper concludes the dialogue by inquiring why the 
party did not arrive sooner. An’ we sez, ‘* Well, it was like 
this, ole cock robin—d’yer see ? 


Chorus—We ’ve ’ad to stop, 0’ course, &c. 


HEARD IN THE CROWD, JULY 27, 1889. 


‘‘Sranwp back—you’ll all see if you, stand back!” ‘Oh, ain’t it 
a pity they didn’t ’ave the soldiers instead of the purleece! The 
soldiers are a deal more showy, and _ much more purlite!”? ‘* Will 
you take off your hat, Sir?” ‘Yes, Mar’m, when you takes off 
ourn!” ‘‘Oh, dear me, what will the Germans do, the h’ Earl of 
Fire has got a wife, ’es a married the Princess Loo!!!” “Ah, 
there she is! She do look lovely!” ‘‘No, that’s the Princess of 
Wuatrs.” ‘ Well, they all look so young, that I never know which 
ig which in the photographs.” ‘‘ Ah, there she is, and ain’t the 
Prince looking pleased?” ‘‘ Bless her pretty face, I am glad it 
cleared up as she started for the church!’’ ‘‘’Ere you are, the intire 
Ryal Family, with the h’Earl o’ Fire thrown in, for a penny!” 
‘Hooray! Hooray!” ‘‘ Lor, it %s a fine coach! I s’pose 1t was 
lent by the Lord Mayor!” “Not it—ow would ’e do without 
it?” ‘* Hooray! Hooray!” ‘‘ Well, what J says ls, bless ’em 
both!” [And so says Mr. Punch, and ‘so say all of us.” 
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The docile creature he bestrode 

Blared forth a prompt portentous bray. 
He raised the rattling bladders high, 

And wildly waved them to and fro, 
‘*A Jester’s Joust,’ he said, ‘‘I’ll try, 

For I am curious to know 
How they will front, those steel-clad swells, 
The music of the Cap-and-bells.”’ 


Oh, there was clattering of mail, 
Jingling of stirrups and of swords ; 
Lifting of heels, turnings of tail, 
And mutterings low of naughty words. 
The grey Knight frowned and faced the 
** moke,”’ [ prance. 
The fat Knight’s steed did plunge and 
The Jester cried, ‘‘Oh, rare, sweet joke ! 
I’m leading them—a pretty dance. 
How haughty chiefs shake in their selles 
At music of the Cap-and-bells! ”’ 


THE MAGIC OF MUSIC. 
(A Fragment from the next History of Persia.) 


TEHERAN was in mourning. The inhabi- 
tants went about their avocations silently and 
gloomily. There had not been a public 
execution for nearly a fortnight, and thus it 
seemed that the business of the State had 
come to a standstill. The cause of this un- 
usual depression and stagnation was to be 
found in the Palace. 

Alas! the SHaH was very ill. Since his 
return from Europe he had seemed to lose all 
interest in life. He sat all day long on a 
pile of cushions lost in a brown study. 
Nothing would rouse him. The Prime Minis- 
ter was ever on the alert to discover some 
distraction that might please his Imperial 
master. Nowit was a practical joke by which 
a retainer lost all his teeth, now a torch-light 
serenade by the entire army—but nothing 
pleased the Lord of the Lion and the Sun. 

‘* Sire,” said the Prime Minister, striking 
the earth sixteen times with his forehead, 
after the fashion of the East, ‘‘ your slave 
is anxious to know if your Majesty liked last 
night’s fireworks. The portrait of your 
Majesty in different coloured fires——” 

“ Was not a bit like me,” said the SHAH, 
gloomily. Then, after a pause, he added, 
** Behead Brock!” 

The Prime Minister again struck the earth 
sixteen times with his forehead, and replied, 
‘‘Nothing would give your slave greater 
pleasure, your Majesty, than to behead Brock, 
were it not likely to cause war with England.”’ 

‘And why not a war with England?” 
shouted the Suan. ‘Then in his turn he 
added, ‘‘ Were we invaded, I might hear it 
—might dance it! But worry me no further 
with affairs of State. I would be alone.” 

‘Your pardon, Sire, but before I go let me 
give you a catalogue of my latest importation 
from Europe. By the ship even now in sight 
I have a ballet with music, scenery, and full 
company from the ‘ Empire.’”’ 

‘“Tush!? impatiently observed the SHAH, 
‘*T am tired of ballets.” 

‘‘Then,” continued the Prime Minister, 
rather crestfallen, ‘‘I have a lady who can 
whistle Lohengrin, and give an imitation of 
a locomotive-engine entering a station, shut- 
ting off steam, and rattling through a tunnel ; 
further, some Baldwin white mice that descend 
in a small parachute from a fire-balloon; and, 
lastly, a recent decision of Mr. Justice NortH, 
translated into Persian. Surely, one of these 
should amuse you.’ F 

‘‘ Pooh! pooh!” again exclaimed the SHAH, 
‘“‘T am sick of them all. Look to your head, 
Sirrah—if I am not roused speedily, it will go 
badly with you!” } 

The day wore on, and the Lord of the Lion 
and the Sun became gloomier and gloomier. 
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MARRY COME UP!” 
Sopne—Bolanical Gardens. DRAMATIS PErsonj—Brownscombe, A.R.A. (who was Painting 
there), and Gardener (who took care of his Easel, &c.), TimME—Saturday, Noon. 
Gardener. **I SUPPOSE YOU WON’T DO ANY MORE WORK TO-DAY, SIR? ” (' No,” B, ‘thought 
not.”) ‘No, Sir,’—(beamingly)—‘‘ Most TRADESPEOPLE LIKES) TO ENJ’Y THEIR ’ALF ’OLI- 
DAY ON SaTuRDAY!!” 


instrumentalist had received a bonnet-full of 
diamonds, turned into a measure of a more 
lively character. With a cry of joy the Suan 
jumped up from his cushions, and began 
dancing and shouting. This did he for ten 
minutes. Then, with his cheeks tinged with 
returning health, he sank back exhausted. 
‘Tt is all right,” he exclaimed, when he 
had regained sufficient breath to articulate. 
I knew it would be all right if I could only 
remember the tune of the Highland Fling.” 
And jumping up again to the inspiriting 


Suddenly His Majesty pricked up his ears, and 
began to listen. He became more and more 
attentive, and his excitement grew In pro- 
portion. The cause was not far to seek. The 
sound of barbaric music was growing louder. 

‘“Dinna ken it?” he cried, using a few 
words of Scotch, he had picked up in the 
Highlands. ‘‘It is the slogan of the Mac- 
Grecors, the grandest of them a’!”’ 

The music grew louder and louder, and at 
length a bagpiper appeared plans his inte- 
resting instrument with marvellous skill and [ 
energy with one hand, while with the other | music, of the bagpipes, he continued his life- 
he asked for largesse. The slogan, when the! restoring dancing! Persia was saved! 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


2 ) uly 22.—Scotch Local Government 
House of Commons, Monday, Jt Got days and niche ee 
Committee ; various prec To eairotnoed 5 now Hows eae 

: cain with as successtul appearan 

ante a as if it heard of them only for the first 
time. Debate brought out C. 8S. Parker, 
of Perth; known to the profane as Lady 
. PARKER. His soft low voice—an excel-. 

}, lent thing in woman—not been heard in 
wr House for whole sessions ; his gyrations, 
his wriggling, his curtseying to the 
SprAKER, and his vain attempts to do 
what Joun Bricut said he never could 
do—turn his back on himself—with us 
once again. Dances round an Amend- 
ment, pirouettes round a proposition as 
if they were male partners at the county 
of Perth’’ 


Bill turned up under fresh aspect. 


ball. ‘*The Fair Maid 
WALLACE calls the stalwart Member. 


Of late enthusiasm on Liberal 
Grand Old Man. 


at table, if o 


Lady Parker; or, The Fair 
Maid of Perth. 


unbroken silence on his own side, 


catches SPEAKER’S eye and sounds first note of battle. 


Met H.R.H, to-night just home from Waddesden, where he has 
} Told him 
“Curious,” he said, ‘‘and signifi- 
cant. Yet I’m not at all surprised. Always from first looked to 


been spending a day in the country with Baron Frrpy, 
about this little scene in House. 


GLADSTONE as our best friend on Committee. 
will live to see the day when the G. O, 
G. O. C.—the Grand Old Conservative.” 
Business done.—Report on Royal Grants brought in, 
= Tuesday. — Ver 
= Lords to-night. 
knows nothing of its most eloquent Peers, 


nee and I, dear Tosy, 


to look at, but bad to hear in. 
bore testimony how, being frequently re- 
ported, he was often made unintelligible. 
ARGYLL said that was all nonsense. 
difficulty in making himself heard. 

*"No,” said GRANVILLE, softly, ‘* diffi- 
culty is to get people to listen to you or 
read you.”’ 

The Marxiss poe saddle on right horse, 
Not the fault of Reporters if reports were 
somewhat inadequate or incomplete. 
fault, he says, is with those who have placed 
those gentlemen 

‘“A very good thing, too,” said Bra- 
BOURNE, pointing a moral. 
report me, so it does not matter where they 
sit or stand. i 


Points a Moral and adorns 
a (Fairy) Tale, 


/ 
/ 
| pointed to outer Lobby. 


oo 
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OxLp Moratiry brought up the Report 
of Select Committee on Royal Grants. 
House received document in respectful 
silence. GLADSTONE presently interpos- 
ing in support of Onp Moratiry’s 
Motion to take Report into consideration 
on Wednesday a strange thing happened, 

enches 

bubbles forth at every movement of 
Cheer him when he 
comes in; cheer him when he goes out; 
shout with applause when he appears 
iy to ask Orp Moratiry 

the time of day. To-night no welcoming 
cheer, no spontaneous bending forward 
of the crowded Benches to greet him, 
Ministerialists gratefully cheered when 
he puts in a word for Orp Moratiry; but he sits down amid 
whence a rattling cheer goes up 
as Sace of Queen Anne’s Gate rises and bashful, blushing, 


will be altered to 


interesting debate in 
t appears that the world 


Chamber in which they meet a nice place 
GRANVILLE 


No 
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BrAaucuame wouldn’t go as far as Outer Lobby, but proposed to | 
put the Reporters in the ventilating chamber. _ : . 

‘‘Ah!” said Rosrpery, ‘‘now we’re beginning to ventilate the 
subject.” 

TRURO, inspired by BEAvcHAmMpP’s happy 
thought, had a happier one. 

‘Cut the Clerks’ Table in the middle,” 
said he. ‘‘ Have a trap-door by which 
Reportercould 
ascend, take his 
seat at the table, 
and there youare. 
Needn’t be here 
always. When 
he’s wanted, : 
Lord CHANCEL- 
LOR presses 
spring, you hear 
a click, up jumps 
Reporter, and 
pegs away.” 

“Why go to \\w 
expense of cut- \\\K 
ting up the \W 
table?” asked 
KIMBERLEY, 
“Have your 
trap-door back of 
W ool-sack; 
touch a spring; 


Reporter bounds oe eee Th - 
in over Lorp SE rs 
CHANCELLOR’S A ‘ Happier Thought.”’ 


head ; alights on ; 
chair at foot of table facing your Lordships’ House.” : 

Lorp CHANCELLOR understood to dissent from proposition. All 
very well, after a little practice, and machinery got to work with pre- 
cision. But how about the rehearsals? And supposing the Reporter, 
in his passage towards the table, were to catch his foot in luxurious 
folds of Lorp CHancrLLor’s wig and carry it off. ‘Where would 
you be then?” said Lorp CHANCELLOR, glancing triumphantly 
round crowded House. 

‘* Better go back to my suggestion,” said Truro, ‘‘ trap-door under 
table. Not original idea; don’t mind saying I saw it at Lyceum ; 
Banquo’s Ghost, donchaknow ?.” 

Marxiss put his foot down, and after heated discussion CADOGAN’s 
Motion carried, providing seat on floor of House for Reporter acces- 
sible without interposition of trap-door. A sporting proposal by 
DunRAVEN, that Reporter should arrive on scene by use of trapeze, 
scouted, and House adjourned. 

Business done.—Commons still harping on Scotch Local Goyern- 
ment Bill. 

Thursday.—Thought this evening of what H.R.H. said to me on 
Monday. Grand Old Man comes out in 
full bloom as Grand Old Conservative, 
House, crowded from floor to topmost 
range of gallery, waits on his utterances, 
The proposed vote for Royal Family has 
been attacked on his own side. Throws 
himself into breach. The Conservatives 
stand aside whilst he does battle for them. 
Op Moratiry has moved the formal Reso- 
lution, which opens the 
campaign; a solemn 
sermon, with its text, its 
firstly, and its fourthly 
in due order. Then the 
Sace of Queen Anne’s 
Gate anppars on the 
scene; drags across 
stage dummy figures of 
‘greedy noblemen”? who 
figure about the Court ; 
eight Grooms-in-Wait- 


The Sage of Queen Anne’s Gate. 
ing, four Equerries, a pack of hounds running after a tame stag, and 


a nobleman (price £1700 per annum) as Master of the Dogs. The 
SacE undertakes to run the whole job for ever so much legs, Scores 
of patriotic noblemen who, earnest for welfare of their country, 
would undertake to do the work for nothing. If not, let‘ the State 
fall back on the untitled gentlemen of England. 

Take, for example, the Right Hon. Gentleman the Member for 
West Birmingham,” said the Saak, blandly, with his head on one 
side, and, with Pag here’s-the-next-article air, his hand stretched 
out to indicate CHAMBERLAIN, 

A sudden, swift, unexpected, palpable hit, at which much delighted 
House roared with laughter. Next, Srorey, hitting out right and 
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left, with a pretty contempt for princes, an uncompromising convic- 
tion that a man’s a man for a’ that. 
T hear A. GarHorNE-Harpy humming :— 
‘¢The Member for Sunderland grumbles, they say, 
At the Closure; but writers report, 
That Monarchs of old had a different way 
Of cutting a long Storey short.” 


Then the G. O. C. takes the floor, in fine voice, with commandin 

resence. Ina difficult position, but master of it. Till he hear 
speak Orp Moratrry had no idea Government had such a good 
case. Difficult to exceed the dignified simplicity of the final sentence 
with all it means to those remembering the history of the past. fifty 
years. ‘‘I am not ashamed to say that in my old age I rejoice in 
any pay which enables me to testify that, whatever may be 
thought of my opinions or proposals in general politics, I do not 
forget the services I have borne for so many years to the illustrious 

Representative of the British Monarchy.” 

Seemed for a moment as if Conservative Party would rise to their 
feet, rush across the floor, and lift shoulder high this stout Pillar of 
the State. Cheer after cheer burst forth; and so the Golden Wedding 
Day was crowned by the rare acclaim of ancient enemies. 

Business done.—Debate on Royal Annuities. 


Friday.—Guapstone yesterday, RANDOLPH to-night. No point of 
comparison between two speeches, except their common excellence. 
GuapsTonk at his loftiest; GRaANDOLPH. at his best—a sparkling 
pointed harangue, in which he pricked pretension and_jocosely 
twitted pharisaic patriotism to ecstatic delight of crowded Houses. 

Business done.—House resolves, by 398 votes against 116, to go in 
Committee on Royal Grants. 


cats. 
A Dachshund rep 
was ‘‘glad to say” 


HEADS AND TAILS. to reconsider his order. 
Tre uncertainty manifested by the Heads of Departments as to the 
execution of the order enjoining the muzzling of all the dogs in the 
Metropolis on the 31st inst., has naturally excited a great deal of 
, commotion in canine circles, and a 
| |, representative meeting was accord- 
i | ingly held yesterday afternoon in a 
i) field adjoinmg the Dog’s Home, at 
__ 4) Battersea, to deal with the subject. 
| A St.-Bernard, who took a first 
ae prize at the last Dog Show, having 
¥ /) been unanimously voted to the Chair, 
. and greeted with a prolonged Wage 
: ging of tails, said:— He felt he 
oo need hardly enter upon the cir- 
cumstances which had occasioned the present meeting. There had 
been a good deal of talk, one way and the other, about their species of 
late, and probably owing to the Mansion House move in favour of the 
Pasteur System, and an isolated case or two of Hydrophobia—(grovw/ls) 
—_the usual scare had got up, and as a consequence, the Authorities 
had decreed that they were all to be muzzled for six months. Per- 
sonally, he was indifferent to the matter, and if his owners chose to 
strap up his face in a leathern or wire cage whenever he took his 
quiet and sober walks abroad, he could only suppose that in subject- 
ing him to the humiliation, they could not help themselves. Still, 
though sedate himself, he could well enter into the feelings of his 
more frisky and lively brethren who felt the restraint keenly, and he 
thought, as there seemed to be no one capable of putting the order 
in force, that an opportunity was certainly presented of asking 
the Home SecreTaRry whether, under the circumstances, it wouldn’t 
be wiser, to reconsider the matter altogether, and reyoke the order, 
while there was yet time to do it. 
[ Barks of approval, and prolonged wagging of tadls. 
A Drawing-room Pug, who spoke with some difficulty, owing to 
chronic indigestion, said, that of course if the order were in force it 
couldn’t possibly apply to him, as he took his only exercise in a 
carriage round the Park, perched up on a feather cushion, with a 
piece of blue ribbon round his neck. As to the common class of 
dogs who went about on foot, he really didn’t see why they should 
object. to being muzzled. The order didn’t touch him, and he didn’t 
care. [ Snarls. 
A Bloodhound said, that to hear a mere show dog, who was out 
of it himself, express his opinion in that cool fashion, made his blood 
poil. The very thought of a muzzle almost sent him off his head. 
How could he, he should like to know, follow up a trail and catch 
a murderer by the throat, if he couldn’t use his teeth? (Barks of 
approval.) All he could say was, that whether the order was passed 
or not, he wouldn’t advise any policeman who valued his calves to 
come meddling with him. [Much wagging of tails. 
A Punch and Judy Dog, who was warmly greeted, said he should 
like to know whether the Authorities meant to clap a muzzle on him, 
and expected him to go throug his performance (part of which, as 
they probably knew, consisted in catching hold of Punch’s nose) 
under impossible conditions? If so, it would be nothing more or 
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Comn, fragrant dawn and tender, 
For the birds twitter low ; 

A wakening sunbeam send her, 

Who forth in bridal splendour 
At the high noon shall go. 
The day-rim riseth slow, 

The day when she shall render 
Her life for weal and woe 


Unto her lover’s keeping ; 
Ah, dreamlessly she ’s sleeping, 
While the birds twitter low. 


The light comes stealing shyly 

Through the dim house of rest ; 
An infant sunbeam slyly 

Creeps smiling to her breast, 
But, being blest too highly, 

Dies in that dainty nest ; 
For mists with vapour pearly 

Blindfold the prying throng, 
And quell the joyous hurly 

Of the birds’ matin song, 
Because the light is early 

And the day is long. 


Now shines the votive treasure 
With silver-gleam and gold, 
Whereby relations measure 
The sympathetic pleasure 
With which the friends behold 
The hymeneal function, 
From the lush jewel’s unction 
To the prim toast-rack cold— 
The modest per er-castor, 
Or work of Modern Master 
Unsought-for and unsold, 


that he might as well sa 


Kine.” 


‘6 NorHiIne IN It.”?—When Lord RANDOLPH, in his capital speech 

last Friday, dramatically produced his purse, and told Mr. SToREY 

that that purse was his,—which would have 

been a ‘orrid wicked Storey,’—as claim the QurEn’s private 

property for the people, his Lordship was very careful to avoid any 

mention of the money in it. The pantomimic action was excellent, 
but, after all, was the argument an empty one P 


ComPREHENSIVE.—‘‘ Church and State” in one person—‘*‘ BisHoP 


SNE 2 eno nee 


53 


less than putting a complete gag on him, and he might as well retire 
from the business altogether. He felt strongly on the subject, for he 
spoke not only for himself, but on behalf of his artistic friends who | 
performed at Music Halls and elsewhere, and who certainly could 
not be expected to climb up chairs, wear cocked hats, and jump | 
through paper moons with their heads bandaged up in wire or leather 
in accordance with a degrading police regulation. (Growls.) All he 
could say was, that if Mr. MarrHEws ignored their petition, he 
might as well consign them to the Lethal Chamber at once. But he 
trusted matters would not come to such a pass as that. 


[Loud barks of approval. 


A Blind Man’s Dog wanted to know how he was to get through his 
business, and be expected to collect pence holding a tin-pot in his 
mouth, if he had a muzzle on? The thing was preposterous. 

A Scotch Terrier wished to ask the Chairman if it was true that 
a Member of Parliament had absolutely proposed the muzzling of 

[ Wagging of tails indicatiwe o much merriment. 
lied that he was glad to say it was. He said he 
é it was, because such a proposition amounted to 
a reductio ad absurdum of the whole question. If these manifestly 
inferior domestic animals were to come in for the muzzle, they would 
be wanting to apply itnext to the rats and mice. This made thought- 
ful people, who see they don’t know where to stop its use, naturally 
ask what made them begin it. For his own part he had never come 
across anybody who had been bitten by a dog. 

A Westmoreland Collie owned that, when he first came up to 
London he certainly did catch hold of a postman or two: by the leg, 
but he added it was done out of pure fun, and that he hadn't 
of rabies about him. He would propose that a deputation be 
appointed by the Meeting to wait on the Home SEcRETARY, and ask 
him, seeing that a hitch has occurred in carrying it into execution, 


a touc 


| Barks of approval. 


The Chairman then put the Motion to the Meeting, and it was 
carried unanimously, upon which, amidst a prolonged wagging of 
tails in manifestation of satisfaction, and Bed es chorus of barking 
in approval, the proceedings came to an end. 


PROTHALAMIUM. 


The statuette in plaster, 
And album manifold. 


Come, for the hour 5 So eas 
And all await the bride. 
Leaving their splendid coaches, 
In silvery sheen, like roaches, 
The bridesmaids, side by side, 
Pace up the chancel wide, 
Wearing their wedding brooches 
Of pearls and rubins pied. 
Like sunlight driving shadows 
Along the April meadows, 
Before them goes the bride. 


Now clearly quire, ye singers, 
A holy wedding psalm ; 
Grasp bell-ropes, lusty ringers, 
Tight in the timeful palm ; 
Far let the music-swingers 
Float on a sea of balm. 
And, while they rock the steeple, 
Crowds of the smartest people 
Flock to the bridal bower, 
Where wedding-cake and ices, 
And presents, and their prices, 
Speed the conducive hour, 
Till valedictory rices 
Upon Love’s pilgrims shower. 


Good See betide bridegroom and 
ride 
This rice and satin shoes’ day ; 
Let them alone, they ’ll be ‘* At 


ome 
On every second Tuesday.” 
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SPEECHES TO BE LIVED DOWN, IF POSSIBLE. 


Digby. ‘‘I HAD HOPED FOR THE PLEASURE OF TAKING YOU DOWN TO Supprr, Mrs. Masuam !” 


fiigby. ‘*Too LATE, MY DEAR FELLOW! 


Ir’s THE EARLY BIRD THAT CATCHES THE WoRM ie 


ee ee ae 8 eee 


FROM ST. PANCRAS TO PORTSMOUTH. 


ScenrE—Spithead, August, 1889. 
Interlocutors—Mr. Poncu and the Shade of CHAR Es Dippin, 


ink ide Well, Mr. Disprn, and what do you think of yonder 
isplay 

Dibdin. Mr. Punch, I fancy I could sing it better than I can 
say it. 

Mr, Punch. Doubtless; the Ocean Bard (as they called you) 
‘“who appreciated Melody as the soul of Music,” would be more at 
home with song than with special reporting. But it is an im- 
pressive spectacle. And do you really think you could sing of our 
Iron Walls with as much gusto as you did of our Wooden ones ? 

Dibdin, Perhaps not. 

Sweet is the ship that, under sail, 
Spreads her white bosom to the gale. 


But there is little that is “sweet” about yon Titanic Tea-kettles. 
However, the underlying spirit is the thing, Mr. Punch, and if 
your Tars are still ‘‘ hearts of oak,” it little matters that your ships 
are no longer go. 

Mr. Punch, Mr. Drevin, you had considerable share in 
the character and traditions of the British Tar, 
influence still survives even in these days of turrets and torpedoes. 
Your ‘‘ metrical attempts to 
characters and stimulate the ga 
their country is so infinitely indebted ’?—— 

Dibdin. Ah, there 

Mr. Punch, T 
success. 


It is therefore, my 
_ that Lord Rosebery and Mr. Sms REEVES in 1889, are in 
accord with the Duke of CLARENCE and Jouw Parry in 1829, in 
glorifying him whose Scandinavian Memorial Cross now stands upon 


his restored tomb in what was once ‘‘the burial-ground of St. James’s, 
Camden Town,”’ but is now a ‘‘new public recreation ground.” 

Dibdin, Well, it will please me better to be surrounded in my 
resting-place in St. Pancras by the joyous chatter of sporting yout 
than by the sombre silence of the graveyard. 

Mr. Punch, Spoken like your hearty self, Cartes! The restora- 
tion, if long-delayed, is not ill-timed. His Imperial Majesty of 
GERMANY, who has come over to see our Modern fleet might do 
worse than extend his visit to the Memorial of the most admirable 
singer of our ancient one. 

Dibdin. Sir, your approval makes me proud, and the grateful 
recollection of my countrymen gladdens my heart. 

Mr. Punch. We want your spirit back again to inspire genuine 
Sea-songs for the new generation of Jack Rattlins and Ben Back- 
stays, whose business it is to steer by machinery and shoot by science. - 

Dibdin. But whose business it will be to Jight—with arms and 
hearts in the old fashion, if ever it comes to the pinch. You can’t 
mechanise manhood, Mr. Punch. 

Mr. Punch, True, CHARLES,—though, by N eptune, our neo-scien- 
tists seem to be having ‘a hard try at it. But our neo-Nautical 
Songsters haven’t the hang of it, as you and your sons had. They 
are too drawing-roomy, my Drsprn. ' Their motto seems to be :— 


You cannot go wrong 
In a nautical song 
If you sing yeo-ho, yeo-ho! 


But their ‘‘ Yeo-hos!” smack, not of the sea, but of Penny Read- 
ings and Twopenny ‘“ Royalties,” of professional greed and of 
amateur concert. The best of the batch is not a patch upon ‘* Poor 
Jack.” Even our Nautical Dramas are no longer soundingly heroic, 
but smugly cynical, ‘Society ” naturally relishes the smart satire 
of H. M.S. Pinafore, but there isn’t much inspiration for seamen in 
Ralph Rackstraw’s sardonic song, or Si Joseph Porter's sub-acid 
patter. Compare— " 
“ D’ye mind me, a sailor should be every inch 
All as one as a piece of his ship, 
And with her brave the world without offering to flinch, 
From the moment the anchor’s a-trip,”’ 
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VISITING GRANDMAMMA. 


Granpma’ Vicroris. “NOW, WILLIE DEAR, YOU’VE PLENTY OF SOLDIERS AT HOME; LOOK AT THESE 
PRETTY SHIPS,—I’M SURE YOU’LL BE PLEASED WITH THEM !” 
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with— 
His foot should stamp and his throat should growl, 
His hair should twirl and his face should scowl; 
His eyes should flash and his breast protrude, 
And this should be his customary attitude ! ”” 


Most excellent fooling, to be sure, but—well, they say 
CreRVANTES laughed Spain’s chivalry away, and smart 
Society mockery may prove too clever by half if it help 
to de-Dibdinise—pardon the coinage !—the British Tar. 

Dibdin. Does the British Tar read—or sing—it ? 

Mr. Punch, Well, no. I fancy he still pins his faith 
to ‘‘ Tom Bowling” and “* Lovely Polly.” But he says, 
with your Brother Tom :— 


“ The evening watch, the sounding lead, 
Will sadly miss old CHARLEY’s line. 
‘Saturday Night’ may go to bed, 
His sun is set no more to shine. 
‘ Sweethearts and Wives’ though we may sing, 
And toast at sea the girls on shore ; 
Yet now ’tis quite another thing, 
Since CHARLEY spins the yarn no more.”” 


_Dibdin. Ah! Brother Tom was partial. But I should 
like well enough to try my hand at hymning the Iron- 
clad and toasting the Modern Tar. The Anson, the 
Collingwood, the Camperdown, the Rodney,—there they 
be, familiar names, and suggestive of song, for all their 
stark and steely aspect. And I see you have an Arethusa, 
too, and a formidable-looking “* cruiser”? she looks, 
though perhaps hardly as ‘‘ saucy” as “‘ the frigate tight 
and brave” that Surexp sang of. I wonder what 
Emperor Witt1am, who has come to “ visit Grand- 
mamma,” thinks of Grandmamma’s squadrons? Well, 
anyhow, it is a Big Show, and well worth seeing, even if 
one has to flit from St. Pancras to Portsmouth for the 
purpose. Here’s a health to Admirals Barrp, Tryon, 
and TRAcEY, and success to their Autumn Manceuvres! 
Here’s luck, too, to your steel-clad squadrons, and the 
Tars who tend them; may they find spirit and skill 
to face whatever foe, and a worthy Ocean Bard to hymn 
their valour and their victories ! 

Mr. Punch. Hear! hear! And don’t be doubtful, 


“TWOPENCE COLOURED!” 


SS 


‘‘Ha! Ha! ONcE MORE THE RANGER IS FREE!” 


my dear Dippin. If nobody else should turn up worthy | [The Judges dismissed Mr. Simms’ appeal for a mandamus to compel the Magistrate to 


of wearing your mantle, why, I’Ui don it myself! /! 


““MODUS OPERANDI.”’ 


Tue last night of the Operatic Season, Aveustus DRURIOLANUS 
TRIUMPHANS is to be congratulated. A big success throughout, 
including the visit in State of the SHam and their Royal Highnesses 
the Prince and Princess of WALES. Memorable and brilliant evening. 

The biggest successes have been Roméo et Juliette and Die Meister- 
singer, the latter having been better done here, so even the 
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End of Season. Triumphal March. 


Waenerites admit, than at Bayreuth. fatal sis was grand, 
and the ensemble of sweet singers could not have been easily sur- 
assed. It is difficult to beat (who would be so cruel ?) ALBANI, 
‘LA RusseLL, Macerr Macintyre, Metaa & Oo., not forgetting 
the ever-as-useful-as-ornamental FRav BAUERMEISTERSINGER ? 

And on the “spear side” who could be better than the two DE 
Reszkés, JEAN and Epovarp? Band and conductors likewise 
excellent, and if the Hatt, of Covent Garden, with a Gardenia Glad- 
stonia in his button-hole, had only once the pleasure of welcoming 
the G. O. M. and offering him a cup of tea during an entr’acte, it is 
no fault of anyone’s, but only the misfortune of the Great Golden 


issue a summons against H.R.H. the Duke of Cambridge. ] 


Weddingist, who could find but one opera-tune-ity of visiting the 
Opera House. But at all events he heard Roméo et Juliette, which 
was a rich and rare treat for anyone. We drink to our next 
merry May meeting! Salve, Imperator Operaticus / 


THE ONLY ONE! 


A CoRRESPONDENT sends us the following from the advertisements 
in The Christian World :— 
ULTURED, earnest, godly Young Man desires a PASTORATE. Vivid 
preacher, musical voice, brilliant organiser. Tall, and of good appear- 
ance. Blameless life. Very highest references. Beloved by all. Salary £120. 


Fancy! this prize to be obtained for only £120!! and the sum is 
his own valuation of himself! So that Modesty is to be added to his 
merits, which, of course, would be taken for granted by any one 
reading the above advertisement. 


A SHOCKING BAD HAND. 


Scribe (to Professor). Do you mean to say that you can infer a 
man’s character from his handwriting? Well, then, what do you 
think of this? (Hands him a specimen.) = 

Professor. The writer is_a man of some a eae at altogether 
destitute of moral sense. If not a downright villain, he must be 
a very unscrupulous fellow, and not to be trusted on any account 
whatever. I can read his character at a glance, though not his 
characters. Scribe. How so? : k 

Prof. His writing is so illegible that I can’t decipher it. A man 
who won't take the pains to write a legible hand must be so utterly 
regardless of the trouble he gives to everybody who has to make his 
scrawl out, is so viciously inconsiderate, that he wouldn’t stick at 
committing any atrocity which it would cost him the slightest 
exertion to refrain from. I judge him to be a rogue, a swindler, 
and a thief—capable of anything but forgery. Whose is this 
disgraceful scribble ? : 

Scribe. Well—a—to tell you the truth, in fact, it’s mine ! 


Sn n—lOloOooenrenenenenelmnmt 


Larest Berrine on THE Royat Dovsie Event.—‘' What’s the 
odds so long as they’re happy ’”’ Fire to one. 
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THE LAWN AT GOODWOOD. 
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RIME ET RAISIN, 
RESPECTED SIR, 


‘“k, Y.,” in last week’s World republishes some 
verses, twenty years old,—fine Laureate vintage,—in 
that 1s if 
rhymes to 
‘“Mummery ’—the Mummeries might be the name of the 
i oes it to Pommery ? 
As a composite rhyme I remember this couplet,— 


which occurs a good rhyme to Pommery 
‘“fiummery” be passable. ‘* Flummer y 


vineyards of JuLeEs Mumm—but 


If you wish to make little Tom merry, 


Give him a genuine bottle of Pommery. 


And the ugly English pronunciation of Latin being 
taken for granted, the motto for a moderate champagne- 


drinker might be— 


‘‘ Mens sana in corpore sano”? 
Is the result of Pommery Gréno. 


But there’s no difficulty in Greno, only— 


Of your drink if baulked, 
ou may well complain 0! 
Pommery, if corked, 
Goes against the Grain 0! 


No more at present. As Hamlet says, ‘‘ The rest is 


silence,” 7.e., Mumm’s the word. 
Yours, 


OUR EXCHANGE AND MART. 


| a OPPORTUNITY.—A distinguished 
Cambridge Mathematician, who has been devoting 
the last fifteen years of his life to the construction of an 
ingenious calculating machine, and has had the misfor- 
tune to let it drop into his cistern with the result that it 
will no longer act properly, but only changes its numbers 
capriciously and at random when smartly kicked, will 
be glad to dispose of it forthwith, in exchange for a 
i set of custard glasses, cab 
horse, highly trained hyzna or second-hand telescope. 
with a little ingenuity be utilised as a garden 
or serve as a target to be shot at for nuts at a 
Filled with dynamite it would make a fairly 
effective infernal machine, and advanced politicians of 
South American Republics might communicate. 


Japanese dressing-gown, 
Might 
roller, 
fair. 


THE RADICAL’S LAMENT. 
(After, apologetically, Mrs. Barrett Browning.) 


1 
Wat is he doing, the Grand Old Man, 
Down in the House by the River? 
Leaving to Lappy to fight in the van ; 
Selling and snubbing his followers true, 
And breaking the hearts of our Radical crew, 
That votes with him by the River. 


ae 
He went and spoke, did the Grand Old Man, 
Not in the House by the River ; 
Yet though his periods limpidly ran, 
The Church in Wales he declined to slate ; 
An omission that loads with terrible weight 
Our souls as we sit by the River. 


III. 
Then once again spoke the Grand Old Man, 
This time from his place by the River ; 
And smote us all, as an orator can ; 
With hard bleak fact he exposed our fads ; 
There was hardly a kick left in some of us 


Rads, 
Though we tried to kick, by the River ! 


IV. 

He cut him short, did the Grand Old Man, 
Cut Lappy short by the River! 

Sat on the pleas of that excellent man! 

Stuck up gamely for Royal Grants! [‘‘can’ts” 

And swept our plausible ‘‘ won'ts” and 
Right into the slime of the River ! 


PHIZZYOLOGIST. 


‘‘ The only way, since Rads began, 

To show how naughty it is to rebel.” 

Then, in trumpet tones that the House knows 
He spoke in power by the River. [well, 


VI. 


Bitter-sweet, O Grand Old Man, 
Came those words by the River! 
Blinding-sweet (for speak you can) ! 
The Rads on your left forgot to groan ; 
And the Tories revived, and we all must own 
This ‘‘ Grant’ has you as its giver. 


Vil. 
Yet half a Whig is the Grand Old Man, 
To laugh as he sits by the River, 
Placing Progress under a ban! 
We desire to ask—though it gives us pain— 
If our Leader never will vote again 
As a Rad, with the Rads, by the River ? 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Trollope’s Dilemma, the latest of Mr. AR- 
ROWSMITH’s Bristol Library Series, is any- 
thing rather than a shilling ‘‘shocker.” The 
author, who describes himself as‘‘St. Aubyn,” 
seems to be a sentimental and gushing repro- 
duction of Verdant Green. The **’Varsity” 
(a name dear to ‘‘ Squills”) of Cambridge is 
sketched with a pen that smacks of Durham 
and St. Bees. The heroine of the story (a 
hysterical young person, who seems to set 
collegiate laws at defiance), after ae for 
her husband’s sister until his death, ulti- 
mately marries a senior tutor. Altogether 


Ve 
“This is the way,” laughed the Grand Old| Trollope’s Dilemma is not nearly so interest- 


Laughed as he rose by the River, 


[Man, ' ing as Called Back. 
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“ PREVENTION BETTER THAN CURE.” 
(Poor Pussy’s Scratch is as bad as her Bite.) 


My faithful ‘‘Co.” writes :—‘‘I have read 
That Other Woman, by ANNIE THOMAS (Mrs. 
PENDER Cuprir), and am conscious of having — 
absorbed a story in which there is either a 
husband too few, or a wife toomany. Howit 
comes about, I cannot quite explain; but all 
ends happily, and the twice-married hus- 
band is forgiven, both by his first wife 
and ‘that other woman,’ when he has got 
himself conveniently burnt to death in the 
last chapter. On the whole, although not 
exempt from some rather glaring improba- 
bilities, That Other Woman is well worth 


W. NW. Litty is not to be reckoned among the 
non-working lilies, for he is always toiling in 
the field of literature. His latest book, 4 Cen- 
tury of Revolution, published by CHAPMAN AND 
Hatt, isa thoroughly excellent piece of work, 
scholarly, philosophical, and unsparingly lo- 
gical, while throughout there runs a vein of fine 
satire whichrendersits perusal easy and enjoy- 
able to almost every classofreader. Onlyinone 
instance I beg todiffer from the learned author, 
and that is in his wholesale denunciation of 
vivisection, though with his reprobation of M. 
Paut Bert who seems to have been actuated by 
the evil spirit that inspired Macbeth to be 
‘‘bloody-minded, bold, and resolute,” most 
humane persons, be their nationality or creed 
what it may, will beinclined to agree. Just at 
this time, when France is celebrating the cen- 
tenary ofits Great Reyolution,—for whose atro- 
citiesand of whose principles Mr, J oN MORLEY 
isthe English apologist and apostle,—Mr. 
Litty’s book appears most appropriately, and 
I wish it a wide circulation. 

Tur Ervupire Baron, DE Boox-WorMms, 
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A CAUTION TO SPORTINGLY-INCLINED PEOPLE WHO JUMP 
FURZE-BUSHES ON COMMONS. 


THE REAL GRIEVANCE OFFICK. 
(Before Mr. CoMMISSIONER PUNCH.) 
An Illustrious Personage is introduced, 


The Commissioner. Pleased to do anything I can for your Royal Highness, 
unless it refers to an appeal—that matter you must carry to the House of Lords 
before you come to me. ) 

Illustrious Personage. Oh no, Sir! I am here purely as a Representative, 
and not in my personal capacity. 

The C. Very well, I shall be glad to hear what you have to bring before me. 
What or whom do you represent ? | 

I, P. T represent, Sir, the Royal United Service Institution. 

The C. And, no doubt, you represent it very well. Ihave often heard Your 
Royal Highness called ‘‘ The Soldier’s Friend ””—hem!—out of Wimbledon! 

I. P. You are most kind. Well, Sir, the excellent association whose claims 
upon public attention I advocate was founded in 1831, under the name of ‘‘ The 
Naval and Military Library and Museum.” — 

The C. And subsequently has pursued a career of the greatest possible useful- 
ness. Since 1860 (when the Institution was incorporated by Royal Charter, and 
assumed its present title), the application of science to the methods and appli- 
ances of warfare has resulted in changes so momentous and extensive that a 
mere enumeration of them would extend almost to the dimensions of an ency- 
clopeedia, and the very nature of these changes is such as to enforce the absolute 
necessity of studying warlike methods on a rational and scientific basis. To 
the encouragement of this process of study the Royal United Service Institution 
has contributed in no ordinary degree by its Library and by its Museum. 

_t. P. And, allow me—by the prizes it annually offers for essays on Naval and 
Military subjects. 

_ Lhe C. And, you would add, above all, by its invaluable lectures and 
discussions, full reports of which are ‘published in its journal. Quite so. I 
see that Your Royal Highness and I have both read the excellent article in the 
Times newspaper, which appeared about a week ago. Well, Sir,—what next? 


I. P. Well, Sir, I feel that that admirable article may be forgotten in the 


RE oe UT eg 
eC. The ‘‘turmoil of polities” is good—distinetly good. 
‘ Te es I thank you, Sir. In the turmoil of politics—unless the matter is 
rought prominently before the Public with your valuable assistance. You 
are aware I signed a memorial to the CHANCELLOR of the EXCHEQUER on 
behalf of the Council and Members ofthe Institution ? 

am; and, although. I have not seen the document, can readily 


The C. Ta 
believe that it is written in language of extreme moderation, 


K> NOTICE,.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed 
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A when accompanied b Stamped a 
there will be no exception. “ 7% P an 


THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[Aveusr 3, 1889. 


I. P. You are right. You, no doubt, are aware that 
I have the greatest possible objection to expressions that 
might be considered by a Curate (much less by an Arch- 
bishop) of a too forcible character. 

The C. Indeed I am, and it has ever been a marvel 
to me how your Royal Highness, on noticing a batallion 
‘* clubbed,” or some other military mistake of equal 
gravity, could refrain from exclaiming, ‘‘ Dear me!” or 
words to the same effect. ; 

I. P. It is not my custom, Sir, to say all I think, when 
my thoughts are of a painful character! But let that 
pass. You are aware that the Royal United Service 
Institution enjoys an annual subvention of £600 from 
the War Office and Admiralty, and pays a ground-rent 
to the Government in respect of its present premises of 
£205 a year? 

The C. I quite understand the stress you lay upon the 
word ‘‘ present.” : : é y 

I. P. Yes, Sir, we have notice to quit, and this notice 
has been hanging over our heads for nearly twenty years. 
In 1872 Mr. Lown stated that he would recommend the 
Government to grant assistance in placing the establish- 
ment on a permanent footing. In 1876 Mr. W. H. Smiru, 
then Financial Secretary to the Treasury, declared ‘* that 
the Government fully recognised the value of the Insti- 
tution, and that, when the proper time arrived, its 
claims should be duly considered.” In 1881 and 1884 the 
Institute received assurances from the Treasury that 
those claims should not be lost sight of. 

The C. And nothing since has beendone? = 

I, P. Nothing—save the Government have intimated 
their willingness to pay the ground-rent of any site 
(less £205) that may be selected, on condition that the 
Institute finds its own building. This would entail a 
cost of £30,000, an expense that our scanty funds would 
not allow us to incur. : 

The C. Well, your Royal Highness, what is the 
alternative proposal embodied (as I understand) in your 
memorial ? . . 

I. P. That, following the precedent established in the 
cases of the Royal Society, the Society of Antiquaries 
the Royal Academy, and many other bodies of a learned 
character, the Government should provide free accom- 
modation for the Royal United Service Institution. 

The C. Certainly, your Royal Highness, your proposal 
seems entirely reasonable, and it shall be no fault of 
mine ee % is notaccepted. Have you anything more to 
say, Sir 

I. P, Nothing—save to thank you on behalf of myself 
and the Empire for the great kindness and courtesy I 
have experienced at your hands during this most interest- 
ing interview. 

[The Illustrious Personage (having found his um- 
brella) then withdrew. 


WONDERS OF THE CHAIR. 
(Picked up in the L.C.C.) 


Wonpver if I shall get through this sitting without 
having my teeth set on edge by some Hon. Councillor’s 
vulgarity ? 

Wonder whether the Battersea Patriot will be genial 
to me if I ask his advice upon a point of procedure ? 

Wonder if I disarmed discourtesy by dropping my title ? 

Wonder whether I shall have to sit still in silence 
while some of my colleagues make themselves and myself 
supremely ridiculous? 

Wonder whether I shall get through the Agenda Paper 
without leaving an opening for the adverse criticism of 
the Press ? 

_ Wonder whether my English will be improved by 
listening to bad grammar and habituating my ear to the 
forced omission of the aspirate ? 

Wonder whether anyone will challenge my authority 
and laugh at the proceedings ? 

Wonder whether the Council will break off in time to 
allow me to dress for dinner ? 

Wonder, after all,—in spite of being called ‘‘ Mister,” 
and having extorted the respect of my colleagues,— 
whether the game is quite worth the candle? 


‘Two Sides to Every Question ; or, Things ain't 
quite what they Simms.”—New pamphlet, by H.R.H. 
the Duke of CamBRIDGE, 


Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


« Trés volontiers,’’ repartit le démon. 


V. 
A CHAMBER causerte / 
trailing low, 
Cincture unloosened, and un- 
knotted bow! 
** Our viszd/e intrusion 
In such close sanctum,” said my 
shadowy guide, 
**Might move the morgue of 
high patrician pride 
To fluttering confusion. 


‘* Fear not! Weshall not rufile 
these fair doves. 
Their talk of chiffons, scandals, 
modish loves, 
Will scarce repay reporting. 
Observers, not ill-bred eaves- 
droppers, we. 
But saw you ever a much love- 
lier three ? 
She with the spaniel sporting 


**Ts Lady BLANCHE, fiancée of an Earl. 
Cynical slang slipping through teeth of pearl 
With polished intonation 
Has quite a Plana charm. What brilliant 
‘ cha 


Tresses 


E’en risqué jests, borne on that limpid laugh, 
Disarm expostulation.”’ 


It rang the chamber through, that silvery 


peal. 
No, from this nest its echoes may not steal 
On the world’s ears unbidden : 
The outer world might else be over-wise. 
Caste has its esoteric mysteries 
In beauteous bosoms hidden. 


Her talk’s of Sport and Passion. 
themes 
To share the interests and divide the dreams 
Of girlhood’s days of gladness. 
‘* Girlhood,” my guide remarked, with his 
slow smile, 
‘Ts not Arcadian now or free from guile,— 
That’s mere romantic madness. 


‘* Here is no prim-lipped Eighteenth Century 
iss, 
No meek Amelia whose ideal bliss 
Is Evn’s before the apple. 
There’s naught from Zona or from IBsEN 
own 
To PortLany’s crack, or LanetTry’s latest 


sown, 
With which she will not grapple. 


‘‘Tisten!’ Their talk was sparkling, spiced 
with slang, 
And ripples cold of cynic laughter rang, 
An inarticulate chorus 
To the New Comedy of modish life. 
The old motifs, Love, Leisure, Home and 


Curious 


ife 
No longer lure, they bore us, 
Nous dutres.—‘' Ah, the Earl! He’s well 


enough, 
Though my ideal is not the broad and bluff. 
He ’d make a splendid Minister 
Of Agriculture, Nutt dear, would he not? 
Were Wee now—yes, yes, | know the 
ot. 


Great bore is a bar sinister ! 


“‘ Your Detrimentals always are divine. 
His voice, Nui, somehow stirs the soul, like 
wine ; 
You—little—j ealous noodle ! 
Well, gee my ‘tip,’ dear, if I know wild 


Ii 
And, yes, I think I do—he’Il never thrill 
To passion playing poodle. 


YE 


VOL, XCVI, 


gil, 
1) WW) y¥ 


Concerning which his speculative soul; 


“Vous aimez les tableaux changeans: je veux vous contenter.’”| (Song by a Secretary of State, some way after 


Le Diable Botteuz. 


N 


‘He dropped no end on ‘Donovan.’ Perverse! 
My stolid Earl, now, made a splendid purse 
On the same race. He’s lucky, 

But oh! it makes me hate his big red head, 
And, were I free as you, I’d sooner wed 

Your Titan from Kentucky!” 


Knowingness, hot unrest, and shallow scorn 
Of high ideals and the lowly born 
Make promising equipment 
For budding womanhood. The ‘‘ Shyppe of 
Fools,” [Schools, 
Freighted with products of some Social 
Would show a motley shipment. 


Another chamber! Silent this and void 

Of loveliness and laughter. She ne’er toyed 
With Culture’s pleasant vices, 

This hard-faced woman with the el look, 

Bending intent above—a betting-book, 
Dreaming of—odds and prices. 


Delirious dreamings, such as ne’er were borne 

Through the old Gates of Ivory and Horn. 
‘«The sphere of modern Vision 

Means mainly ‘Speculation,’” quoth my 


guide 
‘* Tts ‘Golden Dreams’ are guaranteed to hide 
All prospects more Elysian.” 


Her coarse be-ringed red hands a pencil grasp; 

Eyes keen and fierce as those of Egypt’s asp 
Eagerly read and reckon. 

Her fingers crook, her glances gleam and shift; 

From that absorbing page they scarce would 
Though Israfel should beckon. (lift 


‘* A Lady Bookmaker,” my guide explained ; 

‘‘ Late fruit of competition unrestrained 
Betwixt the warring sexes. [goal 

Surely, good friend, she looks toward, that 


The social quidnunc vexes, 


‘* Sordid is she and subtle, coarse of speech, 
Braggart of mood. Has Manhood much to 
teach 
Its swiftly rising rival ? (fail, 
The gentler thing in Life’s long war may 
But this she-creature hard, and rudely hale, 
May hope for long ‘ survival.’ ” 


Hist! There’s a stumbling foot upon the 


stair | 
To that flushed face a look of pallid scare 
Comes, her full form seems shrunken. 
An angry oath! Wild eyes the doorway 
scan.— 
Some privileges still are left to Man,— 
At least when Man hath drunken. 
(To be continued.) 


FP 


the Monks of old’’ a considerable amount of 
falsehoods which have been accepted as facts 
until the appearance of F 
volumes about Henry THE EreuHtTH and the 
dissolution of the Monasteries, which, we 
were brought up to believe, were already sO 
dissolute as to render further dissolution 
superfluous. 
fully compiled from State Papers and indis- 
putable i 
would do well to revise histories for the use 
of schools, and let the pupils know what a 
mild, merciful, generous, charitable, Christian 
King was the Eighth Henry, and how candid, 
just, straightforward, forbearing, high-prin- 
cipled and unselfish were my Lord CRoMWELL 
and his agents, who playe 
with the ‘‘ Monks of Old.” 


Magazine for this month, in which 
deacon Farrar, with more of his archness 
than usual, becomes the apologist of the new 
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A FALSE START. 


Rogero’s, in the ‘‘ Anti-Jacobin.’’) 
Mr, B-L¥F-8 sings :— . 
WHEN now my own vague words I view, 
And see Gladstonians potting ’em,' 
L’wonder whether they ’ll be true, 
My clients, grateful for the U- 
~niversity I’m plotting ’em. 


Teaching"advantages less few 
They want; I schemed allotting ’em ; 
But, bless me! things look all askew, 
Along of this confounded U- 
-niversity I’m plotting ’em. 


Dissenters up in arms I view 
From Newcastle to Nottingham, 
E’en Churchmen hint it will not do, 
My unbaked notion of an U- 
-niversity I’m plotting ’em. 
The Rads, of course, make wild halloo, 
Their guns, they ’re double-shotting ’em; 
And true-blue Tories look more blue, 
When called on to explain the U- 
-niversity, I’m plotting ’em. 
The chances seem against it, too, 
Now carefully I’m totting ’em, 
And I must minimise—a few— 
My meaning as concerns that U- 
-niversity I’m plotting ’em. 
Pious opinions may be true, | 
Tis risky work out-trotting ’em ; 
And even I may get my gru- 
-el, if I do not drop that U- 
-niversity I’m plotting ’em. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


‘* Many have told,” sings the old song, ‘‘ of 


GASQUET’s two 


By the light of this work, care- 


documentary evidence, educators 


© Old Harry” 


In connection with this subject see Murray’s 
Arch- 


‘* Brotherhood of the Poor,’’ with ‘‘ vows of 
celibacy, poverty, and obedience.” And the 
Archdeacon thinks this isn’t Monastic! Lord 
GRIMTHORPE would probably call them imita- 
tion Monks, and would recommend them, 
instead of going to a Monastery, to set up in 
a Monky House. As to the costume, the Arch- 
deacon doesn’t say anything about this, The 
cowl will, of course, be worn. Why not 
adopt as the title of the New Order one 
already existing, and call them ‘‘Cowl-y” 
Brothers? Mrs. Kenpau is still giving her 
opinions. What is the value of her opinions ? 
The answer is a sum in proportion. The 
Magazine costs a shilling, and as the part is 
to the whole, &c., & What a pity Mrs. 
KeEnpaL didn’t advertise herself in America 
as ‘*The Coming K——’”’! It sounds a trifle 
like The Comyns Carr, but this wouldn’t 
have mattered—much. 
Tue Baron DE Boox- WORMS. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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MR. PUNCH’S NOTES FOR SEPTEMBER. 
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Ooroper 5, 1889.] PUNCH, 


OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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A SYMPOSIUM. 


Sirs, let us sit in a ring, and praise ourselves, 
Shut out the silence of a heedless age, 
And, with the music of the mutual page, — 

Charm fortune and renown, reluctant elves. 


Albeit our works adorn no alien shelves, 
Such chill cannot repress the noble rage 
That drives the poet from the public stage 

To rare academies of tens and twelves. 


I care not for your songs, nor ye for mine; 
But honied patience stills the waiting pain, 
Till each may tread the path the others trod. 


When my turn comes, I will not stint one line ; 
Still will I read, though you lave ears in vain, 
To my high lullaby constrained to nod. 


A RAIL AT A RAILWAY SYSTEM. 


Mr. Puncu, Sir,—I observe by your Correspondence 
from Aix-les-Baines that Sir MyLEs Fenton, the able and 
enlightened Manager of the South-Eastern Railway, has 
been on a visit to French territory with the object of 
studying the management of French Railways, and learn- 
ing what to avoid. I also see that there has recently been 
foregathered in the capitalof France a Congress of Railway 
Magnates. What their particular business was is not 
clearly set forth. Incidentally they seem to have dined 
together a good deal, gone out on pic-nics, attended the 
Opera, observed the fountains playing at Fontainebleau, 
and requisitioned all the available hackney carriages, to 
the disturbance of the public peace. Herr von BLowI7z, 
that great histriographer of our times, has related how 
one dinner which they sat down to could not have cost less 
than sixty francs a head, which, it seems, isall that need 
be said to describe a dinner. Being thus fortified in the 
inner man, and exhilarated in the spirit, I venture to 
suggest, for the experience and information of any still 
lingering in Paris, a short railway journey, which may 
be conveniently undertaken. 

The line recommended is the Ceinture Railway, and 
the particular section, that which connects the Northern 
system of France with the Southern. For English tra- 
vellers bound South, the Ceinture is not the least impor- 
tant link in the journey. The establishment of the line, 
a matter of recent accomplishment, was hailed with de- 
light by old travellers. It promised something more than 
delivering wayworn passengers from the necessity of 
driving across Paris from the Gare du Nord to the Gare 
de Lyons. That involved, as a preliminary, the exami- 
nation of baggage by the Custom-house officers at the 
station of arrival. With the new connecting railway the 
| traveller might pass through Paris to his destination with 
his baggage intact. That was the design and intention. 
But the spirit which inspires railway management in 
France has brought this little line, girdling the centre of 
civilisation, into a condition of grotesque incapacity. 

Take my lamentable case, Sir, coming and going. 
Arriving from London at the Gare du Nord, generous 
provision is made by the time-table for skirting Paris by 
the railway, dining at the Gare de Lyons, and leaving 
for the South at nine o’clock. You leave the Northern 
Station at 7°21, and arrive at the Southern at 8°17, allow- 
ing nearly three-quarters of an hour for dinner. The 
Circle Railway, after much puffing and groaning, 
delivered me at the Gare de Lyons with just ten minutes 
to spare before starting on the all-night journey south- 
ward. Impossible to get any dinner, only just time to 
change carriages. Returning, the Lyons mail was due 
shortly after seven o’clock in the morning, and arrived 
with commendable promptitude. The train for Calais 
left the Gare du Nord at 8:22. The interval was 
sufficient for an ordinary person to walk across Paris 
and catch his train. ‘The Circle Railway brought us 
triumphantly in half an hour after the English train had 
started northward ! : 

The system is so superbly stupid as to command admi- 
ration. No one seems to expect the train, and when it 
turns up at a station, or finds itself in some remote 
siding, it is treated with chilling indifference. One can 
always tell a comparatively new official by observing as 
we approach a slight raising of his eyebrows, his lips 
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L’EMBARRAS DU CHOIX. 
(A Question of the Day.) 


Miss Tabitha. ‘I wish I coULD MAKE UP MY MIND WHICH TO TAKE, MR. 
SapLER! THE Wire NET-work IS SAFER, BUT THEN THE BrowN LEATHER 
WITH LITTLE BRASS KNOBS IS SO MUCH MORE BECOMING—AND, BY JUST SNIPPING 
iv AT THE END, YOU KNOW, YOU LEAVE ALL THE FREEDOM NECESSARY FOR 
SELF-DEFENCE !” 


forming the exclamation, ‘‘Halloa! Here’s the Circle Train. Who’d have 
thought it.’ Older members of the staff take no notice, and after helplessly 
moving backwards and forwards, aimlessly waiting outside stations whilst 
processions of other trains pass in, the Circle Train, linking the two railway 
systems on one of the world’s highways, dodders into the Gare de Lyons, or 
the Gare du Nord as the case may be, inevitably too late for the trains with 
which itis in the time-table connected with abundant provision of overtime. 
Whilst the Railway Congressmen are taking this journey between the two 
stations, they will have full opportunity of dwe ing upon the whole system of 
railway management in France ; surely the most designedly offensive in the world. 
The principal object of the directors, faithfully interpreted by their subordinates, 
is to make the passenger uncomfortable whilst squeezing the uttermost farthing 
out of him. He is packed eight in a carriage if he goes by the ordinary first-class, 
mulct ina monstrous sum if he travels by coupé, charged a fabulous fee for 
sleeping accommodation, and treated throughout with an if-you-don’t-like-it- 
leave-it air that contrasts sadly with the civility of the British guard and the 
effusive readiness of the English railway porter. Gentlemen of England who live 
at home at ease are in the habit of occasionally filling up their leisure time by 
writing letters denouncing the management of English railways. For my part, 
I confess that one of the serenest moments of my life comes upon me when, 
having crossed the Channel after a severe course of Continental railways, I lean 
back in a carriage on the Chatham and Dover or the South-Eastern Line, and am 
swiftly and comfortably whirled to London.—Yours, Sir, with all respect, 
Travellers’ Club. A RETURNED NATIVE. 


Apvice Gratis.—The French Exhibition closes some time in October. To 
all who cannot visit Paris, and to those who ‘‘have been there, but still can’t 
go,” Mr. Punch, knowing that they already possess the special edition of Mr. 
Punch in Paris, confidently recommends The Paris Exposition, published 
by Surpxin, Marswatt & Co, No. 4, recently issued, is a first-rate specimen. 
Visitors will be in time for the Highland Games in Paris, where the kilted chiefs 
are going to stop a week and have their fling. 
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at toys, a genuine Caleb ila SER « hope a is oa yeni 
lOD. about. He has been at this sort of work for forty years, f 
A DEVONIAN his ee : ’s Summary, | commenced at Tunbridge, and worked at the Tunbridge Ware pal 
0 Bideford—Westward Ho !—Toying—Shakspeare - |the Tunbridge Ware was mowers end then. he fe cana : : 
Bile ford.—Chiefly remarkable for its bearing a dirty, sloshy, | will tell you that the English trade in toys is very limited, and that, 
river-side resemblance to Mayence, and for having a first-rate apie, of 
with a most interesting old oak-panelled dining-room in if, two 


with the exception of a few spécialités at 
ne ’ porns Se en ~ Pope oan 
i i carved ceiling. ere are also} boards, richly painted, — who nowadays 
ae ee ee tinies ead heavy donne in which were plays Pope Joan ’—and Aunt Sallies’ heads 
confined the Cavalier prisoners when the Roundheads had the upper- | for drawing-room practice, the toy-trade 
hand, but now used as cellars, in which not Cavaliers but Roundheads | has fallen almost exclusively into the hands 
are stowed away in the shape of casks of wine. A quaint old Inn, | of the Germans. 
with such modern Continental improvements as remind me, in a} We travel down to the end of the South- 
small way, of the Hétel St. Antoine at Antwerp. In the old oak- | Western line as far as Torrington—a lovely 
pannelled "room, with the strangely-decorated ceiling, KIN@sLEY | ran—then back to Bideford and Barnstaple, 
wrote the greater part of his Westward Ho !—at least, so we are | and then through scenery with which we are 
told. The information doesn’t interest me personally, as I never | now growing more and more familiar, and 
could get through the greater partof Westward Ho! From Bideford | about which, in spite of the proverbial 
we went on to Westward Ho! a short and rather pretty drive. consequence of familiarity, even CoPLEY \ 
Westward Ho !—Here is a Kingsley inn, Kingsley tradesmen,— 
none of them apparently doing a big business,—a Kingsley village, 


MarkHamM—who insists upon comparing SS 
everything with what he has seen abroad, to \~ NN 


SS ==. asit were,in|the disadvantage of what he is seeing in WS 
SS a very poor; Kngland—is already speaking in terms of 
a SS way, but|/respectful admiration. He is beginning to \ 


=. trying to live | woods, the flowers, the hedges, the green 
=S Sees 36 fields of pasture, and the glorious sea. Once FS 
= Paice he admitted that ‘‘the sea is something you Cale litmatde tis Seocwa, 


desolate- 
Slooking 
= ___—= Kingsley Col- 


<= SS SSSS— lege, without 
~ SSS any Kingsley 


Miss BrRonpEsty says, ‘‘ Of all the drear Mince ry even 
that pebble reach you see at a distance only looks like a lot of peri- 
winkles. Facing the Atlantic, it ought to be bracing, but give me 
Ilfracombe, the Torrs’ Walks, the penn’orths of sunset, the ride 
in a donkey-chaise to Lee, a few people to speak to, and Lundy 
Island between me and America! that’s goo enough for this poor 
benighted creature,” and off she goes in a convulsion of laughter 
at the idea of her ever being asked to live in such a place as 
Westward Ho! Our Own Mr. Cooxr says it has its advantages, 
but he does not specify them. Miss FRINTON, a young lady who 
makes a point of differing with everybody on any subject, raises her 


= students, so 
we were in- 
=a = formed; and 
ies as part and 
Lively Scene. parcel of the 
building, is a Kingsley College Chapel,—sounding so pleasantly like 
King’s College Chapel, but very few collegians, if any, to attend its eyebrows with her usual air of surprise, and says, ‘I rather like it. 
services. Then we arrive ata fine hotel in point of size, as dreary | [’should enjoy living at Westward To! ”” And Our Own Mrs, Coox, 
externally as a model lodging-house, but, internally, comfortably | whose one aim in life is to make everything pleasant, and to smooth 
furnished, with the finest billiard-rooms you could wish to see. A'| over all differences of opinion, observes that she ‘wouldn’t mind 
stretch of low-lying flat coast, such as you would expect in Holland, | staying there a short time if she were compelled to do so, and that no 
or between Pegwell, Sandwich, and Deal, offers a splendid ground | doubt it would be an excellent place for children.” 
for the increasing number of golfers, , This last recommendation I notice is generally brought in as a 
The houses about seem to have been planned by different archi- saving clause, after a place has been pretty generally abused ; 
tects, each one of whom tried to outdo the other in building something just as when everyone has agreed that somebody or other is an 
uglier and drearier than the last. ; unmitigated scoundrel, a charitable person deprecates so sweeping 
. Oho!” a fresh architect seems to have said to himself, as he| a condemnation by observing, ‘‘ Well, I’ve heard that he has done 
viewed the most recent work ot a rival, ‘the thought he could | some very kind actions; so he can’t be entirely bad.” 
make a dull and dreary building, did he? Bah! J°d show ’em When Suaxsprare wrote the line— Dreary, flat, stale, and un- 
ee dulness and dreariness mean ;” and at once he set to work to profitable,” he must have had Westward Ho! in his prophetic eye, 
fan and succeeded. ; Pree But for the effervescent enthusiasm aroused by Kinestexy, the place, 
K agna ae eae as ac 4 ¢ shadow of the once great name of/as a quiet out-of-the-way go-as-you-please locality, might have 
INGSLEY has tallen on this place, and Westward Ho! is in the] done well enough in its season, and a trifle to spare, but trop de zéle 
shade, and there it is likely to remain until the enterprising firm | hag temporarily arrested its progress, : 
: of Enrereay, OCaprran anp Tact 
take the place in hand, and make 
it into a success. Messrs. Mac- 
MILLAN, with their new and cheap 
re-issue of CHARLES KINGSLEY’s 
SS works, which, as I see, is having a 
big sale, have revived Kines.ry’s 
fame, but whether this will do any- 
thing for the place remains to be 
seen. Westward Ho? Westward 
Ho No! Let me go more North- 
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The Retort Courteous. 


Addressed to exulting Gladstonians, jubilant at their Jinding themselves at 
Sleaford, ‘* As in 1885.” = ig. pon 
Mans it hot for old CHAPLIN ? If you want him to totter,— 
ell,—the next time, my good friends, you had best make it Orrsr ! 
OS ee ee i 


EXTRACT FROM THE BALCARRES’ BIRTHDAY-BOOK (ETON EDITION), 


**Ts half-loafing better than no breeding ?” 
** All play and no work, Is what Lower Boy wants to shirk.” 
At the “ Sock” Shop.—Great distinction between an Eton Boy 
and an Eating Boy. Buta Half-Eton Boy is a miserable creature. 
€-Cofh: Sas ORR see 


APPROPRIATE SupsEct.—In the October number of that artistically 
got-up Magazine, Lhe Woman’s World, edited iby Mr, Osean Wixpx, 
there is an article with the heading “‘ Spoons.” Out of four pictures 
of ‘‘ Spoons” here given three are single. In the fourth plate,— 
which is a large one, hol ing five spoons,—there are two pairs, and 
one odd spoon out. The history, so far, of ‘Spoons’ is most interest- 
ing. What will be the next subject? Mashers? 


THEATRICAL Errquette.—Would it be correct to bpd the 


Lessee of the Haymarket and his wife as ** Yew Trees 


of the Curtain! Of the acting much may be said in praise—by those 
who are pleased with it. For instance, Mr. ALEXANDER will ie con- 
sidered excellent, no doubt, by those who are weary of the robust 
rincipal scenes of Messrs. Simms and Perrir’s “new ” drama, the style of Mr. TERRISss, and prefer something more delicate. M. S 
wan of Avon turning his back upon the characters. Certainly the is a most agreeable villain, and Miss Many Rorxe as a musdered 
work of the stock playwrights of the Adelphi on this occasion is| Woman renders valuable assistance to the management by not moying 


FROM THE ADELPHI TO DRURY LANE. 


Ir must be confessed that it is not surprising to find, in one of the 


a muscle when the stage-carpenters carry her bodily off as a bit of 
scenery while changing an interior into an exterior in the neighbour- 
hood of Leicester Square. For the rest, it may be hinted that the 
false nose of Mr. L. Rignoip, as a Hebrew usurer, is not (as 

W. A.” would put it) ‘‘entirely convincing.” Still with all its 
many merits—its clever characterisation, its sufficient illustration, 
its welcome ‘‘ guests” —London Day by Day is not quite the play to 
see Night by Night for many evenings without a certain sense of 
weariness, 

That The Royal Oak at Drury Lane should have excellent 
scenery, capital mise-en-scéne, and good acting, goes without saying, 
for is not DRURIOLANUS imperator at that admirable temple of the 
Drama? Since the first mien the play has been cut to very great 
advantage, for it is possible to have too much of a good thing. 
Perhaps it may be a little above the heads of the Stalls as a historical 
drama; but if it is, as a natural consequence it should be quite to 
the taste of the Dress Circle, Upper Boxes, and Gallery. Krom a 
literary point of view, it is quite worthy of the National Theatre, 
and gives a very good notion of the condition of affairs in 1651. The 
great scene of the Royal Oak is a magnificent stage picture, and the 
excitement of the chace after CHARLES THE SECOND is effectively 
combined with what may be aptly termed the humours of a comic 
luncheon-party. The final tableau of Tower Hill is valuable as a 
lifelike representation of an execution in the seventeenth century. 
As the piece contains all the ingredients of a sensation drama of the 
better class, it will be a matter not only of surprise but disappoint- 
ment if it does not keep its place in the bills until the time arrives 
for clearing the stage for the grand Christmas Pantomime. 


“SWEET SPIRIT, HEAR MY PRAYER!” 


John Bull. Stay, Spirit of Light, the most scintillant star 
In the glorious Star-spangled Banner—by far, 
Stay, Spirit of Light, yet awhile, and convince 
FERRANTI, and PENDER, and Gorpon, and [ncx, 
And other, my own lesser lights, if you may, 
That obscurantism—in Lighting—won’t pay. 
Edison. Nay, BuLL, my well-meaning but Hinkered old ’oss, 
You must do that yourself, or put up with the loss. 
I ees dropped you some tips, you must just make the best of 
em; 
Time—at your own plodding pace —must be test of them. 
I’ve kindly admitted you still have some * Somes 
But you haven’t yet mastered the big Dynamo. 
John{Bull. No, that’s what I fear ; my own knowledge is scanty, 
And I can’t decide between you and FERRANTI; 
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A “Scene”? in Leicester Square. 


searcely Shakspeareform. In fact London Day by Day (witha title 
evidently suggested by a standing column in a popular morning 
newspaper) reminds one more of the Family Herald than the Gentle 
Bard. Perhaps the piece is none the worse for that—at the Adelphi. 
The plot is simple enough. A gentleman called, amongst other 
names, De Belleville, imagines that he is the elder brother of the 
hero of the piece. But it is unnecessary to pursue this point further, 
as it leads to nothing. ‘The hero of the piece gets into the hands of 
some unscrupulous money-lenders, and, with the assistance of the 
villain, backs an accommodation bill. But it is superfluous to 
further refer to this matter, as it leads to nothing. The Heroine 
No. 1 of the piece, wrongfully accused of a theft, as the holder of a 
ticket of leave, neglects to report herself to the police. But this 
too, isan affair of no great importance, which leads to nothing. The 
Heroine No. 2 of the es lives in Leicester Square—apparently because 
she thinks she should, as she has married a Frenchman,—and, having 
abused her husband, gets murdered. But, as a matter of fact, the 
murder leads to nothing. Then we are introduced to some dear old 
Adelphi guests—quite the genuine articles—walking about together 
twos and twos, courteously explaining to one another the beauties 


Ae 
—) Why \Guk Nae / & But, if we are licked by Ber in, I must tr 
——, | \ \ Se (—_—— To stir up the slugs of the ‘* London Supp Foe 
| fs WW \\\% Ik hee Edison. Ah! do so, dear boy; you are slow to begin, 
Y a ba But when you have once made a start you may win— 


Oh! that wink’was quite friendly !—you ask Sir Jonn PENDER— 

And I wouldn’t tread upon corns that are tender. 

The sprite Electricity ’s wide in its action, 

Why shouldn’t you use it for lifts and for traction f 

Electrical Railroads—we ’ve thousands of miles 

In the States—you ignore, and a Yankee it riles 

To travel half-choked in your ‘Underground ”’ Tophet, 

Which lasts in defiance ot pleasure and profit. 

Britons must have a love for discomfort and mull, for 

They stick like grim death to dark, choke-damp and sulphur! 
John Bull. Then stay, Spirit, stay, till my guides are enlightened ‘ 
Edison. Great Scott, what a prospect! I feel fairly frightened. 

No, no, JoHN, I’m off. You are muddled, no doubt, 

By Monopoly, Prejudice, all the old rout ; 

Of obstructives that tangle your pathway like wires, 

But putting your foot down is all it requires. 

Au revoir! I can’t stay any longer this bout, 

I am off to invent Pmcthine else ; and no doubt 

By the time I come back with a startler or two, 

You’ll have got London lighted. But, hurry up, do! 

For I can’t make afpause in the Progress I love 

Till the big British Behemoth chooses to move. 

Ta-ta! You can do fairly well, if you try. 

For the present, you dear darned Old Country, good-bye! 


—— 
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Good Old Adelphi Guests behave in the Good Old Fashion. 
of the furniture—in a Bohemian Club, where the hero insults the 
villain, and the father of the hero (a General, in complete evening 
dress, save the gloves, which are of purple kid) calls the Villain a liar. 
But this, again, is merely a detail, and (as usual) leads to nothing. 
Then we are shown a scene depicting life in a police court (nothing in 
it), and the exterior of the Docks. In this last cheerful locality all the 
characters appear. They seem to be suffering from a weird mania, 
which takes the unusual shape of a wild desire to quit their native 
land as passengers on board the Bordeaux boat. Then the Villain is 
arrested, and the Hero and Heroine No. 1 plight their troths. Both 
events afford great satisfaction to the General in the purple gloves, 
who raises his imperial-hued hands to give a benediction. But the 
benediction leads to a very pleasant something indeed—the final fall 
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“Minmva Royartres.”—There’s a Commission at work to look | 
after these interests at home, Abroad the Ultra Reds constitute | 
themselves into a Commission for Undermining Royalties. 


———— 
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On HIs Way Home From Tue Paris EXaIsitTion, Our ARTIST 
TO GULLIVER AMONG THE HOUYHNHNMS, WITH (Happy 


“PAS DE QUATRE.” 


(As danced before the French E'ectorate by M. le Président Carnot, M. le 
Comte de Paris, Prince Jérime Napoleon, and General Boulanger.) 


Ox, what a mazy dance is ours around the electoral urns, 
Every one of us fired with hope, all feet to the front in turns ! 
Oh, what a four-fold, eight-legged spin, a slack-limbed, nimble-toed 
prance ! 
Elastic as hickory. 
Oh, Terpsichore | 
Can’t—we—dance ? 
See how we pirouette, our legs all different ways! 
Who can follow our steps in the Cerito, merry-toe maze ? 
Altogether, yet all apart, 
Each on his separate hook ; 
Splendid style, most superior art ! 
Wins all the world to look, 
Oh, what a crazy dance is ours, beating the Can-can hollow ! 
Which of the legs belongs to whom ’tis terribly hard to follow, 
Isle of Man penny not in it with us at circumvoluting spin ! 
Saltatorious ! 
Isn’t it glorious ? 
Which—will—win ? 
MENDELssoHN’s ‘ Roamer 
reels, 
But not even he had a chance with us 
Even Frep Voxgs, with his legs 
atwirl 


” knew all steps fiom minuets down to 


at the game of toes and heels, 
like spokes in the wheel of Ixion 


Had no look-in with us. 
Who could spin with us 
Our—wild—whirl ? 


CaRNOT capers in front—how long will he keep his place ?— 


Excellent Fuute-de- M, leux—in the circumambulant race ? 


M. Je Comte is pat and prompt, 
PLon-Pton igs spinning like steam, 

And oh, le Brav’ Général, spite of a limp, 
He dances on in a dream. 


7ARRY CAUGHT NAPPING AT LAST, 


MAKES A STUDY OF HIS HEAD FOR THE PROJECTED ILLUSTRATIONS © 
THOUGHT !) THE ‘‘ YAHOOS”’ ALL DRAWN FROM NATURE, 


Ah, what a Pas de Quatre is ours, a dizzy, delirious dance ! 
Which now, I wonder, will take the pas in the final judgment of 
France ? [are mixed, 
Carnot looks confident—thinks he wins—but, seeing how much we 
How long may chances last, 
Ere our dear France’s last 
Choice—is—fixed ? 


‘““WE” AT SEA, 

THE infusion of personalism in British J ournalism, in a consider- 
able measure the growth of pernicious influence burrowing in 
Northumberland Street, crops up in an unexpected quarter. The 
Daily News has a leading article giving a detailed and graphic 
account of how a yacht cleared the Skerries, and safely anchored in 
Pentland Firth. At the critical moment, ‘‘ when we can hear the 
thunder of the surge, and the roar of the sea against Lother Reef,” 
the following passage occurs: — 

‘The skipper crams his pipe into his pocket, and runs aft to take the helm. 


‘She can’t do it; get the spinnaker off her, Joun!? We take in the broad 
and flapping sail as best we may.” 


Of course it is no secret that the Editor of the Daily News, a brother 
Journalist of whom we are all prond, received at the baptismal font 
the name of Joun. That the skipper, having crammed his pipe in 
his pocket, should snap out the name, 1s reasonable enough. But that 
the incident should, in its colloquial form, be reported in the leading 
columns of a staid journal is, to say the least, unusual. Since, how- 
ever, it has been done, we confess to a feeling of regret that the 
Daily News is not yet an illustrated paper. We should like to see a 
good sketch of J. RK. R. adjusting his spectacles before tackling the 
spinnaker, and proceeding to wrestle with the broad and flappin 
sail, surrounded by an admiring circle, including ‘‘ the heron an 
the curlew, the seals that bask upon the shore, and the cormorants 
that dive in mid-channel.” 


Tae ‘‘ HiewEr Epucation”’ In Music.—Hire your piano (three 
years’ system), and then hire your music-master. 


[Ocrosper 5, 1889, 
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are said to be *‘loose bullies,” and others are dangerous. 
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walk with two fellows from another House. He said 
they were pals of his whom he got to know from playing 
in the same game. Could hardly sleep last night; 
afraid I don’t get enough to eat. 
Monday.—No sleep. Laid in a stock of melons and 
tinned lobster to keep me going. Have no appetite for 
vis meals. Eton seems a very dull place. Nothing to do 
ui if iiss except sock. I suppose the Governor means me to 
it read; but there aren’t any books of the sort I like in 
y) i our House Library, and it’s too much trouble to go up 
town and buy novels. : 
. Wel ef WY Tuesday.—Nothing to do. Rather seedy. Tried some 
ie 7] f fresh “sock-shops. Jack rather shy of me. Said he 
| We iF, j : 
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didn’t like to be seen with a fellow who did nothing but 

sock; said he expected I would be called ‘‘ Mamma’s 

toa ee or ‘‘ Muffins,” if I became a permanent 
oaf, 

Wednesday.—Felt very bad. Asked Matron if I 
couldn’t go home. Doctor came, and vowed I had over- 
eaten myself. What rot! Why, Mamma is always 
complaining of my poor appetite! He said I was as 
strong as a young horse, and only wanted early rising, 
regular meals, and lots of exercise. I callit a howling 
shame, 

After Six.—My Tutor confiscated my melons and 
tinned lobster. 

Thursday.—My Tutor has been influenced by the idiot 
of a Doctor. Sent for me, and said he wouldn’t stand 
any more malingering (that was his brutal word). “* You 
shall obey the same rules as other boys,” he says, ‘‘ for 
a week; and, if your health breaks down, you’re not 
fit for school-life.” Told him my constitution wouldn’t 
stand Football; that I had dyspepsia and nervous head- 
aches. ‘‘So have I,” says my Tutor. ‘‘But J play 
Football.” 

Friday.—Compelled to go into early school; managed 
to eat some breakfast, first time for several days. 
Captain of the House made me his fag. Sent me to 
‘‘Tittle Brown’s” for kidneys, and gave me some. 
Said, if I wanted help with my ‘‘ extra work” I might 
come to him. N.B.—Not such a brutal tyrant as I 
expected. 

To-day a match between my Tutor’s Lower Boys and 
another Tutor’s. Ours being a small House, I was 
needed to make up the eleven; my faye said, he 
would let me off fagging to-morrow if I played well. 
Is this a piece of the tyrant’s treachery ? 

Didn’t quite understand the rules, bat kicked the ball 
against one of the opposite side, and it went over their 
line, and I tumbled on the top of it, and our fellows all 
shouted, ‘* Well touched! that’s a rouge.” After that 
I played up like one o’clock; thought I should burst, 
but managed tosavea goal. All my side swore I was 
a hero, and ought to try for my House-colours, Captain 
of our Lower Boys asked me to tea with him; sausages 
very good. 

Went to aay My Tutor who had been watch- 
ing in South Meadow, congratulated me before all his 
pupils on my brilliant play. 

Drew pen-and-ink sketches of him—mild but magnifi - 
cent, on desk under cover of dictionaries. Better fun 
this than grinding in my own room. 

Saturday.—Slept like a top, and went into early 
school as fit as a pag tehier, ‘ 

My Tutor asked if I wanted to go home. I said, ‘‘ No, 
Sir, Eton’s the jolliest place in the world.” But 1 
didn’t think so when I was a “‘ loaf.”’ 


oO 
A Nursery Rhyme for the Breakfast Table. 


Make a loaf, bake a loaf, Baker’s Man! 

But, please, set about it on some cleaner plan, 
Go home and wash, and keep your nights free, 
And then what you bake will be relished by me! 


‘‘OF COURSE YOU NEEDN'T Work, FirzMILKSOPPE ; BUT PLAY YOU MUST, 
AND SHALL/” 


AN ETON LOAFER’S DIARY. 


Friday, September 27.—Dear Mamma has just left me, but if I feel at all 
unhappy she has promised to take me away. The Governor’s last words were, 
Tm not going to have RicHarn’s time for reading and his own amusements 
usurped by athletic tyrants. Some ofthese hulking bullies will want to make 
him play Football. Football, forsooth! Look at me. If I had wasted my youth 
on any of these nonsensical games, I shouldn’t be half the man Iam.” ‘‘ Probably 
he wouldn’t,” said Jack, “for he scales near 20 stone as it is.’ My Cousin 
Jack, a new boy like me, is awfully keen to play Football. It’s my private 
opinion that Jack’s an ass. 

Now J never cared for Football. So Mamma has got her Doctor to say I am not 
fit to play ; and I’m not to get up at seven o’clock in the cold mornings for 
early school, but to keep in bed till the room gets properly warmed, and the maid 
brings my hot water; and I’m not to sit in a draughty pupil-room ; and I’m 
not to do any fagging, because I might scald myself bringing up kettles, or catch 
a chill after toasting before a blazing fire. Besides, Mamma fears the big boys 
might be rough with me. SoI ought to have a good time. : 

Saturday.—Was waked by noise of fellows running into school. Lay in 
bed for two hours. Very glad I hadn’t to go out into the cold. Maid forgot my 
hot water; room didn’t seem to get any warmer. Scalded myself making my 

wn tea. 

Jack said I was a fool to funk fagging: his fagmaster was a ripper, and had 
given him a cold grouse that he didn’t want for breakfast. : 

After Twelve.—All the other Lower Boys went to pupil-room. Was just 
strolling out, when my Tutor nailed me; gave me a lot of Sertum to do in my 
own room. 

After Four.—A Lower Boy Game, Told the Captain of the House I was for- 
bidden to play. He only said, ‘‘ Poor beggar ; what on earth do you mean to 
do? Pe time you’ ll have of it.” Having nothing better to do, went up to 
town to ROwLAND’s. Had three blackberry_messes, scolloped prawns, ices, 
oyster patties, and meringues and cream. First good meal since I came to 

ton. Better fun this than trotting about after a dirty ball. ; 

Five o’ Clock School.--Room very cold. Fools who had been playing, all said 
it was hot, and asked to have door a 

Sunday.—Very dull. Other fellows talk of nothing but ‘“rouges” and 
‘‘bullies”’ There seem to be a good many “bullies ” here; some of them 
Jack went for a 


Goop old Mrs. R., was recommended by one of her 
nephews, who is on the Stock Exchange, to take a few 
shares in the Company formed for raising the Treasure 
Ship, but she said that she thought she should prefer a 
few in the ‘* Bullion Fleet,” which must necessarily have 
a better chance than only one Ship. 


‘SA Man’s A Man For A’ Toat.”—See Burns’ Works 
Complete. Docks Edition. Edited by H.E. Card. Man- 
nina, the Lorp Mayor, and 8. Buxron, M.P. 
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| A REAL “VEGETABLE” CONFERENCE, 


[Mr. J. Wriant, at the ‘ Vegetable Conference,” read a paper 
on ‘‘ The Food of Vegetables.”’] 


Turnip. They tell us, at the Conference at Chiswick, 
We Vegetables need both food and physic. | 
Potato. True; and the fact my mind, dear friend, much 


eases— 
I trust they ’ll try to doctor my diseases, 
I’m such a dreadful invalid ! , 
Turnip. Ah! chronic. | 
Potato. Now, my dear Turnip, do not be laconic. 

I know I’m like my patron, Pappy, troublesome——_ 

Turmp. Well, do not dwell on your complaints—it 
doubles ’em ! 

Potato. Don’t! I could cry my eyes out at your 
chilliness. 

Turnip. Now, don’t get ‘‘ waxy.’’ Mealy-mouthed soft 
silliness 

Won’t help you—or the Irishmen, you know. 

You do not want more land—you want more hoe. 
Potato. You Batrour of the beds, I hoe you one! 
Turnip. Fancy a tuber stooping to a pun | 

But Irishmen are good at owing. Paying 

Is much less in their line. 

Potato. What are you saying ? 

Well, Mr. Wrieut assures us, I declare, 

We Vegetables mostly live on air, 

That ninety out of every hundred parts 

Of that which lifts our heads and swells our hearts 

Is *‘ atmospheric food,”’ which simply passes 

Into our—stomachs say—from rain and gases. 

Poor Par might pay the Landlord every quarter, 

If he, like us, could live on air and water. 

Turnip. Oh, he lives on the ‘‘ gas” of agitators, 

Who of his soil are the worst cultivators. 

Batrour’s ‘‘ cold water’? works some wondrous cures. 
Potato. I prefer GLADsTONE’s nourishing manures, 

Quick-acting nitrates, sulphates and ammoniates—— 
Turnip. Pooh! What Par Murry longs for, Mike 

Motonry hates. 
How can you feed—or physic—such a crop, 
So changeful, so capricious ? 
Potato. Oh, do stop! 
SOLVENT! You cold and squashy creature, you ’re unable 
3 iS To understand my vegetable fable. 
Poulierer (to New Page from ‘‘ The Hall,” who had been sent Sor a Brace o’ Birds). | Turnip, One thing I understand, ’tis that in general, 
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‘Do THEY WANT "EM Trussep ?” ; We feed on gas and matters moist and mineral, 
_ Page. Trust ! (Indignantly.) “No! D’ye ruink wz can’t—— Herg,| So that it seems— twill fog the new sectarians— 
I’Lu Pay FoR ’EM !—— [Settles.| That Vegetables are not Vegetarians! - 


Dangle (reading). ‘‘ Brutus to Dangle (readin ). ** Cassius to 
GAGGING THE DRAMATIST, Tord aa ae a Second. Chaps Phicd Letter on the 
Wirnovr referring to the rights and wrongs of the Gilbert v.|pcy 1 oe cy the Army Stat] Sw eee 
Boosey case, every Dramatist mee aymipatlice with Bry tpovilas ee "par ee euine extract of Stuf! * 7. Doings on the 
dramatic author who wishes to prevent the performance of one of 5 ri Srom St Kitts. Cowheath Congo. Nenu ae ence. 
his pieces to which the actors have ‘left but the name” of the th . So Ch, mk EH ins eee Compuleong ities ft Public 
author as an attraction on the play-bill. There are some leading 0 ES ae Schools, Old Etonian writes 
actors who will and can gag, and who are uncommonly happy in im-| Roderigo, in Othello, might add a little more ‘ go” to the livelier 
other subsequently become stereotyped as part and parcel pach _ i pers by sienna his intention of giving Cassio 
ece, : Sam ‘two love ack eyes,”’ and Hamlet could i " 
What is rarely, if ever, justifiable, is the introduction of the slang | come to think of ib” into his metaphyaloseeptege on alta 
of to-day in any piece (not being Extravaganza or Opéra bouffe) | Ophelia as “‘ one of the angelic choir.” 
the action of which is cast in an earlier century. Such gagging is enough to make “ the Ghost walk” at other times 
Take, for example, GorpsmitH’s She Stoops to Conquer. The| besides Saturday’s treasury. What are we to think of the shock 
pee cast for Mrs, Hardcastle would be scarcely justified in intro- administered to the feelings of the living dramatist who drops 
ucing modern variations of this sort :— in, after his piece has been running a month or two, to find his finest 
‘Onreny ar Tex, Tyipe Are ae. Be peachy ok a of ce noe ee or else, perhaps, 
Hastings. Never there! You Hastings. Never up in Town! | catch-word aE interpolated bit of ‘ basnese for: mak ke ts tint 
amaze me! From your air and You astonish me. Why, from |}only not responsible, but shudders on hearin ae nh it oe 
manner I concluded you had been your style, I should say that you | positive literary blemish and excrescence on hi * KP Perhi 3s 
bred all your life either at Rane- had passed all your life in Bromp- | author might get his protection and d a the” 1 bill Sate 3 
agh, St. James’s, or Tower Wharf. ton Square or Bayswater, could give his name AEN ori ‘nal ane th d Se Ee ener 
pea Be Poa oette, O! Sir. Mrs. Hardcastle. O! come now, |and announce that ‘‘ the introduced gags this evening will he Le 
you're eee eased to say so; you’re chafling! * * * * but who | Messrs. Gurraw, SIDESPLITTER, Wacstarr, Mummer, and Mucarr.” 


ut who can have a is up to any styl ’ wos : : : 
manner that has never soon thy UP ay ao eee bk Bere something in this suggestion—‘‘ when you come to think 


Pantheon, the Grotto Gardens, Palace, and a West-End Music- AE 


the Borough, and such places, hall 
us ) or two, and such places as : 
"tale fashion Desa et aot by fhe Upper en | opm Asgeugtons In Pall Mall infant of «nase nt fa from 
von /7angle, in SHERIDAN’S Critic, where he is running | of the Office of ‘‘The Lady G ides,” and, i i ih 
over the headings of the day’s news, might be disposed to modernise it, was another board, math theetn ile waa cok ‘Gain 


the items as follows, —the gag being given parallel with the original :— | Coincidence! 
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MR: PUNCH’S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. No. 1. 


‘(Maria Weod,” or Fire-wood? Puzzle-Headed People Series. No.1. | Friar Farrar’s Chant. 
Councrrman! To Maria Wood Wuar is this Grand Head made of ? | (To a well-known Refrain.) 
Fidelity thou sworest. ixamine it well, | Vow for Vow f 
If thee the river doth not please, And soon you’ll tell Bat : ep f the Vow for a day ; 
Shouldst thou prefer the shady What the Grand Head is made of. ut alas for the Vow that vows alway. 
trees as Pe | pees ae TY SR 
For rest ? Shun good Maria Wood, Boutaxeism In Enctanp.—The threatened | _ DIvISION OF Poxiricrans. — Leaders of 
And go to Epping Forest! Bakers’ Strike, | Writers, and Writers of ‘‘ Leaders.” 


MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 
No. [X.—TuHeE DUETTISTS. 


‘Duet and Dance” form so important a feature in Music- 
poate at iatarients, that they could hardly, with any propriety, be 
neglected in a model pooplis ton: such as Mr. ae 8: sore oie 

i r more than one example 0 : 
poset eae Smbt be nay aaa For some reason or other, the habit 
of singing in pairs would seem to induce a pes- 
simistic tone of mind in most Music-hall artistes, 
and—why, Mr. Punch does not pretend to 
say—this cynicism is always more marked when 
-~ the performers are of the softer sex. Our pre- 

‘sent study is intended to fulfil the requirements 
of the most confirmed female sceptic, and, 
though the Message of the Music- alls may 
have been given worthier and fuller expression 
by pens more practised in such compositions, 
Mr. Punch is still modestly confident that this 
ditty, with all its shortcomings, can be sung in 
any Music-hall in the Metropolis without ex- 
citing any sentiment other than entire approval 
of the teaching it conveys. One drawback, 
indeed, it has, but that concerns the performers 
alone. For the sake of affording contrast and 
relief, it was thought expedient that one of the 
fair duettists should profess an optimism which 
may—perhaps must—tend to impair her popu- 
larity. A conscientious artiste may legitimately 
object, for the sake of her professional repu- 
tation, to present herself in so humiliating a character as that of an 
ingénue, and a female ‘‘Juggins”; and it does seem as if the 
Cynical Sister must inevitably monopolise the sympathies of an 
enlightened audience. However, this difficulty is less formidable 
than it appears; it should be easy for the Unsophisticated Sister to 
convey a subtle suggestion here and there, possibly in the incidental 
dance between the verses, that she is not really inferior to her 
partner in smartness and knowledge of the world. But perhaps it 
would be the fairest arrangement if the Sisters could agree to alter- 
nate so ungrateful a réle, 

First Verse. 


First Sister (placing three of the fingers of her left hand on her 
heart, and extending her right arm in timid appeal), 
Dear Sister, of late I’m beginning to doubt 
If the world is as black as they paint it. 
It mayn’t be as bad as some try to make out-—— 
Second Sister (with an elaborate mock courtesy). That zs a discovery! 
: Mayn’t it ? 
First S. (abashed). I’m sure there are sev’ral who aren’t a bad lot, 
And some sort of principle seem to have got, 
For they act on the square—— 
Second S. Don’t you talk tommy-rot! 
It’s done for advertisement, ain’t it ? 


Refrain, 
Second S. Why, there’s nobody at bottom any better than the rest! 
First S. Are you sure of it ? 
Second S. I’m telling you, and J know, 
The principle they act upon ’s whatever pays ’em best, 
And the only real religion now is—Rhino! 
[The last word must be rendered with full metallic effect. A step- 
dance, expressive of conviction on one part and incipient waver- 
ing on the other, should be performed between the verses. 


Second Verse, 


First S. (returning, shaken, to the charge). Some unmarried men 
lead respectable lives. 
Second \. (decisively). Well, I’ve never happened to meet them ! 
First S. There are husbands who’re always polite to their wives. 
Second S. Of course—if their better halves beat them! 
First S. Some tradesmen have consciences, so I’ve heard said ; 
heir provisions are never adultera-téd, 
But they treat all their customers fairly instead. 
Second S. ’Cause they don’t find it answer to cheat them ! 


Refrain, 


First 8. one 


Second 8. N 0,—They’re none of em at bottom any better than the rest. 
Second S. I’m speaking from experience, and I know. 


If you could put a window-pane in everybody’s breast, 
the hearts was written—“ Rhino!” 
ae Third Verse. 

wet S, There are girls you can’t tempt with a title or gold. 
Second S, There may be—but I’ve never seen one, : 
First S. Some much prefer love in a cottage, I’m told. 


You’d see on all 
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Second S. (putting her arms a-kimbo). If you swallow that, you’re a 
green one! 
They ’ll stick to their lover so long as he’s cash, 
When it’s gone, they look out for a wealthier mash. 
A girl on the gush talks unpractical trash— 
When it comes to the point, she’s a keen one! 


Refrain. 


First. S. Then, are none of us at bottom any better than the rest ? 
Second S. (cheerfully). Not a bit; I am a girl myself, and J know. i 
First S. You surely wouldn’t give your hand to someone you detest i 
Second S. Why, rather—if he’s rolling in the Rhino! 


Fourth Verse. 


First S. Philanthropists give up their lives to the poor. 
Second S. It’s chiefly with tracts they present them. 
First S. Still, some self-denial I’m sure they endure ? 
Second S. It’s their hobby, and seems to content them ! 
First S. But don’t they go into those horrible slums? 
Second S. Sometimes—with a flourish of trumpets and drums. 
First S. I’ve heard they ’ve collected magnificent sums. 
Second S, And nobody knows how they ’ve spent them ! 
Refrain. 
Second S. Ng they ’re none of ’em at bottom any better than the 
rest 
They are only bigger hypocrites, as J know; | 
They ’ve famous opportunities for feathering their nest, 
When so many fools are ready with the Rhino! _ 


Fifth Verse. 


First S. Our Statesmen are prompted by Duty alone. 
Second S. (compassionately). Whoever’s been gammoning you so ? 
First S. They wouldn’t seek office for ends of their own ? 
Second S. What else would induce ’em todo soP 
First S. But Time, Health, and Money they all sacrifice. 
Second S. 1’d do it myself at a quarter the price. 
There ’s pickings for all, and they needn’t ask twice, 
For they ’re able to put on the screw so! 
Refrain (together). 
No, they ’re none of ’em at bottom any better than the rest! 
They may kid to their constituents—but I know; 
Whatever lofty sentiments their speeches may suggest, 
They regulate their actions by the Rhino! 
[Here the pair will perform a final step-dance, wdicative of 
enlightened scepticism, and skip off in an effusion of sisterly 
sympathy, amidst enthusiastic applause. 


NEXT SESSION’S PROGRAMME. 


THE business of next Session is already occupying the attention of 
eminent Statesmen. Mr. CHAMBERLAIN admits that it must be an Irish 
Session; Lord Hartineton stipulates that the Land Question shall 
be settled before Local Government is grappled with; Mr. BALFouR 
promises a Catholic University Endowment Bill; and Mr. GrapsTonE 
says, “‘it is only a lightning conductor’”—which we trust is 
Parliamentary language. This is all very well; but the arrange- 
ments fundamentally err in leaving Mr. Jacosy out. That great 
Parliamentary tactician has been attending a public meeting con- 
vened at Belper, to urge, in the interest of hand-framework knit- 
ters, that all hand-made stockings shall be marked to distinguish 
them from machine-made goods. Mr. Jacopy has pledged himself 
that this shall be done. The Nottingham Guardian supplies the 
following report of the Hon. Member’s remarks :— 

“¢ He hoped it would not be a political question, and that they would be able 
to get some gentlemen who sat on the other side of the House to support 
them when the matter came before the House of Commons. However that 
might be, he had some little experience lately of whipping up Members of 
Parliament, and it was wonderful what a little experience did in those 
matters, how easy it was to get to know the innermost thoughts of men when 
they came to ‘whip’ them. He should feel it his privilege to use some of 
the experience he had gained as a whip when the question was before the 
House of Commons, in order not only to secure a good attendance in the 
House, but to put a sufficient amount of pressure on the Government.” 


Every schoolboy, as MacavLay used to say, will bear testimony to 
the shrewdness of the remark as to the effect of whipping in drawin 
forth expression of the innermost thoughts of the person nperated 
upon. The opening sentence appears to indicate an intention on 
Mr. Jacosy’s part to forestal Mr. CHAMBERLAIN in the establishment 
of a National Party. So that he fills his stocking, he evidently does 
not care from what part of the House he draws contributions. He 
gives fair notice to the Government that he intends to have his way 
in this matter. It is just as well that the notice is timely, so that 
the Cabinet, in arranging the business of the Session, may put, as it 
were, their best stocking-leg forward in the endeavour to meet hi 
views. JACOBY’s war-cry is: ‘‘_2 bas everything except Jes bas /” 


Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
To this rule 
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Lee a 


A DEVONIAN PERIOD. their veils and 


smirk, glancing 
slily in the direc- 
tion of the pho- 
tographer, so as 
to catch his eye 
Sif possible, and 
-| secure his special 
if not exclusive 
attention. 
Then The De- 
fiance starts, and 
a lively drive we 
have to Lyxton. 
The gentlemen 
are requested to 
= ‘| walk up the worst 
X @p hill, just out of 

% |Parracoombe, 
which some do 
cheerfully | aoe 
; : : some ingly, 
as not having paid to walk. All sit well back and a . t = 
descend into Lynton. 
We furtively glance at one another to see how each one of us likes 
going down this precipitous descent. Catching each other’s eye, we 
smile,—forced. smiles,—merely to encourage the performance. Miss 
BRonDESLY laughs hysterically, stiffens herself as if to meet a shock, 
clutches her handkerchief, which she has rolled up into a small ball, 
with one hand, and grips the back rail with the other. Our Own Mrs. 
Coox smiles nervously. We try to distract each other’s attention 
and our own from the present crisis by pretending to admire distant 
scenery; but the evident effort is a failure, especially when tried 


; & 
= / 
A Gk 


BATHING RECIPROCITIES. 


THERE is a magnificent swimming-bath attached—I may say 
deeply, in some parts, at least, attached—to the hotel. But 
the Philosopher, the Poet, and myself, have never been able to make 
any use of it, because from ten to two it is given up to the ladies ; 
and as from twelve to one—i.e., before luncheon—happens to be the 
only hour when a swim in a certain temperature is recommended us by 
the faculty, and the alternative of open-air sea-bathing involves so 
much discomfort, we have been reluctantly compelled to abandon all 
idea of testing the merits of the Ilfracombe Hotel Swimming Bath 
until such time as the present inconvenient rule is altered, or a 
separate bath built for the unfair sex who wish to have everything 
their own way. With only one swimming-bath, surely the ladies 
(bless ’em !) could be satisfied with three mornings a week, and give 
the gentlemen a chance, at all events, from mid-day till 1°30 on the 
other three, Sundays not being included. 

The sea-shore bathing is pleasant enough forthose who like a/ 
fresco entertainment; and it is as free-and-easy as at a French 
watering-place. It is true there is one place set apart for the Nep- 
tunes, and another for the Amphitrites. But these invidious 
distinctions are frequently set aside. One day I saw two soberly 
attired elderly ladies in the gentlemen’s bathing-cove, seated reading, 
and occasionally looking up to see what the bathers were doing. I 
could not see what they were reading, but perhaps these two ladies 
were members of the Salvation Army, delivering sermons to the 
bathers. The only reason I had for thinking that they might possibly 
belong to the Salvation Army was, that they were seated on camp- 
stools. However, gentlemen stroll into the cove reserved for ladies, 
and so there can be no cause for complaint. 

‘“‘ We must visit Lynton,” says Our Own Mr. Coox. 

‘Hear, hear!” interrupts Harry SKRYMMAGER. ‘*T recollect. I 
had to get up poetry for my exam. Beautiful description— 


«6¢Qn Lynton, when the sun was low ?_—”? 


‘“‘ Excuse me,” says the Poet, ‘‘ you mean Linden.” 

“Do 1?” returns SKRYMMAGER, reflectively. ‘‘ Well, perhaps I 
do. Awtul jolly place, Miss NETLEY. Stunning good ferns there. 
Let’s go.’ 

There are plenty of four-horse coaches travelling between Ilfra- 
combe and Lynton, and the horn is tootling all day. The chief 
coaches,—which I may term the Government Coaches,—supplied 
from Messrs. Poot and Woop’s stables, are called The Defiance and 
The Dreadnought. The Opposition is represented by Sam Some- 
body’s Coach, and two “ sharrybangs” named. respectively Tickler 
and Teazer. Beautiful subject for a political picture. The Defiance 
driven by Lord Satispury, and The Dreadnought by the Right Hon. 
Anruur BaLrour, Zickler by Mr. Trw Heaty, and Zeazer by Mr. 
LABOUCHERE. Every morning these coaches and the ‘‘ sharrybangs”’ 
Teazer and Tickler keep the town alive with their coach-horns. The 
first Government coach for Lynton starts at 9°15, and commences 
proceedings by pane to have its likeness taken every morning 
regularly in front of the Clarence Hotel. Great rush, on these occa- 
sions, of every lounger to get himself into focus with The Defiance, 
and be taken, not by coach, but by photographer. All the out- 
siders are ‘‘in it,’’ which sounds paradoxical, but so it is. 

‘© Now, Gentlemen and Ladies!” says the coachman, in a white 
hat, which has had its pristine gloss taken off it by exposure to all r : 
sorts and conditions of weather, *‘ Now, Gentlemen and Ladies, keep| ‘‘ You ARE OLD FaTHER Wit11AM.”—A contributor to the Figaro, 
still, if you please 1? And then everyone puts on his and her most | writing about M. Coq@vELin’s return to the Francais, mentions that 
festive appearance, all strike attitudes, and one or two, afraid this clever comedian has got an adaptation, by M. Pav Detarr, of 


of being lost in the crowd, stand up surreptitiously, and so exclude SHAKSPEARE’S Taming of the Shrew, called, La Mégeére Corrigée. 
some shy and nervous passenger on the back seat. Everybody pre- 


But the writer does not anticipate much success for the venture. 
tends utter indifference to the operation, both before and after ; but «Pas trés communicative, en France, du moins,” he says, ‘la 
for all that the gentlemen give a jaunty jerk to their hats, arrange | gateté du vieux WituaM.” Perhaps M. Coauetin had better leave 


their coat-collars and twist their moustaches, while the ladies lift! old W1iLLIAM’s farcical comedy alone. 
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Nothing when you’re used to it. 


on Our Own Mrs. Coox, to whom, as I keep one eye on the off-leader, 
I point out the distant prospect of hill and wood, and say, “* Look! 
‘en’t that beautiful?” She replies, in a jerky tone—‘* Oh—yes— 
very pretty—beautiful!” and you don’t get her to take her eyes off 
the horses, or her hands off the rail—she is prepared to jump off any- 
where at the shortest notice—until we are safely ascending the next 
hill. Then we take'a long‘breath, mutually congratulate one another, 
and look admiringly at the coachman, in whom we all have the most 
unbounded confidence. 

Lynton is lovely. All I say now 1s, Go there and see. Capital 
luncheon, and reasonable prices, at the Valley of Rocks Hotel. 

Advice gratis.—Take small traps, and drive by the lower road to 
Lynton, stopping for refreshment at the Hunter’s Inn, and going 
down to Heddon’s Mouth. Coach doesn’t do this. And only a very 
first-rate experienced driver, as 18 the proprietor of The Defiance, for 
example, can safely conduct a ** charrybang”’ along that rough road, 
a considerable part of which, like most of the Devonshire lanes, is 
length without breadth, and a tight fit for one. 
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| [and vale 


ale ; 
And they ries wandered free through wold 
Young, healthy, rustic lovers. 


| | Drawn by the ever-widening whirlpool down 
(HHH) To the huge maddening Maelstrém called the 
Ai 


iis Hi (ys, own ; 
li ii mn Behold them vainly prctling 
| | That great competitive Carmagnole-dance, 


Se 


| 
HHI 
HTK More frenzied than the frantic whirl of France, 


Whose music is death’s knelling. 


| Re hat D f Death, what Witches’ Round, 

| FE ‘ies andes fy [Greed ? 
YY re More dread than that wild whirl of Need and 
ie: | Madmen tarantula-bitten, 


Dervishes frei aes less blindly spin | 
Than captives of that huge commercial gin, 
By hope-light never litten. 


‘‘These hoped,’? my guide exclaimed, ‘‘ for 
some brief space, : [grace. 
Whilst he had manhood, and whilst she had 
Thy rack, relentless Labour, 5 
Soon slays down all the sweetnesses of Life. 
How soon will they relinquish the fieree strife, 
Like her, their hideous neighbour ? 


‘* She laboured once, once loved. Strange 
product, she, : 
Of Laissez Fuire and the new Chivalry!” 
Not toiling, nay nor spinning, 
This other spectre of the Slum ; she sits 
With slattern garb and spirit-sodden wits. 
That smile once sweet and winning? 


The satyr grinning of a classic mask 
Leerslessrevolting. Drudgery’sgrinding task, 
a\\ Mi) ||) | | {, ffi fy fi iy Has this for one fair issue. 
Wee Wf) ///j YD fff Ama iby Bay Labour unstirred by love, unstarred by hope, 
YY) D4 / JANA AA Leads hither! Vain to weave the glittering 
In poesy’s golden tissue. [trope 


The dignity of labour? Taking phrase, 
To form a tag for song in simpler days 
f lyric exaltation. 
Bat who is he who gathers dignity 
From Labour, which involves man’s misery, 
And woman’s degradation ? 


‘‘Behold!’? my guide exclaimed. I looked 
A portl a ah thous j 
portly person with prognathous jaw, 
And lips like purple lizards. gold, 
A thing that seemed to reek of greed and 
With fat fast-clutching hands, and eyes as 
As caste, or arctic blizzards. cold 


He lolled upon a velvet-cushioned couch, 

His bulk agleam with glittering gem and ouch; 
Watching his breast’s upheaval, 

For all his shape of man, and sheen of gold, 

Methought that so the saurian might have 


_Tolled 
Swine-like in slime primeval. 
““GROUND GAME.” ‘*A Lord of oe London!” laughed my 
Wife, ‘‘ AH, THEN YOU ’VE BEEN SUCCESSFUL AT LAST, DEAR!” ‘A civic pene "a thing of pomp and pride 
; b b 


Husband (prevaricating). ‘‘YE—yus, I Bacazep——’ A magnate of the City 
Wife (sniffing). ‘‘AND HIGH TIME you DID! I SHOULD sAY BY THE—OH !—IT MUST BE| Pogsessed of power and popular repute ; 
CooKED TO-DAY |” [1t came out afterwards the Impostor had bagged it at the Poulterer’s ! A self-made hero, and a selfish brute — 


Barren of human pity. 


UNTILED - OR THE MODERN ASMODEUS. Here, in cold scorn of decency and health, ‘¢The Dagon-idol of a moneyed mob. 
oe Proceeds that manufacturing of wealth Life’s secret, friend, is reirottens how to rob. 
2 Which seems the Town 8 chief duty. A solemn unction hallows 
“« Rooxerres must be put down |?” So, ten amen . alembic in ae dreary den Accepted styles, they ’re secret, and succeed, 
years since, ry <¢ a succubus, the sap of men, Whereas unfashionable systems lead 
All mest: priest, philanthropist, or prince nd woman’s youth and beauty. To prison or the gallows.” 
. Accorded in asserting. _ mist | The steam that surges up like Tophet’s breath I watched th ing o’er-his wi 
peoment 5 here! This scene of mirk and| From this dim haunt of toil, and sin, and His gotta ened ties 
penta e apenomnic analyst. P Reeks with a foul infection. _[death, See! they take shape before us, . 
ay, 1s it not diverting ? What if some moral search -light’s sudden | Rank grovels, Beauty bows to such success, 
- my guide queried with a mirthless smile. glare : Loud in his praise the platform and the 
arkness possessed the city mile on mile, The loathly secrets of the slum laid bare Chant an ecstatic chorus. [press 
Were Quy rere the night's thick shadows To Fashion’s close inspection ? And there in the dream’s background pallid 
< = siyrs zee pescr a: ee dank. | Here festering toil, there congregated crime, nme ground pallid, 
a ae Ebene rank | In thick miasma, and ’midst sodden slime! |1 see those huddled spectres of the slum, 


This rotting roof-tree covers Grim phantoms cold, intrusive, 
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DEAD HEART ALIVE! 
Mabille 
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Enter Insignificant Aristocratic Voluptuary through window — 
Insignificant Arist. (trying to put his arms round her waist). You 
are mine! 


PROLOGUE. Scunz—Gardens somewhere tn pete, OFA Wicked | Ellen (startled into telling the truth). Why, you poor weak- 


rhaps, about 1771. Very pretty and effective. 
Abbé Ea wcnors and Insignificant Aristocratic Voluptuary. 
Insignificant Aristocratic Voluptuary. Are you a Monsignore ? 
Wicked Abbé B. (considering). Aw—no. 


head on one side, like Barnaby Rudge’s Raven.) Why do you ask ? 


Insignificant Arist. (feebly). Because you’re dressed in purple. 
Never heard of any ecclesiastic wearing purple, ’cept Bishop, or 


Canon, or Monsignore. 


Wicked Abbé B. (considering). Aw—you see—l—aw—am going 
n 


to wear black in the next Act—aw. So this makes a change. 
it’s effective—eh ? (Karnestly.) I hope it’s correct? 


Insignificant Arist. My dear fellow, as Wicked Abbé you’re not 


Aha! ‘‘What’s the odds 
But 
(Insignificant Aristocrat appears interested. Abbé 
Her lover Lanpry has 
I shall at 
et an order to ‘‘admit one”’ to the Chamber of Horrors in the 
[They go up talking. 


expected to be correct. 

Wicked Abbé B. (with short laugh). True. 
as longas you’re Abbé ?”? (Remembers what they ’re there for.) 
about the girl P 
continues darkly.) You_can possess her, 
called me ‘‘the Court Jackal.” Stupid, but offensive. 
once 
Bastille. He’ll be the ‘‘one.”? Aha! See? 

Enter Good Old ARTHUR STIRLING with Miss KATE PHILLIPs and 
merry members of the Democracy. 


Miss Kate Phillips (to Good Old AxtHuR). They call-you ‘‘the bear.” 


Good Old Arthur (growhng). Um! And What’s Purrties? 


Miss Kate. Not me, ARTHUR. WArTrTs wrote the piece, years and 
It’s been furbished up 


years ago. 


= | A (by anothor W. P. for this occasion, 
a |, U) » which it’s WALTER Pottock. But 

i "ta Pay ‘“‘ Watts in a name?” 
ISAS hid Enter Mr. Henry Irvine as a 
merry, light-hearted, canary- 


All so glad to see him. 


MNS sf 
Ns ‘FG SR 
pean 
Wh Wy My 
AVA ANS 


stall’), 
Ellen 


Where’s ELten Terry ? 
(bounding on). 


so happy! 


que fame! (Wh -spers playfully.) 


lighted to see you,—and me too! ! 
(merrily). Ay, isn’t it ? So cheery, 


in a generally dislocated style. 
Ellen (rapturously). Oh yes! 
You are so full of life and gaiety! 
Lyceum Company (all frowning), 
Gaiety! Um! 


Chamberlain ? 


sprighthest manner, waving his 


(Considers again, with 


coloured revolutionary Artist. 


Good Old Arthur (growling— 
‘and in_the lowest depths a deeper 


Here ! 
(Breathless.) Oh, I’m go pleased! 
(Lo Enthusiastic Audience.) I’m so 
pleased you’re pleased. Oh, I’m 
O Ropert! Rosert, tot 


How nice it is to see the house so 
crammed full, and everyone so de- 


Robert Henry Irving Landry 
[ Toys with her, and kicks about 


Good Old Arthur (in his distant 
thunder bass). Where’s the Lord 


Robert Henry Irving (in his 


minded, feeble creature! What are you talking about? I’ve a 
mind“to: boxfyour]‘ears, and send you'flying out of that window. 
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(Remembers herself.) Oh no, I don’t mean that—I mean—if you’re 
a gentleman—leave me—unhand me—unhand me! 
Insignificant Arist. (remembering something out of old Melo- 
drama). Nay—pretty one 
Enter Ropert Henry Irvine, also through window. Tableau. 


Robert H. I. (finding letter). Wha-a-at!! You—he—— 
: [ Overcome with emotion. 

Ellen (distractedly). RopeRtT—you don’t suppose—— 

Robert H. I, (wildly). He’s here—you’re here—I’m here. 

Wicked Abbé (entering in quite an original manner through the 
door, with Soldiers). No—you’re not,—at least you won’t be in two 
twos. Here’sa warrant. Away with him! To the Bastille! 

[Eiten faints. Insignificant Aristocratic Voluptuary, unable 
to support her, lets her fall, She falls. End of Prologue. 


ACT I.—Eighteen years afterwards.—Enter Good Old ARTHUR 
StrrLine and Miss Karr Puiuips, neither of them looking a day 
older, and merry Revolutionists. Good Old ARTHUR and talented 
assistants take the Bastule, then take something to drink, then 
they bring out helpless figure of Ropert Henry Irvine LANDRY, 
and place him ina chair. Somebody begins filing off his chains. 


Kate Phillips (to Good Old Artuur, with a cry of surprise). 
Ha! don’t you recognise him? 

Good Old Arthur (super- &. 
ciliously after taking a cur- | 
sory glance atthe weird figure). 
Yes—Rip Van Winkle. 

Kate Phillips (annoyed 
with him). No—that was 
Lestiz, (Ropert HENRY 
Irvine Lanpry hears the 
name, pushes aside his tangled 
locks and begins to glare.) 


SaaLY 


arms). Nar! Nar! Never mind 
the Chamberlain! He’s an aris- 
tocrat. We can do without him. 
Come! a dance! a dance! 


You know him now? 
Good Old Arthur (ex- 
amining him more closely, 


_ mi tl y 
LB Min Vy 


‘* Rags and bones was all that’s left 
of the man’’?—who was shut up 
Eighteen years in the Bastille. 


Ellen (beaming). Yes; 
dance! (Indignantly.) 
co ble LEsLIE how you can dance. 
Feeble Aristocrat (watching), Were Ones Foe 

Wicked Abbé B. (assuming indifference, but scarcely able to re- 
frain from joining in). 
in for this finish—and—let ’s—let’g go and dance outside, 
Wish I was playing Hawtree in Caste at the Criterion. 

[Exit with Feeble Aristocrat. 
ScENE 2—Marguerite’s Bed-chamber. Enter EuuEnx Mara, Dovat. 


Ellen (at looking-glass). Oh, I am so retty!: Ik 

, . Oh, : now lam. I 
said ie when I played. Marguerite, and I had ack the same busines 
ae y peer. 4 ow, where are the diamonds from Faust ? No— 
only a shawl. That’s nice—oh, so nice! (Tries it on.) I should like 


to be a fine lady (cutseys), and have lots of Ski 
this—Siebel’s bouquet? ‘Oh. no! ‘s of money. (Skips.) What’s 
(starts) and a note! Shall Teena from the Faust of this play! 


P No—(reads tt.) Oh, I was 


wrong to encourage the little man. 


let ’s 
Just show 


but not lifting his eyes 
beyond his beard). “Yes—it’s 
MunpDELLA, M.P. 

Kate Phillips (getting wild 
with him). No! No !—Can’t 
you see—You know him ? 
[RopErt Henry Lanpry, 

pushes back his hair — 

He aed his beard, half closes 

eyes, ; 
ied ie = antics Te fades ? Mr. Arthur Stirling after taking the Bastille. 

Good Old Arthur (sure of it this time). Yes. It’s Sir FREDERICK 
LrteHton, P.R.A. 

Miss Kate (losing all patience). No, you—you stupid !—don’t you 
remember the Prologue—— 

Good Old Arthur (a sudden light breaking in on him). Ah} it’s 
—it ’s—(goes close to him, and examines him carefully)—it’s HENRY 
IryinG, our Manager, as Ropert Lanpry ! [Ls utterly staggered. 

All the Revolutionists (who, of course, are perfectly well acquainted 
with his name and story), Ropert LANDRY ! 
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Good Old Arthur (growling softly to him). You remember me ? 

Robert (after staring at him). No. 

Good Old Arthur (a little hurt, remonstrates). Oh yes you do—you 
remember me—(aside to himself)—what a chance} to introduce song 
here—‘‘ You Remember Me !”— 
Wish I were Manager. 

[Ropert begins to take notice. 

Robert (rising). Ha!—I can walk 
—I can walk—Il am strong—— 

[ Staggers, and falls. So does 

the Curtain. 

4) In the next Act Robert says 
® ‘‘his heart’s dead,” and proves it 

by evincing the strongest emotion 
on recognising Miss Ellen Mar- 
guerite, who has now become 
Marquise de St. Valery, having 
i long since married the Insignificant 
\'\ Voluptuary, and become a widow 
i! with one son, a very nice-looking 
lad of seventeen, who makes his 
first appearance on the stage. 
The Wicked Abbé B., now dressed 
in black, makes love to the Mar- 
quise, and then tells her “* Robert 
Landry is alive,’ which he thinks 
she will be sorry to hear. And so 
she is. Then the Wicked Abbé 
and the Young Marquis are con- 


& 
SI 


SS Sify & S 
b <> OES the Dead Heart gives Wicked 


; prs Abbé a chance of life, on condition 
Be uingd Shh of his fighting a duel with him, 
which has been skilfully arranged by Mr. WatreR Poxtock. The 
Wicked Abbé, who comes on looking uncommonly like Zriplet, and 
who has most likely seen a pantomime at Manager Ricu’s theatre, 
tries to take a mean advantage of Henry, when the latter is off his 
ard, by thrusting at him with his sword, aiming at the same spot 
*n his body as the Clown selects when he has the command of the hot 
poker and the Pantaloon has turned his back towards him. This 
attempt, however, is a miserable failure, and ey of the Dead 
Heart kills Wicked Abbé Triplet, who gurgles out that he dies in 
ossession of a secret, gasps in failing tones, ‘‘ Long - live - the- 
ing!” and, with a short sharp hiccough on a high treble note, 
expires. 
‘Then, in the last Act, Erren and Henry touch all hearts. 
Ellen Marquise Marguerite (beseechingly to Dead-hearted HENRY). 
You’re wrong. My late husband, the Marky, was uncommonly fond 


of you. (With deep emotion.) He never spoke of you without tears 
in his eyes. (Dead-hearted HENRY begins to give way.) He only 
locked you up in the Bastille in fun (HenRY surprised), just for ten 


days, while he married me, and he wouldn’t have done that if the 
Wicked Abbé B. hadn’t come and told us you were dead. (HENRY 
smiles sweetly.) You see, it’s alla mistake, and (cajolingly) so easily 
explained. : ; ae 
Dead-hearted Henry (seeing it all in quite a new light). So it 1s. 
I’ve been incarcerated for eighteen years, but (with sweet unselfish 
abnegation) it’s of no consequence, I oughtn’t to be alive, that’s 
where the error is. So won’t be any longer. My heart isn’t dead at 
all: it was only my liver that was a trifle torpid. But that’s all 
right now. Youshall see your son. (Zo Good Old Artur.) Does 
the gaoler know her son by sight ; 
Good Old Arthur (readily). No. 3 
Dead-hearted Henry. And as I am the chief of the Republican 
oleae of course no one knows me by sight. So I’ll take his 
ace. 
, [ Waves his hand cheerily to sly Marquise, and glides out sadly. 
Marquise Marguerite (embracing her Son), Here you are at last! 
Safe! Oh, what crammers I have told that RopERT LANDRY, who 
believed everything I said, just as he did eighteen years ago. 
Gaoler (without). Number thirty-two in the books! 
Henry of the Torpid Laver (without). That’s me. I’m thirty- 


two, and a trifle more. ; 

Marquise (recognising the tone). Dead Heart Alive! Why, it’s 
his voice! or some rude person imitating him again 

Henry of the T. L. (without), 1am ready ! 

Marquise and her Son (Terryfied, the pair of them). Ready! for 
ready—for any- 


11 have my head 
I don’t mind 


what? 
Kind-hearted Henry (without). Ready! Aye 
thing! Lead me to—to—the photographer’s, and i 
a off by the pencil of some real good. caricaturist. 
that ! 

[Scene opens, discovering Noble Henry of the Dead Heart and 
Active Liver with the limelight full on him, standing before an 
easel. Delight of everybody. Loud applause, Enthusiasm. 
Curtain. ore enthusiasm. 


demned to death, but Henry of 


me! 


WHAT IT MAY COME TO IN BERLIN! 


Scune—Editorial Sanctum in the Office of the ‘‘ Zumting Zeitung.” 
Staff of Paper discovered, trembling. 

First Member of the Staff. Ah, it-is-too-altogether-awful to be 
borne any longer ! 

Second Ditto. That is so! 
newspaper office introduced ! 
Flourish of trumpets, and roll of drums. Enter the Emperor-King 

Editor, brandishing a copy of the Journal. 

Emperor-King-Editor (foaming at the mouth with anger). Near 
relatives of pigs! Friends and acquaintances of donkeys! How 
dare you admit an article saying that your Master ever listened to 
the Prince-Chancellor ! 

First and Second Members of the Staff ( falling on their knees). 
Mercy, Sire, mercy ! 

E.-K.-G. (wildly). Never! Convey these scoundrels to the lowest 
dungeon beneath the castle moat—I should say, publishing office. 
(First and Second Members of the Staff are heavily chained, gagged, 
and removed, protesting in dumb show). So far, so good! Whom 
have we here 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, ushering in Manager of the Composing 

Department. - 
Sa of the C. D. (bowing profoundly). Sire, we are very short 
of copy. 

E,-K.-E. (haughtily). What of that ? 

M. of the C. D. (deferentially, but firmly). Well, Sire, unless we 
have another column and a half, we cannot possibly go to press! 

E.-K.-E. (much annoyed). Nonsense ! Rubbish! Bosh ! 

_M. of the C.D, (with some hesitation). Perhaps you Majesty would 
like to use an article standing in the overset, which would just make 


E. Why, certainly ; but what is it called ? 
MU. of ths C. D. (soothingly). Well, Sire, the title is worse than 


Out with it! 


limb). It is called, Sire, 
The Dead Lion versus the 


Oh, unlucky day, when I was to a 


E.-K.-E. (with terrible calmness). Shoot this man! (The M. of 
the OC. D. is taken away protesting.) And now he’s gone, what 
shall I do? Column and a half of copy wanted! y, L never 


wrote a dozen original lines in my life. (Suddenly, with joy.) 
Happy thought! We will fill up the paper with advertisements. 
Where is Herr von AUGENEHM ? 
An Aide-de-Camp (saluting). In prison, Sire, for failing to get a 
repeat for that business announcement about the insurance office. 
E.-K.-E. Let him be brought before me! 
(Herr von AUGENEHM, the great Publishing Contractor, 1s pro- 
duced in the condition of Mr. Henny Irvine in Act I, of the 
“¢ Dead Heart.” 
Herr von Augenehm (with a deep sigh). Ah, the past is a blank to 
All gone, gone, gone ! 
E.-K.-E. Now, then, cease muttering ! 
Her von A. (drearily). But I have lost everything ! 
gone, my brain is numbed, my heart is—— 
E.-K.-E. (impatiently). Yes, we know—your heart is dead. But 


My mind is 


that’s not business. Have you enough advertisements to fill up the 
vacant space ? 


Herr von A. (wandering). Vacant space! What vacant space ? 
E.-K.-E. (violently). Why, he mocks me! Off with him to the 


ey dungeon beneath the castle moat—lI should say, publishing 
office 


Aide-de-Camp. It is already occupied, Your Majesty, with the 
two gentlemen you sent there ten minutes ago. 

E.-K.-E. Well, then, have a further dungeon dug under the one 
in use, and put this man into it! (Herr von A. utters a prercing 
shriek, and ts removed in a ainting condition by Warders.) And now 
get the paper out with a b ank for the leaders. | 

Aide-de-Camp. And if the Public won’t buy it? What shall we 


do then, Sire ? 

E\K.-E. Why shoot them. 
enough of editing for 
Put up the shutters 
you again soon ! 
Curtain. 


; (with deadly determination). 
(Relaxing his form.) But there, I have had 
to-day, and I am off to enjoy a little foci 
when you have done your work. Ta-ta! See 
[ Exit, jauntily, to review half a million of Troops. 


2 ee 


Tun New Lorp Mayor.—Immense things are expected of Sir 
Henry Isaacs. Of course, his Mayoralty will have to be judged by 
its fruits. Sir Henry Isaacs is not a lineal descendant of Sir 
WALTER Scort’s ‘‘ Isaacs of York,” who wasn’t Isaacs, but “ Isaac,” 
_though it is pretty certain that the Lord Mayor Elect bears a strong 
resemblance to the great Ivanose family. 
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THE NEW PICTURE GALLERY. 

‘‘ BEAUTIFUL THINGS, AREN’T THEY, Mary?” é 

“YES, Miss! W2’RE SO DELIGHTED DOWN-STAIRS, WE’VE ALWAYS SAID AS WHAT THIS ’OUSE WANTED WAS A NICE COLLECTION 
OF FamiLty Porrraits!” 


In Trade’s fair and square game 


“BEGGAR MY NEIGHBOUR!” They might both take a hand, AN INTERESTING FRAGMENT. 
. And with interests the same, [Scrap from Waste-paper Basket, believed to 
Tue Heathen Chinee, Did they but understand ; have been recently in possession of a Hawar- 
When he played with Brut aaa But this mad game of Beggar my Neightour den Dustman, and blown by a side-wind to 

Played a hand which we see Brings ruin to them—and their land. our Office.] 

Bat th he oui put ee NIcrE pines Paris. Nice people, too 
u e game which those two appear ook at Capital’s face ! : ae : 9 ee 
playing | - Z Theres 2 look Punch can’t like. They liked my speech in their own native 
Means mutual mischief—and why ? Be it Jack against Ace, tongue. Find I speak it just as fluently as 
Or Lock-Out against Strike Italian. Little tired of Italian: shall take 
Au Sn was a cheat, There seems mutual hate in their actions up French a bit for practice. Must have 


Little better was BIL; 


object though, in order to give zest to study 
But here where we meet 


ee : : 
Tis too much like shark versus pike, of language. La République,—c’est la paix | 


Wealth encountering Skill Capital—do not rage! Quite so. Why shouldn’t they have back 

At a mad game of Beggar my N eighbour, Labour—don’t play the goose ! Alsace-Lorraine ? Might help ’em a bit with 
Which deems he may win? And which Give and take—work for wage. an article about the Triple Alliance. Should 
will ? If that rule you refuse, like to keep up my Italian contemporaneously 

You will find, when too late, you’ve been | with my French, Bring French and Italian 

The smile of the one playing studies together. Think I might upset that 

Is not childlike and bland, At a game where both of you must lose, randan o Germany, Austria, Italy. dtalia 

And there isn’t much fun la bella!  ‘* Que diable va-t-elle faire dans 

In the player whose hand cette galere?” ,..... Who shall have 

Is dealt out in a fashion which shows that Tue Strong Man Last WEEK.—There are| article when written ? Know tes, of the so- 
This game he does not understand. always sceptics who disbelieve in the story | called Nineteenth Century ? Harris, of the 
Labour flings down his card of Samson. The appeared in great force— Fortnightly 2? Under which flag P is iashet 


With a force which shows spite ; Ppparently, according to the Daily Chronicle, |—flag! Bunting! Vivent Buntine and Con. 


oh Ys in greater force than Samson himself,—at the | tem orary! And to think that this should 
ee ek tay He hard, Aquarium one night last week. _The strong | be ie result of my visit to the Parisian 

Pe bring walice or loi He te man was jeered at, and for a time Samson | Exposition and the Tour Eiffel! One good 
Reeds g : a eee ht once again found himself among the Philis- | ‘ Tour” deserves another. Mem. Article 
y malice or sleight, tines and being made a sport of. With great | will pay week’s expenses in Paris. Bien / 

Sullen Capital, too, forbearance he did not smite his enemies, and, | trés tien! Heureuse pensée en effet,—ou, 

Has a look in his eye evidently, did not ‘* bring down the house.” | en Lxffel. Getting on with my French. Je 

Which Au Sin might well view : FSerat plus pour la parr du monde que Bis- 

In the orbs of Brix Nyx, Wuar’s the difference between a friend’s|MARCK et son éleve le jeune Empereur 

When the Chinaman played that ‘right| hand and a physician’s draught?—The latter | @ Allemagne. Encore une heureuse pensée,— 


; has to be well shaken before taken; the|sign it with jocose Greek name, Homer 
Which Wixt1am perceived with a sigh, former is just vice versa, Gracious! 
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THE RIVAL SPORTS. 


Huntsman (exercising Hounds, to non-Fou-Preserving Keeper). ‘‘UM! You CALL PHEASANT-SHOOTING SPoRT, DO You? WHY, WHAT Is IT? 
Up gets A GoINEA,—OFF GOES A PENNY-FARTHING,—AND, IF YOU ’RE LUCKY, DOWN COMES Two-AND-SIx! BaH!” 


and, if so, what would be their pecuniam, as defined by the laws of 
J USTINIAN P 

_7. What is the origin of the term sweet-bread? Give six illustra- 
tions of a similar application of a compound word to describe an 
article of food. 

8. What was the plot of the Mask that was being played at 
Whitehall, when the Merry Monarch knighted Sir Loin of Beef? 

9. Trace the history of apple-tart from its invention, until the 
end of the reign of QUEEN ANNE. 

10. What are the reasons pro and con. for believing or dis- 
believing that jelly in some shape or form was known to the South- 
Sea Islanders from the earliest times? Give in support of your 
contentions, quotations from the works of (1) Captain Cook, (2) 
Sir Water RatercH, and (3) VAsco DE Gama, bearing upon this 
interesting subject. 

11. What do you know about Meringues @ la créme? Relate the 
anecdote that connects the name of MARIE ANTOINETTE with this 
delightful confection. 

12. Give a short history of the Game Laws, emphasising the 
differences that exist between the statutes of (1) England, (2) France, 
and the (3) Colonies. 

13. What were the principal dishes at the Coronation Banquet of 
aoe THE FourtH? Which of them were entirely free from 
cheese 

I am still looking forward to meeting the Editor. Should you be 
so fortunate as to run across him before I do, may I beg of you (as 
a personal favour) to put the above questions to him, ae | when 
obtained send me his replies. 

Believe me, my dear Mr. Punch, yours sincerely, 
A THIRSTER AFTER KNOWLEDGE Day and NieGuHt. 


A FEAST OF REASON. 


My Drar Mr. Pouncg, 

: I HAVE recently suffered a great disappointment, and, in my 
distress, I write to you. It has been the dearest wish of my heart, 
for many years, to meet the Editor of Notes and Queries, a gentle- 
man, I have been given to understand, absolutely brimming over 
with information. That wish seemed on the point of realisation, 
when I received a letter from a friend, inviting me to meet the 
erudite gentleman at the festive board. 1 rushed to my desk, where 
I keep a number of lists of questions that I have prepared to suit any 
occasion on which (to quote the song) ‘‘ I may meet him,” and looked 
eagerly through them. I discarded ‘‘ Queries for an Interview on 
the top of the Monument,” ‘‘ Ditto for ditto at Mr. SPURGEON’S 
Tabernacle,” ‘‘Ditto for ditto at a first night at the Lyceum,” 
‘‘ Ditto for ditto in a Turkish Bath,” in favour of ‘‘ Ditto for ditto at 
a small convivial dinner-party.” . 

Judge of my sorrow when the post brought me a second note from 
my friend, informing me that, as the best-informed man in the 
world (as I think I may safely call the Editor of NV. and Q.) had a 
previous engagement, our own genial gathering, for the present, 
must be ‘‘ off. I am terribly cast down, and, for the moment, all 
is gloomy about me. That you may judge of the amount of 
knowledge I proposed to add to my store, I subjoin a list of the 
questions to which I fondly hoped to obtain ‘answers during the 
sey of what would have been to me a delightful and intellectual 
meal. 

1. Who invented soup; when and where? If the inventor was an 
Englishman, give his coat-of-arms and pedigree as recorded in the 
Heralds’ Visitations. ; : 

2. In whose reign was birds’-nest soup introduced into China ? 
What were the sive principal events of this Monarch’s tenure of 
Celestial Power ? i Ae seca 

3. Is it true that potage a la jardiniére is a favourite dish of Don 
Cantos? If it is not, what is the customary diet of the ex-Pretender 
to the Spanish throne ? ‘ ; 

4. How is cod-fish prepared in (1) Greenland, (2) Mexico, (3) Tur- 
key in Europe, and some parts of (4) Herne Bay? ; 

5, Whatare the chief reasons for supposing that sauce a la Cardinal 
was invented by Mazarin and not RicHELtev ? 

6, Were oyster-patties known to the Romans? What would be 
the chief ingredients of a luncheon-basket intended for discussion in 
the Second Century by a number of patricians at a classical pic-nic 
party? Would the slaves be allowec to partake of the good things ; 


Cur *‘Loafere’? Vocatur? 
Tommius Etonensis ad suum bonum amicum Punchium poeticam mittit 
Epistolam. 


Avxttium mi Punche tuum da, candide judex ! 

Et ne crede precor que de me Tempora dicunt. 

Non ludos cutto quia solus loafere volo ; 

Nec nolo parvus cum parvis kickere ballum, 

Sed quod non liko est mixtum scrimige magno. 
Meipsum, pedibus cum contentione solutis, 

Pro ballo designatos recipere kickos ! 

Hoc Punche crede mihi est et fons et origo malorum | 
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MUCH TOO DIFFIDENT TO PLEASE! 
Shy but well-meaning Youth (to Elderly Young Lady). ‘‘Er—wi1LL you—Er— 


GIVE ME A DANCE? 
ELSE NOT Dancing!” 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


I WOULDN’T VENTURE TO ASK YOU, BUT THERE ’S NOBODY 


[Octoprr 12, 1889, 


FURS. | 


[A writer on fashion says that Autumn dresses are being pre- 
pared with borders of furs, chinchilla being much in request. 


Fasuion bids you wear furs that will fill a 
Fond heart with delight, for full soon 
You ’ll be charming and chic in chinchilla, 
And ravishing quite in racoon. ; 
Silver fox may be praised, but leave ermine 
For monarchs. Among all the rest, 
I’m sure, dear, I cannot determine 
The fur in which you’ ll look the best. 


You have called your poor poet a dreamer ; 
In sooth, dear, he dreams but of thee, z 
And he vows you’ll look simply ‘‘ a screamer, 
When fur-clad, whatever it be. ? 
While he swears that he gladly would peel skin, 
Could his hide be made handsome by art ; 
But alas! he must yield to the seal-skin, 
That can count all the beats of your heart. 


FROM OUR COURT NEWSMAN. 


Ons of the funniest things on the Stage at the present 
moment is the frock-coat worn by Mr. WEEDON GRos- 
sMITH (with Mr. WEEDON GROSSMITH in it) as Juffin, 
Aunt Jack’s Country Solicitor. As for the piece, already 
noticed by one of Mr. Punch’s young men, its first two 
Acts are ingeniously constructed, and very amusing, but 
the last is too outrageously farcical,—Author and Actors 
both to blame,—though, for all that, Mrs. Woop, the 
Inimitable, ought to sing two verses of the comic song, 
and the comic song ought to have been one written 
specially for her, and not an ordinary Music-hall ditty, 
sung by ah ermission of Mr. James Fawn. Glad to 
see that Mi Ricceac Woop, the Inimitable’s daughter, 
is playing very nicely in the piece. She is a bright and 
lively young lady,—quite a Flo’ of good spirits. ARTHUR 
Crcit’s head is a master-piece of the making-up art; it 
quite makes up for anything that is deficient in the part. 


CONTEMPORANEOUS, 


**°Ouridavds,”” All papers quote it ; : : 
State ‘‘’ow ’tis” written, but not ‘‘’oo ’tis”’ wrote it. 


EXTRACT FROM A CONSCIENTIOUS COUNTY COUNCILMAN’S DIARY, 


In the interests of the public, and as a County Councillor, deter- 
mined to collect evidence about Music-Halls. "Told wife so. She 
asked, ‘‘ What is there objectionable in Music-Halls?” Couldn’t 
exactly tell her. Replied, ‘‘ Ventilation—they soon become too hot. All 
places of amusement ought to be under strict supervision.” ‘In 
case of fire?” she asked. I replied, ‘‘ Yes: that among other 
things.” Wife wanted to know if there was good music at the 
Music-Halls, Told her that this was one object of m visiting them. 
Our Chairman, Lord RosEBery, very particular about the music 
being good. She observed, ‘‘that she could be of some use in this 
matter, on account of her musical education, and would like to accom- 
pany me.” Awkward. Turn it off with jest. ‘‘ Accompany me? 
What on? Piano?” Created diversion, and went out for the day. 
Determined not to return. Wired from City to say “ County Council 
business. Lord RosEBEry cannot get on without me.” Always bring 
In RoseBERY. Useful. Wife likes idea of my going about with 
Nobleman. Dined early with SmirHson, and went to the Little 
Turk’s Head Music-Hall. 

8. P.M.—Rather hot. Sixpence entrance, 
Chairman. Ordered drinks for two, 
SQuEELAH in duet and duologue, ‘* Where did you go last Sunday ?”’ 
SMITHSON roared with laughter. Funny chorus. Everybody joined in, 

Where did you go last Sunday? How did you feel on Monday ?” 

Forget therest. Had to leave because we were going on sleowhiere 
SMITHSON sorry to go. As we got near the bar couldn’t help remark- 
ing (for County Council purposes) some very nicely dressed young 
persons. SmirHson whispered to me, ‘‘ Superior eople.” Thought 
so, till they commenced singing choruses pointedly at us, and ask- 
ing, ‘‘ Where did you go last. unday?’? Made note for evidence. 
This must be out down, Must ask where the song is published. 

_ 930 P.M.—The Imperial Music-Hall. Brilliant. Crowded. Just 
in time to hear the great SmasH singing, ‘* Click! Click! Click !” 
Very droll. - Capital chorus. Soon learnt it. Made friends with 

hairman. Ordered liquors and cigars. ‘Click! Click! Click! 
That’s the very thing, Take care how you wind up your watch, Or 
you way break the spring!”” Saw acrobats and ventriloquist. Some 


shilling best seats, near the 
and cigars. Heard the Sisters 


of ventriloquist’s dialogue with man up the chimney in questionable 
taste. Must make a note of this for C. C. purposes. Man up chimney 
ought to be put down. : ; 

10 15 p.M.—The Papillon. Driven here rapidly. Think Manager 
recognised me. Don’t recognise him. SmiTHson getting stupid, 
laughs at everything, and joins in chorus at wrong times. SMITH- 
son nearly turned out. Noisy place this. Licence must be refused. 

10°45 P.M.— Where are we? Have to shake Smiruson out of cab. 
He wakes up, but nearly tumbles down. Says it’s the heat. 
We enter the Merrypoltan Music-Hall. Boo’ful girl on pla’form 
singing. People in hall noisy and rude. Shall ’port cire’stance. 
Make note. Who’s singing? ‘Lirrir Lorrie.” ‘* What about?” 
Smiruson asks. J repeat words of song: ‘‘ The Canon and the 
Cockatoo.” Very funny. ‘‘Polly, Polly, pretty Polly, cocky 
Cockatoo. Jolly, jolly, ain’t it jolly—Here’s a how dee do!” 
Great noise. I ask people to be quiet. Worse row. Lost sight of 
SmirHson, See him in distance at bar. Difficulty in getting to 
him. Place horribly misconducted. What do they mean by shout- 
ing *‘Outside! Outside”? Is it a chorus ? ... Iam outside. 
So’s Smiruson. Shall report this place. Civil policeman sees us 
into cab. Drop Smrruson on the way—that is, I think I’ve dropped 
him, as he isn’t in cab when I get home. Nearly one Saini 

0 up-stairs, quietly humming ‘‘ Polly, Polly—Click, click, click— 
Where did you go last Sunday?” Voice from bedroom says, ‘**] 
wish you wouldn’t make that noise. It’s disgraceful!” Pert’ ctly 
’gree. ‘‘ Polly, Polly, click, click”—tune haunts me. Begin to 
explain through door that I’ve been visiting Music-Halls in the 


interests of the morality of London. Voice from pillow says, ‘‘Oh, a 
nice sort of moralist you are! No more of your Lord RosEBERIES and 
County Councils here! You don’t go out again without me!” 
Won’t discuss subject now. Lightsout . . . 

Next Morning.—Headache. Quite agree with wife. 
must be under strictest supervision. 
vision,” she says. Get out on condition of coming home very early 
to take wife to theatre. Called on Smrtuson. He has left town. 
Shall never be able to visit Music-Halls again. Shall oppose all the. 
licences for Music-Halls to-morrow. * Polly! Polly! Polly!” Can’t 
get it out of my head. 


: Such places 
** You require strict super-— 
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MR. PUNCH’S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. No. 2. 


Where the Electorate’s elect orate to the Electorate. 


Dr. Farrar’s ‘‘ BROTHERH 


A DEFINITION. 


why this was so. ‘‘ Because,” 
War is Parliament? A place men may admire, respect, or hate, 


always feels thoroughly ‘cowl’ 


returned the lively Canon, ‘‘ a monk 
d.’”? The Canon exploded, and went off. 


FoREWARNED.—A piece entitled Mahomet is announced 
rehearsal, with Mounrr-Su 


as in 


LLY in the principal part. When 
oop.”’—‘* Monastic dress isn’t much | produced, M. Mouner-Sutty an 
good in the winter,” observe 


deacon of WESTMINSTER. 


d the Manager will have to scrutinise 


the nightly returns, as it is so easy to be deceived by 


d Canon WacstaFre to the Arch- | most narrowly { 
d_ the appearance of a false profit. 


Dr. Farrar requested to be informe 


IMPERIAL MEASURES. 


i j i f the 
Very pretty Ballet at the Empire, showing the gathering o 
Re eeaiation of all Nations at the Paris Exhibition, JonHn Buy 


y iendly terms, which is quite pleasant 
and Uncle Sam pei most friendly terms, 1 


of Scotch youths dance 
a reel to a tune which 
is not at all Scotch, 
but reelly Monsieur 
Hervi’s. The Irish 
jig is welcomed heart- 
ily; but of all the 
dances, a Lancashire 
Lad and Lass, who 
execute a Lancashire 
clog-dance, gain the 
success of the enter- 
tainment. 

Mile. DE SortIs— 
who is among the 
dancers of all sortis 
and sizes—is always 
a fascinating dan- 


seuse, but has not 
much to do; and 
when all’s danced 


and done, I hold to 
it that the clog-dance 


Tripping an Imperial Measure. 
above-mentioned is the feature of this show, as no doubt it would be 


in real life, if this youthful couple from Lancashire began dancing it 
in the grounds of the Exposition. "Wouldn’t the sergents de ville be 
down on them at once, very naturally concluding that this was only 
an English adaptation of the forbidden Cancan? You can get a 
first-rate evening’s entertainment at the Empire. The Hanlon 
Voltas, or Hang-on Vaulters, are ce premiére force. The GRIFFITHS 
BrorHers are still the ‘‘safe’? men as an attraction, with their 
wonderful performing donkey, who does everything but speak, and 
he’s iy puck an ass as todo that. The star of the Empire is in the 
ascendant, 


MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 


No. X.—DIsINTERESTED Passion. 


WHEN a Music-hall Singer does not treat of the tender passion in 
a rakish and knowing spirit, he is apt to exhibit an unworldliness 
truly ideal in its noble indifference to all social distinctions. So 
amiable a tendency deserves encouragement, and Mr. Punch has 
much pleasure in offering the following little idy) to the notice of 
any Mammoth Comique who may happen to be in a sentimental 
mood. It is supposed to be sung by a scion of the nobility, and the 
artiste will accordingly present himself in a brown ‘“billy-cock ” 
hat, a long grey frock-coat, fawn-coloured trousers, white “ spats,”’ 
and primrose, or green, gloves—the recognised attire of a Music-hall 
aristocrat. A powerful,—though not necessarily tuneful,—voice is 
desirable for the adequate rendering of this ditty ; any words it is 
inconvenient to sing, can always be spoken. 


First Verse. 

When first I met my Mary Ann, she stood behind a barrow— 
A bower of enchantment spread with many a dainty snack! 
And, as I gazed, I felt my heart transfixed with Cupid’s arrow, 

For she opened all her oysters with so fairylike a knack, 


Refrain (throaty, but tender) 
She’s only a little Plebeian ! 
And I’m a Patrician swell! 
But she’s as sweet as Aurora, 
No eloquence ever can tell! 
Only a fried-fish vend-ar! 
Selling her saucers of whilks, 
[Almost defiant stress on the word “ whilks.” 
But, for me, she’s as slend-ar—far more true and tend-ar, 
Than if she wore satins and silks! 

[Zhe grammar of the last two lines is shaky, but the Lion- Comique 
must try to put up with that, and, after all, does sincere emotion 
ever stop to think about grammar? If it does, Music-hall 
audiences don’t—which is the main point. 


Second Verse, 


I longed before her little feet to grovel in the gutter: 


I vowed, unless I won her as a wife ’twould drive me ! 
Until at last a shy consent I coaxed her lips to sitter! seca 


For oe eee with her Anglo-Dutch, and whispered, ‘‘ Speak 


and how I adore her, 


Refrain—For she’s only a little Plebeian, &c. 


> NOTICE,— Rejected Communications or Contributions 
in n0 case be returned, n 
there will be no exception. 
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Third Verse. 
I called upon her sire, and found him lowly born, but brawny, 
A noble type, when sober, of the British Artisan ; 
I grasped his honest hand, and didn’t mind its being horny : i 
‘‘ Behold!” I cried, *‘a suitor for your daughter, Mary Ann! 
Refrain—Though she’s only a little Plebeian, &c. 


Fourth Verse. 


‘* You ask me, Guy’nor, to resign,”’ said he, ‘‘ my only treasure, 
And so a toff her fickle heart away from me has won!” 

He turned to mask his manly woe behind a pewter measure— __ 
Then, breathing blessings through the beer, he said: ‘‘ All right, 


my son! Pefrain—If she’s only a little Plebeian, 
And you’re a Patrician swell’’—&c. 


Fifth Verse. 


(The Author flatters himself that, in quset sentiment and homely 
pathos, _ has seldom done anything finer than the two succeeding 
stanzas. 


Next I sought my noble father in his old ancestral castle, 
And at his gouty foot my love’s fond offering I laid— 
A simple gift of shellfish, in a neat brown-paper parcel ! 
An, Sir Ls I cried, ‘‘if you could know, you’d love my little 
maid! Refrain—True, she’s only a little Plebeian, &c. 


Sixth Verse. ° 


Beneath his shaggy eyebrows soon I saw a tear-drop twinkle; 
That artless present overcame his stubborn N orman pride! 
And when I made him taste a whilk, and try a periwinkle, 
His last objections vanished—so she’s soon to be my bride! 
Refrain—Ah! she’s only a little Plebeian, &c. 


Seventh Verse. 


Now Heraldry’s a science that I haven’t studied much in, 
But I mean to ask the College—if it’s not against their rules— 
That three periwinkles proper may be quartered on our ’scutcheon, 
With a whilk regardant, rampant, on an oyster-knife, all gules! 
tefrain—As she’s only a little Plebeian, &e. 


This little ditty, which has the true, unmistakable ring about it, 
and will, Mr. Punch believes, touch the hearts of any Music-hall 
audience, is entirely at the service of any talented artiste who will 
undertake to fit it with an appropriate melody, and sing it in a 
spirit of becoming seriousness. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Not so grand a work as Marzio’s Crucifix is Mr. MARION CRAU- 
ForD’s Sant’ Ilario, but a powerful Novel, for all that. His Roman 
life is real life, and the glimpse he gives us of Cardinal ANTONELLI, 

35 lightly sketched in with a masterly 

aT hand, is appetising. For a finished 

i \\|, picture of this remarkable statesman, 

ih | ;} [ must refer to Roman Candles, written 

+ | | by, as I think, Wirxre Cotxrrs’s 
| 


brother—a charming book, first pub- 
lished about a quarter of a century 
ago. As Sant’ Ilario is a continuation 
of Saracinesca, so the Author, who has” 
left the future of his two lovers wrapped 
In uncertainty, probably intends un- 
doing the wrapper, an letting them 
out to have another run. Certainly, 
any one will ask at the end of the story, ‘‘ What will he do with 
them ?” and we ‘‘ wish there was more of it,’ to create which effect 
on the mind of the reader may be the perfection of the art of letter- 
writing according to Mr. Samuel Weller ; but, whether it is equally 
so of novel-writing, is another matter. 


HONOUR TO WHOM HONOUR IS DUE, 


Lorp Sarispury missed an opportunity of doing a graceful act in 
connection with the settlement of the Great London Strike. If he 
had offered Cardinal Mannine a Priv Councillorship, he would 
have done well. It is to be hoped that fapther mistakes will not be 
made by offering the Lorp Mayor a Knighthood. It should be a 
Baronetcy or nothing. That is the usual mark of Royal recognition 
of success in the City chair. No year of recent times has been better 
than Lord Mayor WHITEHEAD’S. His royal entertainment of the 
SHAaw was in the ordinary course of things; but he struck new 
ground in the establishment of the Volunteer E uipment Fund, and 
did the State signal service in bringing the Strike to a happy end. 
That was a striking conclusion to a pp snatd year, and we trust we 


shall soon be in a position to hail Sir orpedo WHITEHEAD amongst 
our B. B. K.’s. 


or Pictures of any description, will 
To this rule 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


« Trés yolontiers,” repartit le démon, “ Vous aimez les tableaux changeans : je veux vous contenter.” 


VII. 
‘¢ TRIM ALCHIO has his antitypes 
to-day,” 
Smiledmy companion. ‘‘ Modern 
orgies pay, 
Although Petronian pictures 


Of vulgar wealth and gloating 


__ gourmandise 
Might rouse the puling; hedon- 
ists they p ease 
To self-condemning stric- '/ 


tures. 


‘“‘Drves at dinner with his 
chosen guests 
Behold!”? A long array of | 
low-cut vests | 
And - shirt - fronts 
shining : 
I saw disposed about a festal 
board. 
A marvellous sient is man, or 
lout or lord, 
When dedicate to dining. 


Eyes eager, fingers fleet, and 

Phoebus when feeding suffere 
Of dignity and beauty 

F’en at Olympian banquet. But to eat 

In company is, with the world’s élite, 
A sacred social duty. 


These are fulfilling it with zealous zest: | 
Each straitened soul beneath each spacious 
vest 
Is solemnly concentred 
Upon the plat before him, or the glass 
From which his gloating gaze should scarcely 


snowy- 


endulous lips! 
some eclipse 


pass, 
Though Egypt’s omen entered. 


What skeleton can haunt this gorgeous feast ? 

Wealth of the West and glitter of the Hast 
Most sumptuously are mingled. 

And he who heads the board ? . Society’s ear 

At tales of daring fraud and furtive fear 
Now and again hath tingled. 


His tale, at least as yet, is unrevealed, 
Behind that smooth and smiling mask con- 
cealed. 
His pliant jackal yonder, | 
He of the wandering eyes and visage pale 
Could, and perchance may yet, untold a tale 
Petronian art might ponder. 


What know, or guessing, care his gathered 


guests | 
He is ‘‘ good form” by all the modish tests, 
At least to chat or wine with. 
A man with millions must be very bad, 
Who is not, though a charlatan or cad, 
Quite good enough to dine with. 


No, his rie know him not, their Sphinxian 
ost 


st. 

Not many of his confidence may boast. 
If all the world could see us 

At Wealth’s symposia, as in a glass, 

T would fit with themes for a new Golden Ass 
A modern Apuleius. 


‘‘London’s young Luctrus,”> sneered the 
hade, ‘* will meet 
A scrutinising glance in every street. 
He needs no transformation 
Into the obvious Assto point histale, 
Which, told, might turn e’en polished 
prurience pale, 4 
And stagger stark sensation. 


‘‘ TprwaLcuio knows his guests. The smooth 
oung Lord 
Who tess the wines and ‘‘ weeds’’ he can’t 
afford ; Ay) 
The doctor subtle, sinister, 


VOL, XOv, 


i Le Diable Boiteux, 
AA) 


a 


But softly smiling, whom no man may 


plum 
The potent critic, here discreetly dumb, 
The cold, astute ex-~Minister ; 


‘© All have their places—and .their prices— 


ere, ({drear, 
With ‘the mixed mob of mashers, stiff 
Till wine, wit, song well chosen 
Awake the slumbering animal within, | 
Then comes the cynic laugh, the satyr grin 
To lips no longer frozen. 


‘¢The true Amphitryon is the Amphitryon 
With whom one dines.’ When all the 
guests are gone, 
Our host and his sleek henchman 


Hold curious discourse, which, heard, might 


throw 
Much modern light upon the pregnant mot 
Of the ironic Frenchman, 


‘‘Say, shall we listen? How these vaurzens 


scorn 

The venal talent and the greed well-born 
They fawned upon so lately ! 

How mock the tastes Bootian, prurient, 


ense 
They pander to at such superb expense, 
And smile on so sedately !” 


I hear, and hearing sicken. — This, said I, 
Is modern modish aoe 
Glittering parade plus gulling, 
Half ostentation, subtle scheming half. 
How the coarse cultus of the Golden Calf 
Man’s finer sense is dulling ! 


Warmer the welcome of the Syrian tent 

Than that on which this eae has spent 
His calculated dollars. 

The host who o’er his guests’ dull greed can 


gloa 
Is but an Atreus in claw-hammer coat, 
And the last thing in collars. 


‘Those guests,” the Shadow answered, ‘‘ did 
youhear | [fear 

Their chat as they disperse, you’d deem, t 
Than their Amphitryon meaner. 

They mock the nouveau riche, his talk, his 


_. taste, 
All but his Cook ; exult that ‘swagger’ waste 
Must leave his coffers leaner. 
“Tord Limpet, puffing at that last cigar, 
Whispers to Nrwcome of the ‘ Nenup ar’ 
Some toothsome private scandals 
Anent ‘ our modern Midas,’ JENKINS jeers 
About the fitness of those ‘ fair large ears’ 
A stage-Titania handles.” 


R 


and 


And languid Lucrous, in the latest cut 
Of coat and collar? ‘‘ Nay, our ears may 
shut 
To his sardonic chatter. 
Our Golden Ass—we call him Gilded Youth— 
Ts ass all over, and his bray in sooth 

Is no important matter.” 

(To be continued.) 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


For the first time, in one of the volumes 
of Messrs. Macm1LuAn’s excellent re-issue, 
I have just read Cartes KinesiEy’s Plays 
and Puritans. It was not by this Essay that 
Kinestey made his reputation as a writer. 
In it there is nothing fascinating in the 
style, and not much that any unprejudiced 
person—which Krnestry decidedly was not 
—with more than a superficial knowledge of 
the esky would consider as trustworthy. 
Then follows his Life and Times of Sir Walter 
Raleigh, sketched with the pen of a rough- 
and-ready writer strong in graphic power. 
The volume concludes with an Essay on 
Froupr. This perhaps KinesLEey would not 
have written nowadays, in the face of recently 
discovered. state-papers and authentic manu- 
scripts which throw quite a new light on his- 
tory that we have hitherto Moeviibd as Gospel 
truth. Kinestry found that in this out- 
spoken, manly, muscular-Christian style, lay 
his popularity, and, when it did not come 
naturally to him, he had to affect it, and the 
affectation is transparent and wearisome. 

What on earth has happened to Mr. F. C. 
Puiies, the author of As in a Looking- 
Glass, that he should give us such an utterly 
weak, spun-out, stupid bit of astory as Young 
Mr. Ainslie’s Courtship? The Dean and His 
Daughter was_second to, but a long way 
after, 4s in a Looking-Gilass ; and as for the 
others, Little Mrs. Murray was weak, and 
Lucy Smith weaker, and now Mr. Ainslie’s 
Courtship is the weakest of all. The story 
could have been well and dramatically told in 
twenty pages of a magazine, but io spins 
two volumes. It is a thorough skipper’s 
novel; and any novel-reader with an hour to 
spare, and absolutely nothing to do,—I won’t 
say nothing better,—can skip through it ver 
nearly as quickly as'I tell the story, whic 
briefly is this. Jr. Ainslie is accepted by 
Miss Keane ; he loses his sight; Mess Keane 
throws him over, and marries Lord Helsham ; 
Mr. Ainslie commits suicide. Then, in the 
last two pages, we ascertain that Lord and 
Lady Helsham’s marriage is an unhappy one ; 
that she goes back to her father; and that my 
Lord takes a ‘‘ Mlle. STEPHANIE, of the Eden 
Theatre,” out fora drive. Voila tout! Has 
the hand of F. C. Purries lost its cunning ? 

Capital number of the Cornhill Magazine 
for October. JAMES PAyn’s Commentaries on 
the characters and incidents of his own Novel, 
The Burnt Million, very amusing; Mostly 
Fools, light and interesting; and The 
Hundred Gates is conceived and written in 
the true vein of humorous satire. 

Most interesting and amusing are Mr. 
Grorer AITKEN’s two volumes about Richard 
Steele—the Dick STEELE, the scholar, the 
toping trooper for whom, among the wits and 
humorists of the past, THACKERAY entertained 
so strong an affection. The interesting illus- 
trations are reproduced from photographs. 
They ought to have been STEELE engravings. 
‘‘ Dear Prux,” he writes to his wife, “‘ I have 
been a little intemperate, and discomposed 
with it; but I will be very Sober for the 
future, especially for the sake of the most 
amiable and most deserving Woman who has 
made Me Her Happy Slave and Obedient 
Husband.” Dick Sreetr’s life is summed 
up in this. Baron DE B.-W. 
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TRANSVAAL TRANSFORMATION: OR. THE COLONIAL CINDERELLA. 


“ There are not wanting those who prognosticate a future for J ohannesburg which is positively blinding in its brilliancy. They promise a million 


inhabitants in five years, an output of gold which shall gild the whole world, a commer 
old world, and a political and social position second to no city in Africa, North or South.” 


O nuts, O valley! I rise, I rally. A ra- 
diant squadron of golden birds 

Of aureate feather all flock together in vision 
bright, which my soul engirds, 

I who was down now wear a gown of lustre 
not to be limned in words, 


SWINBURNE sweet poet, you did not know it, 
when singing lately in words of flame 

Of South Coast splendour in tropes so tender, 
or else I’m sure you’d have changed the 
name 

Of your poem new, and have told—’tis true! 
—South Atric’s title to flaming fame, 


CINDERELLA sings :— 


O goodness gracious! 7s it veracious, this tale 
of Ophir the New that’s told ? 

At Treasure Island I now may smile, and 
say STEVENSON’s fancy was braye and 


old. 
But at this minute he is not in it with Trans- 
vaal Truth and my Tale of Gold. 


My Golden Treasure I’ll delve at leisure, but 
for the moment I’m mad with joy ; 
I’m all a-flutter, I scarce can utter the 
__ thoughts that fill me. My gold-decoy 


cial importance threatening the established trade-centres of the 
—Daily News on the Gold discovery in the Transvaal. 


O RipEk Hacearp, your wit was laggard; 
yea, even yours, I am sore afraid : 

Your great romances may fill man’s fancies, 
but I am as real as Truth, or Trade, 

And I you’ll see am dark Afric’s She, the 
real, ‘She who must be obeyed!” 


Miss. Kilmansegg with her Golden Leg, was 
a poor attraction compared with Me, 

My Fairy Godmother is Gold! No other 
will mortal look at when her they 


see, 
Will draw all mortals to my new portals, I’ll | 1’m CINDERELLA, but not pranella, or vair, 


witch the rich, and the poor employ. 


or glass shall my slippers be. 
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Tourist (of an inquiring and antiquarian turn), ** Now I suPPosE, FARMER, THAT LARGE CAIRN OF STONES HAS SOME History ?” 
Buic 0’ STANES HAS A GRAN’ HisTORY WHATEVER !” 

I SHOULD LIKE TO 
(Soleminly. ) 


Highland Farmer, ‘‘OoH, AYE, THAT 
Tourist (eagerly). ‘‘ INDEED } 
Farmer. ‘‘ JUST A GRAN’ HISTORY 
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‘“SERMONS IN STONES.” 


WHAT Is THE LEGEND——?” 


AFF THE LAND AND PIT THEM THER-E-RE ! tea 


‘Dem Golden Slippers” will draw all trippers; 
look at them shining upon my feet 

In aureate glory! My wondrous story will 
fly the world round than light more fleet, 

And very shortly, all brave and courtly, 
princes galore at my throne wili meet. 


My sisters jealous will puff like bellows their 
swarthy cheeks at my golden luck. 

‘‘ All things that glitter not gold?” They re 
bitter because a gold-field they have not 
struck. ; 

Ho! sound the tabor! Flock hither, Labour! 
Fairy Godmother, you are a duck! 

[Left ptrouetting. 


Lerps Frsrivat.—So great has been the 
success of Dr. Macxenzin’s ‘* Prbroch,” 
written for Senor SaRasATE, that for next year 
the same composer has been commissioned to 
write an Oratorio for the Bagpipes only. The 
news has already got wind. Miss Macciz 
Macintyre has also been Macintirely suc- 
cessful at Leeds. Scots wha hae! urrah 
for the ‘‘ Two Macs!” 


“Tayra Witt Ovr.”—So Lord Mayor 
WutrenEeAD commenced life as a bagman ! 
All honour to him. We never suspected it. 
Curious that his brethren of the road, who 
recently presented him with a testimonial, 
should have waited till the close of his 
Mayoralty to let the cat out of the bag. 


SuGcGESTION FoR THE D. 7T.—Another ob- 
jectionable use of T obacco:—*' Chew quoque. 


FORTHCOMING NOVELTY. 


WE understand that arrangements are 
already made for the serious Opera by Messrs. 
SutperT and Gituivan. ‘The title of the 
piece has not as yet been settled. Itis not 
improbable that it may be called The Prince 
of Padua; or, The Sexton and the Suicide ; 
but atthe last moment, or any other moment, 
for the matter of that, this may be changed. 

The story is briefly as follows :—The young 
Prince of Padua, a youth of scholarly tastes 
and melancholy temperament, is much 
grieved and distressed by the hasty marriage 
of his mother, a widow, with the brother of 
her late husband, who had met his death 
under exceptionally suspicious circumstances. 
The one brother was, in point of fact, poisoned 
by the other, for the very, purpose of suc- 
ceeding to his throne and wife. The murder 
is revealed to the Prince, his son, by a Scotch 
relation, gifted with second sight. He imme- 
diately determines to revenge his father’s 
death; and in order to accomplish this end 
with more certainty and safety to himself, he 
feigns idiocy. Among other ingenious de- 
vices for bringing home the crime to the 
guilty person, he hits upon the following 

lan. The murder having been committed 

y means of a well-known anesthetic, ad- 
ministered aurally during an after-dinner 
nap, the Prince takes advantage of an evening 
party at the Palace to pet up a charade 
—the word chosen being thus divided— Clo’ - 
Reform. The climax of the scene, when the 
convicted assassin, suddenly guessing the 
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charade, shrieks out, ‘‘Chloroform!” and then 
goes into hysterics, 1s one of the most highly- 
wrought situations in the piece. We nee 
hardly remark on the splendid opportunity for 
a grand finale which the situation affords. 

Ata later stage of the drama, the Prince, 
who has been sent abroad on diplomatie busi- 
ness by his pelea ne) returns unexpectedly, 
only to find that the lovely Lady Dulcinea, 
to whom he had been betrothed, has com- 
mitted suicide by drowning. At this point 
the Village Sexton first appears. This part 
was a intended for Mr. GroRGE GRos- 
smirH. His humorous business (with a song) ; 
while engaged in digging a grave for the 
departed lady, would have afforded this 
eminent comedian a magnificent opportunity 
for the display of his peculiar talent. 

The precise incidents which bring about 
the dénoiment have not finally been de- 
termined on, but it is understood that they 
will include the death of almost all the 
leading characters in the drama. The opera 
ig in rehearsal. GILLIVAN has already com- 
posed the first four bars of the opening song, 
which we have been permitted to hear, and, 
without betraying a confidence, we may 
just whisper to the music-loving public that 
the new work will pee be the popular 
composer's chef d’awuvre. The o jection 
raised by one timid friend of the Management 
that portions of the plot too nearly resemble 
the incidents of a Shakspearian Play, has 
very properly been dismissed as frivolous, 
and the greatest success is anticipated for 
the forthcoming novelty. 
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THE LATEST STRIKE. 


For JusT A QUARTER OF AN Hour’s Romp BETWEEN BATH AND BEDTIME, 


SS 


HOW WE STRUCK AT OUR SCHOOL. 


(By a Boy Burns.) 


Monday.—Great indignation meeting in the Jimnasium. 
chaps on the iniquitus sistim of Impots, 
All the fellows inthusiastic—except that young sneak Foortrer. Organising 
unanimously resolved on. Dozss wanting to know how you organised. Told 
him not to bother me, but doit. Must be firm with chaps like Dozss, 

Luesday.—Matturing plans. Our numbers rappidly incresing. Swore in 
two dayborders, in the box-room, over crossed pocket-knives and a scull 
tobaco-poutch one of the fellows had. Drew 
up Ultamatom with Porr Major. OurDemands 
are: (1) No corpral punishment, except on the 
hand. (TZhere isn’t any at our School, but 
MortTERBORD might take tt into his head to do 
wt at any time, so we put tt in.) 

(2) Reduced. hours ; no class to last over 

twenty minutes. : 

(3) No out of bounds ; all games henceforth 

to be opshinal. 

(4) Abbolition of Evxrip, Iregular Virbs, 

and Evening Prep, 
5) Better qualaty of Grub. 
6) Dismissle of Gietamps and Spoonrnr. 
(The housemasters—both beasts.) 
7) Both sides to return to work as usuel 
after tirmination of Strike, without 
-feling on either part. 
the grevanses we could remember, but we reserved power to add 


Harranged the 
and the tirrany of Iregular Virbs. 


Itamatom to the chaps. All thought it cappatal, 
we should never get it.” Told him he was a 
rought us a flag he had painted on glased calaco, 


could plot without ateacting atari half holiday, so we 


Lhursday.—Posted inflamatry proklamation on blackbord where old Morrrr- 
A Thought we heard him coming, and tore it down. Felt we 
were not ripe yet for open Revilution. At evenin prep. GasstrerR Minor—like 
the young snipe he is !—called for « Three Cheers for Libaty!” and got kept in 
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by Gratamps. How long will such outridges goon? Dis- 
rankant general, Settled in the dormitries to go out after 
breakfast to-morrow. 

Friday.—We have done it, all except a few blacklegs 
like Foorter. Told off party to watch Foorier, an 
picket him—not too hard, unless he is obstinit. Marched 
in percesshun, with baners, round the town. Much 
simpathy from the plice and poppulus. Mass ne 
outside tuckshop. Saw a fellow taking down all I sai 
in a book, and thought he ment sneaking, but he was 
only reporting it for a London newspaper, which I don’t 
Slept pretty much where we could. One 
of the dayborders asked me home with him, and I was 
made pretty comfortable. His peple very respectful to 
me. Told them that I would sooner die than give in now! 

Saturday.—More marching round. Some of the cads 
in the town asked to join us, and we let them, as they 
are too big to fight. ‘Told them how we were made to do 
parsing and iregular yirbs, and they were most indig- 
nent. Go round to other schools, to pursuade the 
fellows to come out. I believe they woul have, too, if 
they hadn’t seen the cads. Tell a chap they call ‘‘ Brack 


JoE” that we’d rather he and his friends didn’t come | 


round with us. He says they’re going to see us 
through with it. Told him if I let them stay, I should 
expect strict dissipline. I hate the grin some cads 
have. Back to MorrerporD’s to bring out all the black- 
legs; deminstration in front of school-gates. Think 
MoRTERBORD might come out and meet me, as man to 
man, in a parley—I hung out a white flag! Believe 
he’s skulking in the schoolroom. Our skirmishers have 
siezed Foorter as a hostidge. Tell Brack J OE that, if 
anyone is to kick Foorter, I prefer to do it myself. 
He says he’ll kick me if he has any of my jaw. If only 
he was a size smaller! Foorrer is blubbing—says he 
believes both his shins are broken. These cads do hack 
hard. ..... This is too bad! Brack Jon, and a fellow 
he calls ‘‘ Largrxin Brit,” and some more, are shying 
stones at the windows! This will probaly delay a piece- 
able settlement with old Monrrrzorp. Brack Jou says 
“we haven’t half pluck, and he and his mates will 
break into the school for us, and give the head-master 
a rare doing.” Can’t help seeing this must aliunate 
poppular sympathy with our cause. And Mother 
MorTERBORD and the kids too! I tell them we mean to 
strike like gentlemen, not cads, and we set our faces 
against violence. They only say ‘‘they’ll smash our 
faces in if we don’t take care,” and go on sh ing. 
the windows are smashed now—no more poc et-money 
for us this half! Hold a Council of War with the 
other fellows. We all agree that this sort of thing must 
be stopped. Ask Brack Jox and his mates, quietly, how 
much they ’ll take to go away. They have taken all 
our watches, and knives, and pencil-cases, and every bit 
of money we had, and then gone off grumbling! Draw 
lots who shall go in and tell old MortTERBORD we are 
willing to listen to any propositions he may have to 
make. Glad old Twirrers drew it, and not me! - 
Saturday Night.—Strike over. Agreed to refer justice 
of our demands to Committee of Arbatration, composed 
of fellows’ parents. The ringleaders to submit to 
corporal punishment—not on the hand, which shows 
how corect my fourbodings were. All quiet now—except 
Twitters, who is snivelling, Morrerporp took him 
first, certinly, but I don’t believe he got it any hotter than 
me, and J didn’t snivel—much. All the chaps in a bait 
with me—say J let them in for this! Ungrateful sneaks! 
Catch me sticking up for them another time, that’s all! 


ProPHEsy AND Prorrr.—Mr. Grorcr Grossmire seems 
to have cut the Saveloy and gone in for a musical enter- 
tainment round the country, which is most successful, as 
long ago we predicted it would be. No one heard us 
predict it, but we did. The entertainment must be an 
Inexpensive, jog - trot, quiet kind of travelling - circus 
affair; a one-horse show, with a little ‘‘G. G.” in it. 
When ‘‘ Gee-Gee” makes “a pony” a night as his profit 
in the country, let him remember our prophet in London. 


‘* Tut Day will Come” is Miss BRADDON’s new novel. 
From what we hear, its second title should be, The Book 
will Go, Our ‘‘ Baron DE Boox-Worms”’ must see to this, 


‘‘O Rare ‘Brn’ !?? —Mapprison 
Haymarket. Matinée to-day. 


Morton’s at the 


ee 
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A DEVONIAN PERIOD. 


THE best way of seeing the country, if you’ve anything like good 
weather, is to hire a sturdy Devonshire-trained horse, quite safe, 
and—as sound as you can get him. With a waterproof strapped on 
to the saddle, you can defy the elements to a certain extent,—though 

the knees will always 

be a difficulty,—and 
with a decided object: 
in view, that is, in 
your mind’s eye,— 
for you can’t see 
over the hedges on 
either side of a lane, 
to say nothing of the 
hills, —and, with a 
compass handy, by 
which to steer your 
course,—(it might be 
fixed into the pommel 
; of the saddle—this is 
Wh ced JANI] 2 patent)— you can 
Ome MERA Ai |i #7 see more of the coun- 
SUS CRS SS HHTHSSSS Ally try and the people 
SS IS S 


B= than by any amount 
; f ioc of driving along the 
Anne Trudger. ordinary roads. 
Hints for Visitors.—You can’t do better than expend one penny 
in Twiss's Pocket Guide, in which the fares of hack conveyances of 
all sorts are given, the distances to all the principal places, and the 
excellent bye-laws regulating the conduct of the fly-men, who, if 
ou’re not prepared for them with a thorough knowledge of this 
inkdy volume, will impose upon the stranger’s ignorance to any 
extent, and with a profession of the most engaging apap k 
Miss BronpEsty is in raptures about her particular old donkey- 
woman, ANNE TRuDGER. Miss BronpEsLy, after the first few days 
of walking and climbing, subsided into one of those bath-chairs 
drawn by a donkey and guided by ANNE TRUDGER. Seated in this, 
she makes triumphal progresses everywhere, laughing, nodding, 
waving the miniature pocket-handkerchief, and accompanied by a 
troupe of merry little Cooxrss, generally enlivening the walk with 
snatches of melody which they have picked up from the Mysterious 
Minstrels, or from the black man in the Punch-and-Judy Show, and 
frequently by Our Own Mrs. Coox herself, :in another similar 
chariot, with the smallest Cooxy, sitting jubilantly astride the donkey 
as postilion, and at first making his mother very anxious for his 
safety, until she is convinced of his ability to hold on by the 
donkey’s collar. 
“T eat very little here,” observes Miss BRONDESLY, confidentially, 
to ANNE TrupGER. ‘I think I want more exercise.” | 
‘‘Tor bless you, Miss, you don’t want no more exercise than you 
takes with me,” says ANNE TRuDGER, treating the case from not an 
entirely disinterested point of view. j 
‘But 1 don’t go climbing and walking, and all that sort of 
thing, you know,” says Miss BRONDESLY, playfully laughing. 
‘‘ And you don’t want to do it,” replies ANNE TRUDGER, who has 
all the instincts of a courtier, if ever woman had. ee 
“Oh!” exclaims Miss BRonpESLY, ‘‘but I am not growing,any 


THE DUTCH DOCTOR. 


[An ingenious Dutchman has invented an Automatic Doctor, which, after 
putting a penny into slots labelled with the names of various organs, supplies 
the public with appropriate medicines. ] 


Pour a penny in the slot, and, no matter what you ’ve got, 
Be it measles, gout, or jaundice, here are pretty little pills ; 
Here ’s the Automatic Doctor, of cheap drugs a skilled concoctor, 
And he’ll cure you for that trifle of all human aches and ills. 


Is it liver, there’s the place; just a penny cures your case ; 
For no sooner has it entered than medicaments come out, 
You can get a pill or potion, pee ointment, draught or lotion ; 
For es pocket, says the Dutchman, knows right well what he’s 
about. 


If you feel your nerve is gone, here’s a tincture gives you tone. 
All the apertures are labelled after organs we possess ; 

’Tis a beautiful idea, you can find a panacea 
For all ailments for a penny, when a little knob you press. 


You need call no doctor in for your heart, or spleen, or skin ; 
Here are economic portions of all medicines for the sick : 

You can shirk a consultation, which oft eauses perturbation ; 
Just decide what organ’s ailing—the machine can do the trick. 


If you cannot sleep at night, here’s a ae will put you right, 
ou can cope with indigestion at this little copper fee ; 
If you’re ‘‘ chippy ” in the morning, after rules of diet scorning, 
You can purchase for a penny what will rival “8. and B.” 


But be sure to bear in mind what’s the matter, or you il find 
That you ’re treating the wrong organ, and that’s not precisely fun ; 
While your Punch will beta tenner that you’ll have to go to JENNER 
To repair the playful mischief the automaton has done. 


ECCENTRIC ART REVIVAL. 


Tue humorous monastic “‘carvers and sculptors” in Medisval 
times used to amuse themselves and their brethren by ‘‘ making 
faces,” in the wood and stone of our ancient churches and cathedrals. 
Whether nowadays this medizeval example should be followed, and 
its scope developed so as to admit of general application, is a 
question which Mr. Hantey, the sculptor of ‘‘ the Corbel caricatures 
at Chester Cathedral,” recently mentioned in the Zimes, seems to 
have settled in the affirmative. Mr. Hantzy has represented 
Mr. GiapsTonE, armed with a long crowbar, trying to upset the 
Church, which Lord BEACONSFIELD, that guileless child of Israel, is 
endeavouring to prop up. 

Of course, were there any chance of such representations becoming 
objects of an idolatrous worship to Primrose-Leaguers, faculties 
would at once be applied for, in order to have these comic images 
defaced or removed. But as thisis not likely, where is the line to 
be drawn? May we look forward to a comic Liberal Cathedral, in 
which the sculptured heads will be all caricatures of Tory opponents, 
beginning with Lord SatisBury, who would make an excellent corbel, 
as would also the Home SEcRETARY, ARTHUR Batrovr, and Sir 


; f eatin a — Ricwarp TrmptE. We fancy the Tory Cathedral would have the 
ae es . \, WS we best of it, their sculptor having such heads to deal with as those of 
‘Ay coorse not, ~ . Messrs. Bicgar, LasoucHERE, Brapiaven, three beautiful subjects, 


not to mention the G. O. M. himself, @. O. M. Junior M,P. for Leeds, 
Joun Morey in a cap of liberty, and last but not least, Sir W. 
Vernon Harcourt. The heads of Liberal Unionists could be executed 
by sculptors of both parties, and Mr. CHAMBERLAIN with his eye- 
glass would be invaluable on many a eorbel. In a Church and 
Stage Cathedral, we should expect to find among several very comic 
corbel faces, specially those of Rev. Stuart HEADLAM and Mr. 
Epwarp TERRY spouting at the Church Congress, where, both as 
Vestryman, Churchwarden and actor, he seems, being on his trial, 
to have acquitted himself uncommonly well. 


Oe 


Miss,” argues ANNE ( |) OS 
TrupgER. Then she <\ . x 
adds, decisively, 
‘Tt ’s the air that’s 
a nourishing of you. 
That’s what it is,” 
she repeats, as if 
confirming this 
opinion beyond all 
ais of dispute ; 
‘its the air that’sa 
nourishing of you.” 
Many of the don- 
key-chair proprie- 
tors, who are gene- ; Se 
La | oghem Agha People ‘‘ down at Hele.” 
cottages with considerable amount of garden, about a mile out of the 
town, at a place called Hele, at the foot of Hillsborough, or Hele’s- 
borough. Though these donkey-chair people are a well-to-do and 
respectable class, you will generally find them ‘‘ down at Hele.”’ 


a —— 


An Exceprion.—Although, from time to time complaints of 
immorality and indecency have been urged against the Stage and 
Music-Halls, who has ever heard one word against a Circus Enter- 
tainment? Isn’t this form of amusement the very one to which 
children in the holidays are most attracted? They go there for 
pure amusement. Adapting Ducrow’s celebrated speech, purists 
might recommend everyone to “‘cut the Music-Halls, and come 
to the ’osses.”’ 


NEw peeling of Name of well-known Common Councillor much 
Mrs. R’s. Merzorotoay.—She is sadly afraid that very much |interested in Sewerage and in Music-hall morality :—The Muck 
mischief has lately been done by the equally-noxious gales. DovGaLL. 
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Mr, Plumpington. ‘‘ A—yrs! I went tT 
THE JOURNEY MIGHT BE TOO MUCH FOR HER 
Tommy, ‘‘ Au, I sEE. 


ORPHEUS LULLS CERBERUS. 


(Modern Teutonic Version.) 


“Cerberus barked a little, and stirred hims:2lf : 
but, when I quickly struck my lyre, h2 waz at 
once charmed to silence by the melody.””—Luctav’s 
Menippus. 


“Tis sweet to hear the honest watch-dog 
bark.” 
Well, that depends, my truly British Byron. 
The triple-headed one is yelping. Hark! 
ean will not suit the Man of Blood and 
ron. 
To keep a watch-dog, and to bark oneself, 
Is looked upon as quite the height of 
folly ; [Guelph, 
Perhaps—in that queer kingdom of the 
At present watched by my sagacious Soxzy. 
ut here—well, Cerberus serves us_ best 
when napping— 
I cannot have too much promiscuous yapping. 


Good dog, and useful !—under due control. 
An obvious ‘‘ leader,” or obtrusive muzzle 
Would hardly do. N 0, I must seek my goal 
By other paths that duller wits might 
puzzle, [here ; 
Mowro’s frank mandate would not suit us 


To ee this dog would beat the average 
() he 
But I’ll Bake 


shift to catch him—by the 
ear ; 


: [hobby. 

Lyre-thrumming, ¢ Iq Orpheus, is my 
He and Apollo at the art might whip us, 
But—I’m as good a mimic ag Menippus, 


My own Eurydice,—I call her Pazr,— 
must secure, and mean to, at all hazards, 
le 
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O NUREMBERG ON BUSINESS, YOU KNOW, AND LEFr MY WIFE IN Lonpon! I THoveHT 


Here 


To soothe the triple heads: my powers will 
ns. ae 
I’d like to smite the monster ‘‘o’er the 
mazzards,”’ 
As SHAKSPEARE says, but that will hardly do; 
They might resent it, and begin to wrangle. 
No. I will try the charm of tootle-too, 
Likewise the subtle spell of twingle- 
twangle. [Orpheus, 
And when I’ve patly played ay: part as 
Cerberus will soon be in the arms of Morpheus. 


Two heads of him at least ; as for the third, 
With that I have a private understanding. 
That ‘*‘ Ourmanos,” (he 7s most absurd), 
Fancies his skill at Cerberus-commanding ; 
Thinks he’s a better Orpheus, far, than I: 
He may be—upon trees and (British) cattle ; 
But I should like to see the sophist try 
To soothe this creature ; there would be a 
battle ! 
He’d soon be in the state—oh, abstt omen /— 
Of him who angered those wild Thracian 
women. 


He subtle and sagacious ‘‘ Ourts” ? Nay, 
He’s much more like a purblind Poly- 
phemus, 
Flinging big rocks about in his wild way. 
e€ may out-chatter, but he can’t out- 
scheme us. 

Yes, I must keep my own dear Cerberus calm. 
y policy ’s not mad, but metamorphic. 
Tum-tum ! That falls upon his ears like balm. 

Pipang-teaga / I think that strain is truly 
rphic. 

He thinks I’m really Orpheus and no stranger, 

And whilst he’s in a drowse, there’s little 

danger. [Left twangling. 


‘THIS LITTLE Pig WENT TO MARKET—THIS LITTLE Pia STAYED AT HomE!’” 


A LATE LOVE-SONG. 


For me alone! 
I know not why it should be so, 
She loves me—will not let me go; 
Yet I am—I will own it—slow, 
And round the waist inclined to grow. 
Yet glances she will at me throw, . 
hich make my heart with rapture glow, 
And this is too absurd you know. 
The great world passing to and fro 
Was fain to leave her on the shelf, 
Whatso? She keeps her sacred self 
For me alone! 


For me alone! 

She is not fair to outward view : 
Her loveliness I never knew 
Until the girls were getting few 
Who took my vows au sérieux. 
And, fancy to affection true, 
Proceeded lavish to endue 
With every grace the pallid shrew, 
Who, like Diana, will pursue 

The heart, though not without an “* ER.” 

And fixes her affections free 

On me alone! 


For me alone! She will not brook 
Trim parlour-maid or comely cook ; 
She shepherds me with shortest crook, 
And sees in my austerest look 
Things that one reads in yellow-book, 
I should not mourn if she forsook 
This strain’d fidelity, and took 
Herself awhile to other scenes ; 
Though well—though very well—she means, 
She grapples me with steely hook ; 
Ah! would she leave our ingle-nook 
To me alone! 
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ORPHEUS-BISMARCK LULLS CERBERUS TO SLEEP. 
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“BROTHERHOOD” PROSPECTS. 


The Rev. Quiverful (watching his Daughters at play). ‘‘By THE WAY, Marra, 
WHY DON’T YOU ASK YOUNG BroTHER ANSELMUS TO THE HOUSE SOMETIMES ? 
HE’s sUCH A NICE MAN!” 

Mrs. Q. ‘‘Wuat’s THE Goop? Hr HAS TAKEN Vows OF CELIBACY 

The Rev. Q. ‘‘ONLY FOR A YEAR, MY LOVE,—OF WHICH Six MONTHS HAVE 
ALREADY EXPIRED !” 


1” 


THE LIBERTIES OF LICENCE. 


Tur Committee of the London County Council again met at the Surrey 
Sessions House, Newington Causeway, yesterday, to hear applications for 
licences from the proprietors of out-door shows and street amusements; and 
the proceedings, owing to the persistent opposition of one or two members of 
the Committee, were of the usual lively character, and excited a considerable 
amount of local interest. The first case taken was that of Mr. Muaerns, the 
proprietor of an itinerant Punch-and-Judy Show. 

Mr. NoxanpD, in explanation, said that his client, the applicant, had, since 
he last came before the Committee, provided, as directed, fresh exit from his 
show in case of fire, and trusted that his licence would be renewed. : 

Mr. McMucuapoo rose and said, apart from all considerations of public 
safety, he strongly objected to the character of the exhibition altogether, as 
highly improper, degrading to public morality, and subversive of all regard 
and respect for law and order in the popular mind of the audiences who 
assembled to witness it. What was Purith ? He was represented as a ferocious 
and bloodthirsty, gin-voiced villain, armed with a huge rolling-pin, with 
which he murdered, in turns, his wife, his friends, and the merest casual 
acquaintances who dropped in to see him. 

A Butcher Boy, who said he frequently attended the performances, here 
observed that he thought it ‘‘a jolly good lark’”’—a remark which elicited a 
burst of prolonged cheering from the public in the Sessions House. : 

The Chairman (excitedly). If there is any further pea indecent manifesta- 
tion of this description, 1’ll have the Court cleared, and the entire audience 
thrown bodily out of window at once. ; 

The Proprietor urged that Punch only knocked 
natured sort of way. Of course his ideas and t 
differ as to the meaning of jovial and good-natured. (Laughter) 

Mr. McMucnapoo said that was evident. He objected strongly, too, to the 
Beadle, as the representative of Authority, being knocked on the head together 
with the common crowd. It seemed to him that in this there was a covert attack 
on the County Council itself. But his complaints did not end here. On several 


eople about in a jovial, good- 
ose of the Committee might 
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| occasions on which he, in the discharge of his duty, had 
listened to the entertainment, he had noticed a song of a 
| highly re and suggestive character put into the 
mouth of a clown. What had the proprietor to say in 
defence of that song ? 

The Proprietor said he saw nothing in the song what- 
ever. It was only one verse taken from an old nigger 
song book. 

Mr. Mc Muchadoo (to the Proprietor). I happen to have 
taken it down, andI ask you whether the following words 
are fit to be uttered before a mixed audience of both sexes 
in the public thoroughfares (reading) :— 


‘¢ Lubly Rosa, SamBo come, 
Don’t you hear de banjo, tum, tum, tum. 
Someone in de copper wid Jo !”” 


The Proprietor. Well, I don’t see what you’ve got to 
object to in that. 

Mr. McMuchadoo, ‘* Got to object to?” Why, the 
whole thing is most suggestive. Who is in the copper 
with Jo? It is open to anyone to infer that it may be 
the Rosa already mentioned, and that I consider a highly 
improper inference. 

5 The Proprietor said the word should be altered to 
no-one’ in the copper with Jo. It would serve his 

purpose equally well, if it would suit the views of the 

Committee. - 

Mr. McMucwanoo said he thought the change smacked 
of subterfuge, but that the Committee would take it into 
consideration when discussing the matter presently. But 
he had still grave objections to make. It was bad enough 
to lower the general moral standard by the introduction 
of such features into an entertainment. What had he to 
say to bringing the Devil on the scene? Was not that a 
distinct attempt to tamper with public faith, as well as 
public morals ? 

_ The Proprietor said he certainly did not see it in that 
light. The Devil was only introduced as a sort of comic 
Bogey, as an appropriate finish to the whole affair. To 
take it in a serious light was, indeed, stretching a point. 
Why, to show the jocular vein in which the whole enter- 
tainment was conceived, Punch brought down the Curtain, 
2 ke speak, by twirling the Devil about on the top of his 
stick. 

_ Mr. McMuchadoo. Yes, and I consider such a termina- 
tion eminently horrible and theologically shocking. 

The Committee then retired to consider their decision. 
In less than three minutes they returned, when the Chair- 
man announced that they had decided on recommending 
the Council not to renew the licence, The Proprietor’s 
application was, therefore, refused. The announcement 
was received with signs of consternation by an angry and 
threatening crowd, who, however, on recelying an assur- 
ance that there would be an appeal on the matter coming 
up for consideration before the whole Council, with 
‘“Mr, Rosesprery”’ in the chair, when it was expected that 
the narrow and bigoted action hitherto followed by this 
Committee in this and other cases would be signally re- 
versed, quietly separated, and the proceedings terminated. 


Qurtr Prayrut.—t A SuFFERER” writes,—‘‘ Sir, I 
have a riddle to ask you. At Toole’s Theatre a piece 
was produced on Monday last which taxed my patience 
to the utmost. It was adapted from the French. No 
doubt in the original it was full ef risqué situations, and 
certainly, even after submission to the Licenser, it was 
still far from lacking suggestiveness. Well, it was very 
long, and very dull, and not too well played. And yet, 
under the title of The Bungalow, it was acted, and is 
still being acted (so far as 1 know), at Toole’s Theatre. 
Now for the riddle that has been puzzling me ever since 
I saw the piece. Given the theatre and the play, why 
was the one used for the other? Do you 


ive itup? So 
do I!—unless the joke was in the title—The Bungle O!” 


Very SMART AND vp TO Dare.—We see advertised a 
new work by HawiEy Smart, entitled, Without Love 
or Licence. Probably @ propos of the Music-hall County 
Council question. If so, it should be announced as by 
Music-HAWLEY SMART. 


Mr. Suarper always dealt himself a good hand of 
trumps. Sabsotneane suspicions were aroused as to his 
not playing fairly. ‘‘ Ah,” observed a considerable loser 
at cards, ‘‘that accounts for a good deal.” 
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DRAMATIC CONTRAST. 


Portrait of Music-hall Proprietor (any time during the year except 
September, listening to Lionne Comique Songstress), 


‘*SHE’LL DO! RATHER SPICY ! 
By Jove! THAT’LL FETOH ’EM ! 
A LICENCE IF YOU DON’T TAKE A LITTLE NOW AND THEN !”’ 


Sona AND Dance! Ha! Ha! D 
> 
WHAT’S THE GOOD OF HAVING DIATELY HE 


Portrait of the Same on Licensing Day, before the Licensing Committee 
of the County Council. 

Counsel (for the Licence), *‘My CLIENT AGREES THAT THE SONG AND 

ANCE WAS OF A MOST OBJECTIONABLE CHARACTER, AND THAT IMME- 

HEARD IT HE FORBADE THE LIONNE CoMIQUE SONGSTRESS 

EVER TO SING IT AGAIN, ON PAIN oF DismIssAL.” [Licence renewed. 


FROM PARIS TO LONDON. 
(Comparison of Theatricals, with a Suggestion for ‘* The Middleman.” 


THERE yet may be some things ‘‘ which are managed better in 
France ;”’ but certainly theatres are not of the number. Except the 
Grand Opéra, there is not a comfortable theatre in Paris,—not even 
the Francais; and, as to scenic effect, go where you will, it would 
be difficult to find the spectacle of Drury Lane, the Lyceum and the 
Adelphi equalled, still less excelled. Again, the way in which a 
comedy is placed on the stage of the Gymnase would not be tolerated 
at any one of our Comedy theatres, 

And then the French ingénues ! Take the best representative of 
the type, whom, as the Standard-bearer in the song says of ‘‘ the 
Lady of his love”—‘‘I will not name,” and what a mass of affecta- 
tion she is,—how coarsely painted, how artificial! As an example of 
what they cannot do better in Paris, I would instance the two young 
girls in The Middleman at the Shaftesbury. For simplicity of 
**make-up,” for gentle pathos and sprightly humour, connate me 
to Miss Maup Mixterr for the first two, and to Miss ANNIE HuGHES 
forall three combined. Mr. Henry AuTHoR JonEs scems to have been 
unconsciously thinking of Esther and Polly Eccles,—though I doubt 

he had a Caste in his mind’s eye, while scheming out this really 
well-conceived and admirably-written drama, — when he designed 
these characters, and assigned to one of them the officer lover, and 
to the other the common artisan. But, be that as it may, here are 
two imgenues, two young middle-class girls, possessing some educa- 
tional and social advantages, perfectly Feel by two young actresses 
without the over-Indian-ink’d, Holdonnard ‘‘lovely black eyes,” 
without such adventitious aids to beauty as pink ears, coloured 
eyelids, powdered faces, pearl-whitened arms and hands, and rose- 
pinked nails, without which French actresses of no matter what 
age, young or old, ingenuous or crafty, never seem to consider them- 
selves ‘‘fit to be seen ”” on the stage,—or, perhaps, off it. 

As to the play itself, which Mr. Henry Avrnor J onES tells me 


ened 


was directly inspired by Mr. Punch’s picture and poem about the 
Middleman,—this too is among the things that couldn’t have been 
written better in France. Mr. MackinTosH 7s the Middleman he 
represents, who stands between the inventor and the public; Batty 
Todd, excellently played by Mr. Canz, battens on the Middleman. 
Batty (O Shades of Astley’s Amphitheatre !) rides the Middleman. 

Could the representative of Cyrus Blenkarn be improved upon in 
Paris anywhere? No. Mr. WitLarn’s is a powerful performance ; 
never exaggerated, never obtrusive, and only once theatrical, an 
that, I should say, is probably the fault of author and actor. I 
allude to the last situation :—A letter arrives, the contents of which 
the audience may subsequently guess from the events, but do not 
know at the time, and never do really know, as only Miss Hucuxs 
and Mr, GARDEN (excellent!) are in the secret; then Captain Julian, 
who has now married Blenkarn’s daughter, whom he had previously 
betrayed, comes in alone, for the evident theatrical reason of afford- 
ing Mr. Witarp a chanee to give Julian a violent shaking, as 
if about to take his life; then a second chance of showing how he 
can suffer from a sudden revulsion of feeling (perfectly unintelligible 
on any but theatrical grounds), when he commands the Captain to 
produce his wife, of whose identity with his daughter he is unaware ; 
and a third chance, of course, when his daughter Mary, whom he 
believes dead, and who is now Mrs. Captain Chandler (of the first 
Night Lights), enters, when there is nothing left for Mr. WILLARD 
except to go off his head (which wouldn’t do), or to be killed by the 
sudden shock, which of course would fbe too tragical an ending, or 
to go through a whole cycle of emotions in half a minute, and fall 
es on his daughter’s neck. It is the last alternative which 
the actor selects, and does it admirably, and, on this touching situa- 
tion, reached by a conventional theatrical process, the Curtain 
descends. 

Success condones this employment of theatrical artifice, which is 
the only blot on the piece; that is, asit seems to me. Here is the 
remedy. Why shouldn’t that first-rate old scoundrel, Mr. MrpprE- 
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wan Macxrinrosu, have cleared his son’s character, and confessed 
to his having destroyed the letter in which his son offered marriage ? 
When Chandler the Bankrupt 
Blenkarn the Capitalist, isn’t this exactly what he would have done, 
so as to wipe off the heaviest item in the score that Blenkarn has 
against him? Then when that secret information is received by 

iss Hugues and Mr. GarpEN, couldn’t AurHor Jonxs have con- 
trived some situation analogous to the one in Caste, where the lively 
sister gradually prepares the sad widow for the re-appearance of her 


An LG ES 508 Wa St Nn 


husband? Imagine a similar scene, played by Miss Hugues, 
Mr. GARDEN, and Mr. WItrARD, leading up to the entrance of the 


wants to ingratiate himself with |daughter, followed by her husband, both of whom have already 


arrived, have been seen by the audience, and kept in the background 
until the psychological moment. I have no hesitation in saying 
that this would have been a grand scene and a strong situation worth 
a dozen such stereotyped theatrical makeshifts as is the one which 
now brings down the Curtain. But I don’t suppose that HEnry 
AUTHOR will alter this at the suggestion of THe MeppiE-Man, 
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SUPEREROGATION. (A Recent Sketch in Holborn.) 


POLICE INTELLIGENCE EXTRAORDINARY. 


(Supplied by our Prophetic Reporter for 1895.) 


YESTERDAY, the Duke of Sour Kensineron, the Marquis of 
BEDFoRD Park, the Earl of Aquarium, Lords BELGRAVIA, TYBURNIA, 
and BuRLINGTON oF ARCADIA, with some thirty other Noblemen and 
Gentlemen, were charged before the presiding Magistrate with being 
proprietors of a gambling Club known as “‘ Black’s,” and taking part 
in certain games of chance called whist, écarté, and billiards. 

The Inspector-General of Police (instructed by the London County 
Council) prosecuted, and the Defendants were represented, by Sir 
GrorcE Lewis, Bart., M.P. 

The Inspector-General of Police stated that, from information 
received from the Inquisitor-in-Chief of the London,County Council, 
he had caused ‘‘ Black’s”’,to be watched night and day for the last 
two months. 

Sir George Lewis. What has the London County Council to do 
with a prosecution of this character? Surely their jurisdiction only 
extends to Music-Halls? 

The Magistrate. I will make a note of your objection, Sir Gror@n. 

The Inspector-General explained, that he believed that Music- 
Halls had ceased to exist for some time, owing to the action of the 
Council, and that several of the larger establishments had been 
purchased by the same body and converted into workhouses. 

Str George Lewis. And I suppose the workhouses are now filled 
with the employés of the Music- Halls ? 

The Inspector- General. I believe so. 

The Prosecutor then described how the raid upon the Club was 
conducted. It appears that, at half-past eleven, after the theatres 
were over, half-a-dozen police-constables made a rush for the hall- 
porter, whom they succeeded in gagging with ‘‘the latest in- 
telligence,”” which had just arrived on a slip from the House of 
Commons. Having overcome this obstacle (who [made a desperate 
resistance), thirty more constables were introduced, and a vigorous 
search was made for the page-boys, who, it was believed, would give 
an alarm, and thus frustrate the intention of the Authorities, 

Str GuorcE asked if the Inspector-General had any warrant 

authorising him to arrest the page-boys. 
_ The ae replied that he had not—but this point was 
immaterial, as the page-boys were out on strike, the Committee 
having declined to allow them to wear tail-coats instead of buttons. 
(Laughter.) He continued: The coffee-room was then searched, and 
the Duke of Sourn Kunsmveron, and the Marquis of BepForD ParK 
were immediately arrested. 

Sir George. Were not His Grace and the noble Earl only partaking 
of grilled bones, and a pint of light champagne ? 

The Inspector-General (who promised to produce the supper-bill) 
said this might be the case but His Grace was heard to offer to ¢ allenge 
the noble Lord to ‘‘match him” who should settle with the head waiter. 

Sir George. Surely ‘‘ Matching” is not a game of chance? 

Lhe Magistrate. Y haye been lookin through the Act of Henry 
THE EieHTH, upon which these proceedings seem to be founded, and 
I fancy that ‘‘ Matching” wou 
eaatnlas oe not ee He Spa that Cardinal Wotsry used to 

such game at Ham : i 
Authorities at the British Museune ton Beaute dub l will conan y 


Sir George. And these Noblemen and Gentlemen are to be put to 
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the inconvenience of appearing before your Worship because some 
statute;was passed three or four panied, ears ago with the evident 
intention of causing annoyance to Cardinal Wotsry! 

The Magistrate. Well, you:know, Sir GzorcE, we do not make the 
laws. We have only to see that they are not infringed. : 

The Inspector- General (continued). The Police, after leaving the 
supper-room, then entered an apartment where a game of Pyramids 
was progressing. é 

Si Poarie. Is it snagesion that the Police actually saw the 
billiard-balls on the table? _ c a 

The Inspector-General replied that it was not, but on searching 
the pockets of one of the Defendants (Lord BURLINGTON oF ARCADIA), 
no less than five red balls were found in his Lordship’s coat-pockets, 
and the Marker, on the entrance of the constables, was seen to 
swallow the remainder. Twelve of the Defendants were taken in the 
billiard-room, but several other Members (not at present in custody) 
escaped through the window. One person, well known to the Police 
asa prize-fighter, of the name of ‘‘ Jim the Infant Slogger,” made so 
determined a resistance that he made good his escape. ; 

Sir George. Is it suggested that ‘‘ Jum the Infant Slogger” is a 
member of ‘‘ Black’s”’? : 

The Prosecutor said that he had been given to understand that the 
gentleman in question was an Hon. Member under a rule of the Club 
which permitted the Committee to elect to Hon. Membership persons 
distinguished in Literature, Science, and Art. — ; 

Sir George (after consultation with his Clients). I find {that the 
gentleman is an Hon. Member. _ : , 

The Magistrate. I am not surprised to hear it. As a pupil of ‘‘ Jim 
the Infant Slogger,’’ I can myself testify to his claims to Science. 

[ Cheers, which were with difficulty sup ressed by the Usher. 

The Inspector-General (continued), After leaving the billiard- 
tables, the Police visited the card-room, where they found a number 
of the Defendants busily engaged in playing whist. There was no 
attempt to conceal the cards up their sleeves. 

Sir George (indignantly). 1 should think not! 
not card-sharpers ! ; : 

The Inspector-General said, that écarté was also being played in 
the card-room, and there was one old gentleman fast asleep over a 
cribbage-board. 

r George. I think you were present at this point. Why were 


My clients are 


Sir 
not the Members arrested at once? Iam instructed that there was 
some delay. 

Inspector- General. Well, I am an old whist-player myself, and I 
did not like to interrupt the game until the conclusion of the rubber. 

Sir GEorce Lewis then addressed the Bench, contending, that 
the case had not been made out. Pyramids and Whist were not 
games of chance, and as for ‘‘ Matching,” with the assistance of a 
lucky halfpenny, that also might be removed from the same 
category. No doubt his Worship would remember that a kindred 
amusement known as ‘‘ Pitch-and-toss’’ had been decided not to be 
a game of chance. 

Lhe Presiding Magistrate. Can you give me the case you are quoting ? 

Sir George, Certainly. You will find it in Q.B.D., page 11,897. 
It is the case of Cox versus Box, Bouncer interpleading. However, 
if your Worship decides to send the matter for trial, I, on behalf of 
my clients, will reserve the Defence. ; 

_ The Magistrate said he had given this case very careful considera- 
tion, and had come to the conclusion that he had no option, but 
must send the Defendants to be tried at the Central Criminal Court. 
He did not wish to increase the pain that an appearance before him 
under such humiliating circumstances must cause t0 so many men of 
light and leading, but it was his duty to point out to them that there 
was no excuse for their conduct. If they wanted to gamble, why 
did they not go to the Stock Exchange, or Tattersall’s, where they 
might indulge their taste to the utmost without fear of unpleasant 
consequences. 

The Defendants were then admitted to bail in £20,000 each, with 
one surety forthe same amount. Sir GzorcE Lewis having tendered 
himself as security for all his clients, the proceedings terminated. 


A New * TEACHER’S ASSISTANT.”’—Last week’s Saturday Review 
has an article entitled ‘‘ Music hath Charms,” describing a system 
of education ‘‘ anparney of American devising,” that shows how 
easily boys may be taught by the teacher singing the instruction, 
and his pupils joining in chorus. Among the examples given ig 
the following, where the teacher sings, recitatively :— 


“ Black and wintry is the sky,” 


and then the hoys are to sing it all together. There is mothing 
novel in this. In Betsy the tutor adopts this plan for teaching 

ynamics and mechanics, and selects the air of ‘* Said Aaron to 
Moses,” his pupils answering their instructor with “ Right you are, 
says Mosns,”’ which would be very appropriate, by the way, if the 
tutor were demonstrating the agreement of scientific geological 
theories with the Biblical cosmogony. 


Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
To this rule 
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‘‘His daughter—she was once a trim 
coquette, 

Is now a haggard slattern, comely yet, 
But chill from long despairing — 


UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


“ Trés volontiers,” repartit le démon. “Vous aimez les tableaux changeans: je veux vous contenter.”’ 
Le Diable Boiteux. 


VII. ==>, a. ee Out of her cheerlessness essays to cheer 

DULNESS, unmitigated dulness, ~ (i ZZ | | a Greed’s victim, but his eyes are dim, his ear 
reigns [ Wearied brains, ash “al HH) | f | Wi [ i ( | y Is dull, well-nigh past caring. dd 

In this grey southern suburb. Hi iW 1) Neo : ‘‘Bather!??-—I hear her voice — ‘‘ Take 


Dead hearts, and pallid faces, 
Seem native to this worse than 
desert waste 
Of stony streets untouched by : 
human taste, 
Untoned by Nature’s graces. 


Even decay and desolation lone 
Some semblance of the pictu- 
resque put on ; 
But these rectangular ranges = 
Of close-packed dwellings never 
seem to know : 
Dawn’s radiance gay, the even- 4 
ing’s golden glow, ; 


heart, look up! 
You’ll need your strength to-morrow , rouse 


and sup. 
See, father, I’ve forgotten 
Our tyrant’s words of insult. Years ago 
He flattered me on my good looks, you 


S | I Ny 
™ 


‘* Base brute, and misbegotten !”’ 


(So the poor father, stung at last, outflames).’ 
‘“‘Flattery from him is worse than scorn; it 
shames 
Me—you—but to remember 
The glosing words which schemed your ruin. 
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The seasons’ kindly ch nee : 
Indly changes, Now you’ve no witchery,—in that draggled 
Unroof these sordid sheds spread dress— 


on the sight [mirk of night, 

In miles monotonous through the 
And what will greet our vision ? 

Close toil, keen pain, coarse mirth, and vulgar 


To fan dead passion’s ember. 
‘¢ Shrink nate iy What have you and 


O 
With sensibilities ? Put on the screw, 
Rich brute, turn hard, turn often! 
What matter though our hearts, our lives it 
crush ? [blush 
Your heart nor man’s appeal nor woman’s 
Hath any strength to soften.” 


‘‘ Let us be gone!”’ Iecried. ‘‘I little care 
To play eavesdropper upon mad despair, 
r spy on passion’s anguish.” 
“So beit!” sighed the Shade. ‘‘ He thrives, 
yon knave, 
Whilst his poor victim to a pauper’s grave 
Must lingeringly languish ! 

‘¢ Said I not that the secrets of the strong 
Were sinister ? ‘The ceaseless tale of wrong 
Hums through this opulent City 
In scarce-heard undertones. The countless 

slain [plain, 
Cumbering the clods of Mammon’s battle- 
Few mark, and fewer pity.” 


(To be continued.) 


‘‘Friend,” said the Shadow, ‘‘ yonder black 
vice, Thames stream 
All that might move sleek Culture’s soul of |Holds more crushed pride than pride un- 
crushed may dream ; 

But this poor broken ‘ duffer’ 
Possessed a conscience and six children ; ties 
Which nerve e’en his unheroic energies 

To live,—which means to suffer. 


‘* ‘Duffer’ his rich supplanter calls his tool. 

Knavish success dubs honest failure fool, 

A charge the world endorses.” — 

‘‘ Tgit,” I asked, ‘‘ Leviathan’s fault, orfate’s? 

Tends not our world to huge compacted states 
And concentrated forces ? ”’— 


ice 
To cynical derision. 


Beneath yon glimmering garret’s sloping 
_ slates 
What sordid scene our searching eye awaits ? 
‘‘ See!” sighed the Shadow. Slowly 
Through me sek gloom a tragic tableau 
shaped. 
Not with fine trappings of the stage are 


raped 
The dramas of the lowly. 
‘The secrets of;the strong,” remarked my 


guide, 
‘* Like pissing sharks, lie hid beneath the 


The Shadow smiled. ‘‘’Tis scarcely strange 
to find 

Bismanrcks and Big Store bullies of a mind. 
Yet Behemoth may bellow, 

Loudly and long about the glorious goal 

Of the Absorbing Arts ere he ’ll console 
Their prey—like this poor fellow. 

‘‘ Could you have seen him, pompously polite, 

Behind his counter trim with apron white, 
Scaling out lard or gammon, 

Watching him now you’d question the great 


ide 
__ ,That ripples calm above them. 
This is the day of ‘Booms,’ of those ‘ Big 
ngs 
The leader-writer, our true Laureate, sings. 
How lesser things must love them ! 


‘‘ The little things of life await the doom 

Of yeomen and the dodo. Where is room 
In the great huckster hustle 

For petty independence ? Though it strive 

How can it hope to conquer and survive 
Midst Trade’s belligerent bustle ? 


‘The world adopts the great Darwinian test ; 

The fittest are the strongest, not the best. 
What use to war with Nature ? 

The Town is strewn with scattered wrecks of 


those 
Who strove to hold their own with giant foes, 
Though dwarfs in strength and stature. 


‘+ See one of them, in this dismantled room, 
His arey head bowed in dull despairing gloom 
pon the scant-spread table! 
No, friend, the Tragedy of Trade to-day 
Has not the dignity of classic play, 
The grace of epic fable. 


He was a ae ee petty tradesman once, 


A ** UNIVERSAL” AND A ‘ PARTICULAR.” — 
Harry QuixtTer of the ever Red-y Universal 
Review has attacked Merry ANDREW LANG, 
under the impression that he had been pre- 
viously attacked by the latter in an article on 
WItkiE Cortins in the Saturday Review. 
The Saturday replies denying that Merry 
ANDREW wrote, or knew anything about the 
article in question. Instead of being neat of 
fence, and pinking the Red ’Un with a rapier, 
as we should have expected of the Saturday’s 
Editor, he goes in for quilting QuitTER. The 
quarrel is a very pretty one as it stands, till 
next month, when we shall see if it’s a case 
marts. of ‘*Q. in the corner” or not. Logically, the 

Mere huckstering will not fatten ‘particular ” upsets the ‘* Universal.” 
The creatures fast enough; they must pull ~ 
plies : ; Mansrietp Corrrce.— Those benighted 
In herds the peddling toilers of the Town, Londoners who only connect the o Re of 
And on them gorge and batten. ‘‘ Mansfield”? with a memorable occupation 
‘So swell huge fortunes; by such spider-craft | of the Lyceum, ask if the two leading pro- 


ain 
Of sweeping him, sad slave, in the huge train 
Of all-absorbing Mammon. 


‘‘ Him, and so many like him. Yonder dines 

Mammon himself. Fair women, dainty wines 
Adorn his glittering table. : 

How bright eyes gleam upon the lord of gain! 

So some would smile upon full-coffered Cain 
Fresh from the grave of Abel. 


A huge Trade-Octopus he knows the arts 
Which make such monsters masters of our 


‘And held his head up— poor deluded dunce !— | Wealth plumps on wreckage, and no tainted | fessors in this Educational establishment will 
With quite amusing vanity. watt be Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, both taken by 
Tis low enough at present, is it not? From the trade shambles reaches one person to save a salary ? We beg toinform 
How should the earthen brave the brazen pot ? | Society’s dainty nose. There Croesus sits, these ignorant individuals that Mansfield 
The effort shows insanity. Admired by women and amused by wits, College is not theatrical but Nonconformist, 
“He serves a Big Store bully humbly now, Amidst his pines and peaches. and the artful Dissenters are congratulating 


themselves on having been able to ‘‘ take a 


A gorgeous creature whose Olympian brow nto? at the Old, Univerity, 


Scowls, and he shrinks and shivers. | 
The bully sold him down and bought him Miike: 
iid Redress? Resistance? He as well might hope} Mem. For THE Drrectors.—The Aquarium 


up. [sup 
“ Strange,” muttered I, ‘‘ how souls on sorrow | To strive with Croesus, as a child to cope ought certainly not to be a place for ‘‘ loose 
Whilst there are ropes and rivers!” With the brute-clutch of Bruin. fish. 


Voy, XCTl'. 
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THERE were three Judges sat on a Bench, 


Down a down, 
And from their ta 


hey-down, hey-down; 


sk they all did blench, 


With a down. 
And one of them said to the others, 


h, here’s a bore, my learned Brothers ; 


With a down 
own. 


Behold! alas, at 
Down a down, 
Gather the counse 


down. 


pig table, 


derry, derry, derry down 


ey-down 


hey-down; 
1 sage and 4 


able, 


With a down! 
They rouse us from 


Us many a day the t k 
Sea down dery do 


Vacation sleep, 


erry, derry, dene down 


The faithful public hither hie, 


Down'a down, 


ee 


ey-down, hey-down ; 


ween 
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“HERE WE ARE AGAIN!” 


To hear Sir Henry by-and-by, 
With a down. 
And see there comes G-RGE L-w-s! Oh! 
Day, Smiru, this is an fearful go! 
ees a down, derry, derry, derry down 
own. 


Day lifted up his drowsy head, 

Down a down, hey-down, hey-down ; 
He sighed, ‘‘ I would I were in bed, 

On the down.” 

Smirn said, ‘It takes an awful time 
To search the source of Irish crime ;” 

Me a down, derry, derry, derry down 

own. 


Grave HANNEN yawned, and said, ‘‘I wis ”— 
Down a down, hey-down, hey-down ; 
“Cute RussEtt is well out of this “ite 
With a down. 


[Octoprr 26, 1889. 


Arr—‘' The Three Ravens,” 


—_-_-— 


: | \ 
\N 
SSN) 


WS 
Ss 


‘‘ Heaven send we soon may close the Court, 
nd give our minds to our Report ! ” 
ue a down, derry, derry, derry down 
own. 


' INTERESTED SuPPoRTERS.—The Chaplain, 
the Recorder, and the Mace-bearer, are most 
anxious that Sir Henry Isaacs should stick 
to his principles, and walk the whole way 
along the line of procession. Individually, 
each of these distinguished personages thinks 
that the other two ought to accompany the 
LorpD Mayor, so that the remaining one of 
the City trio would have the State Coach all 
to himself ! 


Tue Brrenron Ececrion.—Is it quite a 
| toss-up? As the French say, ‘Pez, ou 
| face?” 
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“THE MAN WHO SAID HE WAS SALA.” 


“CHARGE OF IMPERSONATION.—At Worcester Quarter 
Sessions yesterday a man named STEVENSON was sentenced to 
three months’ hard labour for having obtained board and 
lodging by false pretences. In June last he went to several 
hotels in Worcester and Malvern, representing himself to be 
Mr. GkorGE Aucustus SALA. He said he was a very comical 
fellow, and would give the hotel-keepers good notices in a book 
he was writing. His luggage consisted of a dog-whip, a time- 
table, a cucumber in brown paper, and a hamper of vegetables. 
He said he had a grand house in London, and had dined with 
Dickens and THACKERAY. He denied any intention to defraud, 
and said he had been driven to it by drink and domestic trouble.”’ 
—Times, October 17. 

O HAVE you heard the news of late ? 
If not, I’ll post you up to date, 
And tell you of the wretched fate 
Of the Man who said he was Sata! 
He went about with lots of chaff, 
He said he wrote for the Telegraph, 
And that he’d give you a hearty laugh 
If you stood him a pint of half-and-half, 
He went about to every town 
With luggage packed in paper brown ; 
But he claimed to himself world-wide renown, 
Did the Man who said he was Sata ! 


He boarded and lodged at Worcester, whence 

To Malvern he went, at great expense 

He lived, without paying, which showed the sense 
Of the Man who said he was Sax ! 

They took him in at the best-hotels 

They thought he was the biggest of swells, 

Then he took ¢hem in, so history tells, 

Which was but fair in the way of “sells,” 
His luggage,—a time-table, whip with lash, 
A cucumber, hamper of green-stuff, trash, 
But not so green as those who lent cash 

To the Man who said he was Sara ! 


He’d stories of Dickrns and THACKERAY too, 

And all the distinguished men he knew 

Were boon pom enon, good and true, 
Of the Man who said he was Sata! 

He promised that he, in return for each gift, 

Would write ’em a puff which would give them a lift, 

But some one, suspecting the lute had a rift, : 
Prosaic, determined the matter to sift, 

Alas! how impersonation may fail! 

The ee estrales, after they ’d heard the whole tale, 

Decided on sending for three months’ to gaol - 
The Man who said he was Sara ! 


COURT SHIFTS. 
From a Very Well-informed Correspondent. 


Ir is reported that the Czar has just written a private letter to the 
Emperor Witt1aM cordially thanking him for the precautions he 
took to protect his person during his two days’ recent visit to Berlin. 
It is not, however, generally known that the Russian Police Autho- 
rities more than met the Emprror half-way, by having noJess than 
three doubles of their August Master ready for any emergency. It 
was owing to the fact that, through some blunder, one of these who 
had been substituted for the real Czar could not be changed again in 
time, and so was borne on by the official programme, and had to take 
his place at the Imperial Luncheon-table, that the untoward incident 
over the reply to the Emprror’s speech arose. What the confused 
substitute really said was not in French, but in broad Russian. The 
words, too, of which he made use were not as reported :—‘‘I reciprocate 
the sentiments of my beloved brother and ally, and empty my glass to 
the glorious traditions of the two armies. Hurr Hurrah ! 
Hurrah!” But, ‘‘ Goodness gracious! I don’t know what to say. 
It’s too bad of them to have let me in for this!’? This he mumbled 
out in a low voice, much at first tothe surprise of his host, who, 
however, on getting a wink from BisMAkcxK, soon discovered what 
had happened, and only took care the incident should not leak out, 
by himself revising and correcting the proof-sheets of the Court Cir- 
cular for the official journal. Again, later in the evening, a similar 
hitch occurred, another of the doubles having, by some mismanage- 
ment, been taken, instead of the Czar himselt, to the Gala Perform- 
ance at the Theatre. f i 

The newspaper reports of the evening’s proceedings had noted the 
fact that there seemed a decided coldness of manner in the conduct of 
the Empzror to the Czar. This, of course, was accounted for b the 
circumstance that the Emprror discovered he had been again told off 
to entertain a dummy. Later in the evening, the sham CzaR was 
smuggled out, and the real one took his place ; and it was laughing 
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|| streets of the town in a common cab, catching the third-class train 
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“WELL OUT OF ITY” 


Uncle. ‘‘ AND YOU LOVE YOUR ENEMIES, ETHEL ?” 
Ethel (promptly). ‘‘ YETH, UNCLE.” 
Uncle, ‘‘ AND WHO ARE YOUR ENEMIES, DEAR?” 
Ethel (in an awful whisper). ‘THe Dey——” 
[The Old Gentleman doesn’t see his way further, and drops the subject. 


over this incident that gave the character of ‘‘ jovial intercourse” 
to the conversation between the two potentates on which the papers 
next morning indulged in such favourable comments. 

The departure of the Czar from Berlin was conducted with more 
than usual precaution. Three sham Imperial trains, with a dummy 
Czar ostentatiously displayed at the windows of an Imperial saloon 
carriage in each, in been started simultaneously respectively 
from three stations in different directions, while His Majesty, dis- 
guised as a common droschky-driver, really departed half-an-hour 
later in a horse-box attached to an ordinary third-class mail. 

But the precautionary measures did not end here. On his arrival 
at Neufahrwasser, the Czar instantly made for the beach, and pass- 
ing the night in a bathing-machine, hung about on the look-out for 
the arrival of the Derjava, which was bringing the Czarrna and his 
children to meet him. Here, again, he had recourse to his doubles ; 
and, leaving one to represent him in the eater Bae an 
another lunching in his own saloon carriage, drove through the back 


for Kénigsberg, at which place, disguised as a commercial traveller, 
he arrived at twenty minutes after six. : 

Still preserving his incognito, at one time appearing in a long 
white beard and spectacles, and at another donning a red wig an 
bagpipes, personating a travelling Scotchman, His Majesty at len 
touched the Russian frontier. Here, having assured himself that 
Mounted Cossacks, three yards apart, guarded the whole line on both 
sides all the way to St. Petersburg, and, having dispatched the three 
dummy Emperors in three sham Imperial trains in front of him, 
he donned his own proper dress, and following them in a luggage 
van, drawn by a pilot-engine, somewhat fatigued by the changes of 
his cenEnoed ‘variety entertainment,”’ reached Vis home once 
again in safety. 


AnotuEr TITLE To Distincrion.— The Birds of Mr. Marks, R.A., 
or, The Birds of Aristophanes, R.A. 
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A DEVONIAN PERIOD. A GRIEVANCE AT THE GROSVENOR. 


“(Ts this the hend ? "—Miss Squeer's. My Dear Mr. Ponca, 


: F I sHovuLp like to know what the world is coming to. The 

Or the local Guide- books 7wiss’s, which I have already mentioned, | Ayt-world is undoubtedly tottering to its fall, and will shortly 
is by far the best, but the ordinary maps of North Devon are| pease to exist. You have doubtless heard of the disastrous catastrophe 
that took place last week, which came upon us like a thunder-clap, 
and which has undoubtedly sealed the fate of the Grosvenor yi (25) 
and has removed for ever Sir Courts-Linpsay from the exalte 
pedestal on which We had placed him. At the very last moment I was 
jinformed that there would be no Private View at the Grosvenor 

Gallery! It is too bad! This is the reward for years of faithfulness. 
I who—by reason of my extraordinary costumes, by my weird expres- 
sion, by my high voice, and by my striking attitudes—along with 
my band of devoted disciples—who have been the making of 
Sir Courrs—to find that we were disestablished at one rough blow, 
and to hear that: we could come in with the Common Shilling Public, 
That, my dear Sir, is what I absolutely refuse to do! WhatdolI care 
for Pastels ? What do I care for Sir JosHua REYNOLDS, or GAINS- 
BOROUGH, or Sir Joun Mix1ais, or VANDYKE, or Old Masters, or Young 
Masters, or Middle-aged Masters? What does anybody care for them r 
The object of the Grosvenor Gallery, Sir, is 4r¢. And the real meaning 
of Artis a crowded Private View, ina hot room, and the feeling that you 
are a celebrity! Oh, the glow of glory that comes over me when I 
hear people audibly whisper, *‘ There goes Mrs. SHap-THames!” 
Oh, the delight, when one knows that. the name of Mrs, SHap- 
THAMES will be chronicled amid 
the host of distinguished A 
who were ‘‘ observed.” Oh, the 
rapture when one feels a dozen 
Lady - journalists are minutely 
taking down every detail of one’s 
costume! Again, I ask, is the 
Profession of Private- Viewer—a 
profession, which, by the way, 
requires neither taste, beauty nor 
intellect, but something beyond 
all; a Private- Viewer, like a poet, 
ts born not made—to be ruthlessly 
crushed by some silly fad of the 
Head of the Grosvenor? If Sir 
Coutts thinks he can compensate 
Society for his unceremonious 
treatment of Us, by inviting a 
few of his private friends to take 
tea in the Gallery on Sunday— 
all I can say, is, Sir Coorrs is 
most egregiously mistaken. And 
when the time comes, as 7¢ surely 
will come, when he sits alone in 
his Gallery while the public no 
longer pay their shillings, and he 
will edt the satisfaction [ = 
enjoying the very privatest o Nee CE ee ( son 
Private fees = fie 3 = \ ay iS |Z 6 
science will smite him for his 
scandalous treatment of Wx, who,| QUITE THE STILTON! 
have made him! When I look | Suggestion for the Lord Mayor Elect 
at my terra-cotta gown,myslashed| should the Ninth of November be 
canarysack, my artistically bulged | 4 particularly dirty day. 
path hat, especially prepared 
for last week, when I think I shall no longer be chronicled as a cele- 
brity three or four times a year, and that my occupation is gone 
for ever, I declare I could cry with vexation! ‘Believe me, to be, 


Yours wrathfully, SoPHONISBA SHAD-THAMES, 
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=e the pedestrian or equestrian. 
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4 riage, and the space he can 
(). NWS sS cover without fatigue gives 
RRR ¥(_ (i\\\\\ him his advantage over the 
\ \ <4 \\ pedestrian. But the bicyclist 
\\\ oh map does not assist youhere; 
TOSS \\\ indeed, the ordinary map 
AN x which accompanies Zwiss’s 
N> Guide is the best I’ve seen 
up to now. 

As to Murray, it is very 
’ full, ‘* but,” says Our Own 

Mr. Coox, ‘‘a guide-book 

~ that doesnotinclude George- 

Down to Lynmouth. ham in its index of contents, 
—and I cannot find it in its pages,—is certainly incomplete.” 

The guide-books give the distances accurately, but rarely do they 
give you more than one route to any place, and still more rarely do 
they inform you of public foot-paths across fields. Murnray’s young 
men should be sent out again, some on bicycles, and some walking, 
and some riding, and let the result be a good, clear, well-defined map 
of North Devon, with short cuts distinctly marked, and let the in- 
structions tell us whether a town or village is supposed to be at the 
end, in the middle or at the beginning of its name on the map, as 
= come of an inch on the map makes about four miles difference on 
the road, — 

Essential for North Devon.—A good waterproof. Not one of 

our showy, flimsy, so-convenient, roll-up-to-nothing-and-weigh- 
ess-than-that, which will tear and split like rotten rag, and costs 
from three to five guineas, but an ample, long, stout waterproof, 
made to brave the Scotch mists that have gone astray in North 
Devon, the torrents, the showers, the after-dripping from the trees, 
and that won’t tear on its catching in any obstacle when mounting 
a coach or embarking in a boat. 

Time’s up! Our Own Mr. and Mrs, Coox and all the little Cooxrms 
must depart for town. Coprey Marxuam has left us for Paris, 
Young SKRYMMAGER is climbing the Welsh Mountains. The Poet 
has gone to stay with his publisher. Miss BronpxEsiy has been sent 
for, and she parts from ANNE TRUDGER with ‘‘ cheers, tears, and 
laughter.” One more breaking-up. Sad-thing, all breaking-up 
gradually. The Ilfracombe holiday is at an end. 
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For Loprr or Pret (‘‘ wHICHEVER You LIKE, MY LITTLE DEAR”’) 
ON FRIDAY NEXT :— 
“ And all his prospects Brightoning to the last.” 
Quoted from “ Resignation.” 


REAT BARGAIN.—SECOND-HAND GOLD STICK TO BE 
DISPOSED OF.—Owing to recent changes at Court involvin 

the suppression of the functionary who has Shocks made use 0 
the above-named useful and ornamental article, he is now willing 
to part with it at a merely nominal value. It would cut up into a 
couple of elegant walking-sticks or umbrella handles, or, sub- 
divided into three, would furnish a handsome and showy set of 
We i = presentation cricket stumps. Would also chop up into an effective 
: aa ren SRR SAN set of drawing-room ninepins. Might still be used with effect ata 
n Again!” The Last Ha’porth of Sunset. Grand Finale. cannibal court ceremony, and if any enterprising Missionary wished 
—— ee —— = Acertner who le Grrtth Matte hat ment 
: ILKIE COLLINS HAVE A Memortan ?—Certainly - other- | becoming é i Fe lenegreenbed heey 
wise he may be forgotten, as he left No Name worth mention: as well, 4 ae & cy Rint Doneanent oo igeen’ - 
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HOW DOES HE LIKE THIS? 
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Dedicated to the Rev. Hee-Haweis, who thinks dogs ought to be used ror draught purposes, 
“¢ because they like tt.” 


BIRDS AND BONNETS. 


Mr. H. S. Marks, R.A., on the subject of 
birds is bound to be interesting. Says the 
great Bird-painter :— 

“I always say that people like birds for three 
reasons :—T'o shoot—To eat—To wear.”’ 

Quite so. Mr. Marxs doubtless thinks, 
and Mr. Punch agrees with him, that birds 
were not intended only to be shot, eaten, or 
even worn. Indeed, the latter custom rouses 
Mr. Marx’s indignation, as it often has 
Mr. Punch’s. Says the former :— 

“There is nothing makes me so furious as this 
miserable fashion of birds in bonnets.” 

Hear! Hear! But Mr. Marks adds :— 

‘‘ Next to a Woman, a Bird is the loveliest thing 
in creation.”’ 

Humph! Perhaps lovely Woman might 
ingenuously retort, that that is just the reason 
why she likes to wear them next to her! A 
woman, who is capable of ‘‘ killing birds to 
enhance her beauty,” is quite capable of turn- 
ing Mr. Marks’ words against him. But the 
outspoken R.A. is right. Birds in bonnets 
(like dirt), are just ‘‘matter in the wrong 

lace.” Perhaps, if people knew more about 
irds, as much as Mr. Marxs does, for in- 

stance, they would not be so eager to decorate 
themselves ¢@ Ja Chocktaw, with their stolen 
plumes and wantonly slain bodies. Mr. 
Punch is quite ready to join the good painter 
in a crusade against the beautiful (but bar- 
barous) bird-slaughterers :— 

Hang me, Ladies fair, if tell I can 

Why you’d slay the blameless pelican, 

Or—to utilise slang lingo— 

‘* Spifflicate’’ the poor flamingo, 

Give the ‘‘ adjutant” his gruel, 

And, with faces blandly cruel, 

Cause the stork, the crane, the gannet, 

To skedaddle from our planet, 

Like the dodo, prematurely, 

Just to deck your bonnets! Surely 

In Apne of Fashion-culture 

To kill out the useful vulture, 


Or exterminate the eagle 

Bird (excuse the rhyme) so regal 

Rob, as it is feared your manner is, 

Of its snowy plumes our swanneries ; 
Needlessly ‘‘ wipe out’’ macaws, 

And, without sufficient cause, 

Lessen, as by annual inches, 

Our supplies of tits and finches. 

Surely all this ruthless slanghter 
Means disgrace to each Ever’s daughter ; 
All these birds are found you know 

In friend Marxs’s great ‘‘ Bird Show.” 
These and more in great variety 

See at the Fine Art Society, 

One, four, eight, New Bond Street, W.' 
Ladies, Jfr. Punch will trouble you 
To attend this fine display, 

Which you’ll owe to Marks, R.A. 
Oddities in Ornithology 

There you’ll see. Then make apology 
To your Mentor, Mr. P., 

And all join the 8, P. B.! 


The 8S. P. B., or Society for the Protection 
of Birds, Mr. Punch may inform repentant 
bird-slaughterers, was formed at the begin- 
ning of the present year to ‘‘ discourage the 
enormous sacrifice of bird-life at present 
exacted by the milliners,” and, of course, 
acquiesced in by the matrons and maidens the 
itinerk cater for. ‘‘ The sole obligation of 
members is that they shall refrain from wear- 
ing the feathers of any bird that is not killed 
for purposes of food, the ostrich only 
excepted.” Not a very severe self-denying 
ordinance that, Ladies? ‘‘It is hoped” 
(says the Hon. Sec.), ‘‘ that many women will 
feel induced to join the Society (to which 
there is no subscription), and so make a protest 
against the present wholesale destruction of 
wild and singing birds.” aa 

Mr. Puheh heartily echoes this. wish. So, 
he is sure, does Mr. Marxs. The Hon. Sec. 
says she shall be happy to receive the names 
of intending members ; and she signs herself, 
Emity Wriu1amson, The Croft, Didsbury, 
near Manchester. Verb. sat, Ladies! 
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TO A FAIR NICOTIAN. 
(WitH A Wuirr or Lorp TENNYSON.) 


Dar Lady Crara, let me, pray, 
Remonstrate. It’s beyond a joke, 
When your flirtations, so you say,! 
Begin, as oft they end, in smoke. 
You’re beautiful, but fairer far 
You’d be, if only you would let— 
Your male friends smoke that big cigar, 
And yield them too that cigarette. 


You smoke because you think it’s fast. 
How sad the day when you began 
To bridge the difference—so vast— 
Between a woman and a man. 
The heroine of idle tales, 
Of scorn, of slander, and dispraise ; 
Your womanhood is lost ’mid veils 
Of smoke, your foolish lips upraise. 


And, Lady Ciara, though mayhap 

These words may never ee | our ear; 
Young LAURENCE was a decent chap, 

And his old mother held him dear. | 
Why did you teach the hapless boy 

To smoke P—’twas quite against his will; 

' Tobacco, you so much enjoy, 
Made him, we know, extremely ill. 


Oh, trust me, CraRA, though I like, . 
Myself, my yard-long Brosely clay, 
Your lovers all will go on strike, 
If you smoke in this awful way. 
Howe’er it be, it seems, my girl, 
Your ladyship too oft forgets 
A maiden’s lips were meant to curl 
And kiss, and not smoke cigarettes. 


Dear Lady Ciara, as I’ve said, 
If time be heavy, work and play ; 
Try going earlier to bed, 
With some lawn-tennis every day. 
Don’t give the orphan boy bird’s-eye, 
The orphan boy a pipe. You know 
How ill they made you first. Good-bye! 
Remember ALFRED told you so. 


> 


E-ENGAGEMENT REQUIRED IMME- 
DIATELY BY A NOBLE EARL 
who has had, through no fault of his own, 
but owing to the desire of his late employers 
to cut down excessive expenditure, to resign 
his situation as Master of Buckhounds. The 
Advertiser would be willing to take any place 
involving the discharge of similar duties. 
Can furnish excellent references testifying to 
his fitness for the post. Would not object 
to the charge of a pack of Beagles. Salary 
in last place £1500, but might take less. 
Thoroughly understands ‘‘ whipping in,”’ and 
all the subordinate business of the profession. 
Would be glad to hear from Dogs’ Home. 


AS EX-ASSISTANT MARSHAL OF 
THE CEREMONIES, who can bring 
an excellent character from his last place, 
which he has, however, been compelled to 
leave, owing to his services having been dis- 
pensed with in conformity with certain new 
regulations of retrenchment, is anxious to 
meet with some kindred occupation in which 
the special acquirements with which his call- 
ing have rendered him familiar could be use- 
fully and adequately called into requisition. 
Thinks he could undertake a provincial stage 
management, or arrange an effective parade 
of ‘*Salvationists.”” Would also undertake 
to organise striking processions of Ritualistic 
Clergy. Foresters’ Clubs might communicate. 


N ASSISTANT FIRST GENTLEMAN 
PORTER, suddenly thrown out of em- 
ployment at Buckingham Palace, is anxious 
to hear of any light job-work by the day or 
hour. Would be glad of any opening. No 
objection to a little cab running. 
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FILIAL 


Ingenuous Youth, ‘‘May I HAVE THis Dance?” 
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PIETY. 


The Bishop's Daughter, ‘‘Taanxs—No! I never pANcE Rounp Dances IN my FATHER’s DIocEsE ie 


“COOPED UP!” 


Grecian Game-cock loquitur :- 


Ou, Cockadoodledo! Could I only get at you, 
You big and brutal Turkish Bubbleyjock, 
I would make your feathers fly! But they will not let me try, 
And these bars my eager efforts foil and mock. f 
Those old buffers at Berlin cooped me up to keep me in, 
For they knew my spurs were fretting for the fray. 
Now, like STERNE’s immortal Starling, though that Cretan chick ’s 
““T can’t get out” to help it any way. [my darling, 


It is really quite too bad. That confounded feathered cad 
Of a Turkey is the barnyard’s scourge and pest. 

Surely every other bird should boycott him. It’s absurd! 
He only feeds and feathers his own nest. 

He is not a mite of good, not as ornament or food, 
And he’s always getting someone in a row. 

He’s the tyrant of small coops, but to bigger birds he stoops, 
With a meanness which is horrid anyhow. : 


Though I’m but a small game-cock, yet I come of fighting stock, 
And I’d lick that Bubbleyjock into fits. 
The bi bully I don’t fear, yet behold me cooped up here, 
Whilst he’s moking that poor chicken there to bits | 
A callow chick from Crete he can buffet, bang, and beat, 
_ He will pull the little creature limb from limb. 
You tyrant, let him be! _Come and have a turn at Me! 
nly wish that I could haye a turn at him / 


Oh, I feel so cock-a-whoop. But for this confounded coop, 
recian game-cock to the rescue!” it should be, 

My opinion is emphatic: a small rooster, if he’s Attic, 
Is a match for such a lumbering brute as he. 

He is killing him! Oh dear! Will zo one interfere ? 
What a callous lot of cowards they all are! 

If this coop I can upset, II] get at the bully yet, 
Then, by Jove, you Barnyard shirkers, there’ll be war!!! 


THE NEWEST THING IN CYCLES. 


Smm,—Every schoolboy knows what great events from little causes 
spring; how Dr. Warts discovered his hymns while listening to the 
singing of the tea-kettle; and how little RowianD Hitt, while 
watching the cook ornamenting a pie-crust, hit on the idea of the per- 
forated postage-stamp, which has generated the Christmas-card and 
touting Nailer nuisance, and ruined the art of polite letter-writing. 
I was coming in weary yesterday from a long tricycle ride over heavy 
roads, and was revolving schemes for an automatic cycle, when my 
attention was caught by the sound of rapidly galloping hoofs, and the 
excited cries of an enthusiastic driver. Coming towards me at a sur- 
prising pace, I beheld a trim and vigorous donkey, attached to a light 
cart, on which were perched two genial-looking persons of the coster- 
monger class. They were not beating their willing little steed. Far 
from it. They were exciting his emulation by moral suasion—a bunch 
of carrots on the end of a pole was held in front of his nose, and the 
intelligent creature was making every effort to secure the dainty but 
delusive bait. Then in one flash my great invention came to me, 

A powerful magnet on the end of a pole in front of the tricycle, 
and a light steel bar fixed to the machine, so as to come within the 
sphere of the magnet’s greatest influence! You mount your tricycle, 
whip off the neutralising cover of the magnet, and off you go. The 
bar, of course, is drawn to the magnet, and the tricycle is fixed to 
the bar. The magnet being also fixed, the more the bar tries to 
reach it the faster the tricycle goes. To sto , you_have only to turn 
the magnet by a simple lever arrangement alongside the saddle, and 
the red end is presented to the bar. Every observer of the habits of 
toy-ducks and fishes in a basin will see at once what will happen. 
The speed will immediately be checked, and if the “gage J force be 
kept at work long enough, a retrograde motion will be established, 
With a little lace however, the cap will be clapped on at the right 
instant, and the machine will beat rest. This seems to me not only an 
invaluable invention for the wheelman, but also to come very near 
solving the problem of perpetual motion. MANGNALL BREWER. 


P.S.—I hope to form a company forthwith. My son Ponsonsy 
declares that aman will be necessary to run in front with the magnet, 


This is ridiculous, No one ran in front of the donkey with the carrots, 
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‘‘My Horsk HE LIKE NOT YOUR WALL oF SToNE—I GO TO MAKE 


WHEN YOU COME TO THINK OF IT. 
(Modern Hypnotic Thaumaturgist’s Version, as sung by the Rev. A. Tooth.) 


[The Rey. ARTHUR ToorH has introduced a form of neo-h pnotic treatment 
for dipsomaniacs and others, which he calls “ Cure by uggestion.’’ ] 


I’m a nineteenth century thaumaturge, with ‘‘will-force,” and a lot 
; Vhen I come to think of it, [of it, 
There might be happiness in life, though little man ’s yet got of it, 
When I come to think of it. 
They talk to me of Science,—humph! I do not think a deal of it ; 
Tooth-ache (no pun!) is a great scourge ; J do not like the feel of it. 
I have a sort of fancy, now, that I could make a heal of it, 
When I come to think of it. 


Mesmeric¢ force, hypnotic power ?—men do not like the names of them, 
When they come to think of it. 

Reminds them of ’cute charlatans, and all the little games of them, 
When they come to think of it. Boe 

But mental power o’er matter ?—there can surely be no harm in it, 

Give it a nice new name, and none will find cause for alarm in it. 

‘‘Oure by Suggestion!” That’s the very thing, there ’s quite a charm 
When you come to think of it. [in it, 


If Tomary’s got the toothache life is troublesome and slow to him, 
When he comes to think of it ; : 
He needs the dentist’s services but does not like to go to him, 
hen he comes to think of it. 
But what if I ‘‘ suggest” to Tom when forceps get a bite of it, 
That molar or incisor, he will howl—with the delight of it? | 
Tommy of course, at once will feel that I am in the right of it, 
When he comes to think of it. 


The dipsomaniac again !—he likes rum as a beverage, 
When he comes to think of it ; 

But by this same “‘ Suggestion” on his will I get a leverage, 
When I come to think of it. | 2 

I hint to him that Zoedone much nicer than ‘‘ Pine-apple” is 

(Sug estion the best manner with his morbid taste to grapple is) 

€ ai own that Zoedone the thing to titillate his thrapple is, 

When he comes to think of it. 


Repressive laws are hateful to Joun Butt, he loathes the style of them, 
When he comes to think of it ; 

He has a fad for freemen, and he thinks he has an Isle of them, 
‘When he comes to think of it. 

But surely mere ‘‘ Suggestion ”’ freedom cannot bind, or shackle it. 

No, ‘‘ Local Option” sounds not sweet though Temperance men be- 

Sir WILFRID must prefer my way, if he will fairly tackle it, [eackle it, 
When he comes to think of it. 
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IT MORE Low!” 


‘‘He! pA Bas!!” 


HAMPERING HYMEN. 


[A Bill is to be introduced into Parliament next Session—so it is said—to 
stop improvident marriages by forbidding anybody below twenty-five years’ 
old to contract a matrimonial alliance. ] 


Monday.—After a sleepless night, summoned up enough courage 
to declare myself (sounds rather as if I was accused of carrying con- 
traband goods), to the object of my affections, Miss CLEMENTINA 
Tatipoys. Had rather a bad five minutes—of vacillation on CLEMEN- 
TINA’s part—but at last was accepted. Rapture! Presented her with 
the brass coal-scuttle (which I had left out in the hall, and should 
have taken away with me had I been rejected), as an engagement 
gift. CLEMENTINA looked as if she might have preferred jewellery. 
However, the coal-scuttle will be useful when we begin housekeeping. 

Tuesday.—Curious! CLEMENTINA anxious to have my exact age. 
Tell her, twenty-seven and ninemonths. She seems doubtful. Can 
she distrust me? She explains that, by the new law, I should be 
sent to prison for any time not exceeding five years (gracious!) if I 
married before the age of twenty-five. CLEMENTINA actually sheds 
tears as she mentions it. I tell her how glad I am to find that she 
cares for me enough to weep at thought of my imprisonment. She 
replies—‘‘ Oh, it’s not that so much, but anybody aiding and abet- 
ting would also be punished; and so J might have to go to prison 
too!” I suggest that ‘love would make even a gaol pleasant.” She 
answers fools I think) that ‘‘she would prefer to spend her honey- 
moon somewhere else.” 

Wednesday.—CLEMENTINA’S father has written to ask for my Bap- 
tismal Certificate! Query—insulting? He tries to explain his request 
by saying, ‘‘it would be so awkward if you had made a mistake about 
your age. You have a young look (rather flattering, that), and 
CLEMENTINA naturally wishes to avoid committing a misdemeanor.” 

Thursday.—CLEMENTINA trying to pump me about money- 
matters. 1 should not}have thought it of her! Says, blushing, 
‘her Papa would be glad to see me about settlements.” But I 
haven’t anything to settle ! : 

Friday.—No letter to-day from either CLementia or her father ! 
Have they discovered a flaw in the Baptismal Certificate ?_ Call, and 
am told ‘* the whole family ’s not at home.” Query—a whopper ? 

Saturday.—Frigid note from CLEMENTINA herselt, saying ‘‘ she has 
just happened to remember that, though I am twenty-five, she is 
only twenty-two, and therefore, by the new law, she cannot marry 
for three years. She begs accordingly to break off our engagement, 
and returns the coal-scuttle.” Believe, myself, she’s thirty, if she’s 
aday. This excuse of age is a subterfuge. I am rejected for lack of 
money—settled by settlements! If Parliament had not assed that 
idiotic law, I should take immediate action—a Breach of Promise one 
—against CLEMENTINA’sS perfidy. 


— 
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beholding which, especially if it be a hot day, you will wonder that 
STATESMEN AT HOME. the genius of English people lacks the inspiration which might clothe 
No. 1—MR. GOSCHEN AT 69, PORTLAND PLACE. this noble thoroughfare in verdure. In any other city but London, 


You approach Portland Place from different avenues according | Portland Place would be planted on either side with avenues of 
to the point from which you start. Supposing you go along the}trees, under which you might carelessly loiter at high noontide. 
Marylebone Road, it would be necessary, on reaching Park Square, |Mr. GoscHEn presently tells you that he has thought of this, and 
to turn to the right by Park Crescent, which gives upon a broad | had at one time half elaborated a scheme whereby each householder 
road “that does not always lead to destruction,” as the Gentleman was to be compelled to plant before his doorway one or more trees, 
in difficulties said, when he was going to call upon Mr. Groraz Lewis} ‘Under the Municipal Acts,” this great authority says as he 
at No, 88. If, on the other hand, you approach Portland Place from toys with a tassel of the priceless Chippendale chair which you learn 
the South, it would be necessary to pass up Regent Street through | has a quaint history, ‘‘ householders are compelled to clear away the 


the narrow gully by the Church, and so into Portland Place ; on| snow before their house-fronts. Why should they not be ob iged 
SEES Wa: 
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by an extension of the Act to planta tree? The principle of Every 
an his own Tree-planter once firmly established, London would 
blossom as a garden.’ 

Standing on the steps of No, 69, regarding the still treeless waste, 
you notice an inscription on the door-plate, whose polished surface 
would certainly shine in the sun if there happened to be one. 

Bending forward you read the legend, ‘‘ Knock and Ring.” You 
feel at once how strikingly characteristic this is of the eminent 
statesman whom you presently find seated on the sofa, the saddle-back 
sacking whereof tones gently from deepest blue to liveliest red. For 
some people it would be sufficient to knock at a door through which 
they desired admission. Others, differently constituted, would ring. 
The Right Honourable Grorcr JoacHim GoscHEN, now Chancellor 
of Her Majesty’s Exchequer in the Ministry of Lord Sarissury, as 
he at one time was in the Ministry of Mr. GLADSTONE, leaves nothing 
to chance. ‘‘ Knock and Ring’”’ is his motto. 

You do so accordingly, and are promptly admitted within the hall. 
where Jokim, a half-bred retriever, salutes you with transports of 
affection. You observe that he is not aiievieal and you cannot help 
permitting your mind to trifle with the inquiry, Has the Dog-tax 
been duly paid? Your meditations are, however, broken in upon by 

the appearance of your host, clad in a long dressing-gown of purple 
silk, turned up at the sleeves with azure velvet, and picked out at 
the collar with tasty splashes of red. Your host wears a smoking- 
cap, thickly tasseled with gold lace, and in his mouth, cleverly held 
between his teeth, is a short clay pipe. Busy as he is, occupied with 
the affairs of an Empire compared with which that of ancient Rome 
was nought, your host can still spare a few moments to warmly 
welcome you. There is no misunderstanding the cheery twinkle in 
the orb half obscured by the eyeglass. 

‘*Very glad to meet you here, dear Tony,” he says, gracefully 
removing the short clay from\|between his shining rows of teeth. 
‘* Haven’t seen you since the House adjourned. Hope you’ve had a 
good time. But what’s this you’re up to now, going about inter- 
viewing your friends at home? Is this what’s called the New 
Journalism? As far as I have looked into the matter, it seems to 
me that New Journalism is simply Old Americanism.” 

You take the seat which your host warmly proffers you, and look 
round the room, somewhat surpised to find a poker and tongs lying 
within the well-cut fender, that incloses a hearth in which, in spite 
of October chills, a coal fire brightly burns. Your host, walking up 
and down the cosy room, and seizing the opportunity of dusting the 
chairs with the skirt of his dressing-gown, tells you the history of 
his life from the day he retired from the firm of FRUHLING AND 
Goscuen, of Austin Friars, E.C., through his experiences at the Poor 
Law Board, as First Lord of the Admiralty, and in various other 
more or less lucrative offices. 

““*T have,” says your host, as he gently but firmly knocks out the 
ashes from his pipe on the mirrored surface of the oak sideboard 
that stands under the line engraving of Mrtuats’ portrait of Mr. 
Guapstong, ‘‘no sympathy with men who decline to serve their 
country only in certain circumstances. Some people, because the 
came to the front under GLADSTONE, would decline to take office wit 
Lord Satispury. Iam not one of those, Tony, dear boy. All I ask 
for is opportunity of doing good; and, whether with SaLIsBuRY as 
chief, or GLADSTONE, that is an accidental circumstance haying no 
particular bearing on the case.” eats . 

As there is no mention of luncheon, or even inquiry as to your 
disposition towards sherry and bitters, you lightly turn the conver- 
sation in the direction of the bye-elections. Your host (if, in the 
painful circumstances alluded to, you may still call him so) energeti- 
cally flicks a fly off a costly blue china vase, that stands beneath a 
well executed portrait of the Marquis of SaLispurY as CINCINNATUS. 

‘‘ Bye-elections,” he said, ‘‘ vary with circumstances. If we win 
it is irrefragable proof that the adversary is getting deeper and 
deeper into the mire, and that the country as a whole is with us. 
If we lose, bye-elections are a delusion and a snare having absolutely 
no value as a test of current ee feeling. As to the series that 
have recently taken place and led to such indecent exultation among 
the Gladstonians, it is true that they have resulted in the transfer 
of two seats counting four on a division. But that is a mere incident. 
If you take the figures as a whole you will see that we have had 
one of the greatest triumphs in recent political warfare. In 1885, 
there polled in the three Constituencies of Peterborough, Sleaford 
and North Bucks, 77,000 voters. Well, divide that by four, add 
ten per cent. for out-voters, take off 750, say, for electors who have 
for various causes been removed from the Register, add one per 
cent. for spoiled votes, and you will see at a glance that the pre- 

onderance of the Unionists is so great as to make the return of 
ae SarispuRy after a General Election an absolute certainty. 
Mr. GLADSTONE isn’t in it. You will see that, if you work out my 
calculation.” Boy i 4 

You promise to do so, and as at this juncture the white-haired 
butler enters and announces the arrival of Lord Satisspury on urgent 
business, you take your leave of your host, noticing as you pass out 
the admirable contrast of the purple silk dressing-gown, with the 
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HAPPY THOUGHT. 


‘‘Way, MY Boy, You ’VE SPELT WINDOW WITHOUT AN W/ Don’t 
YOU KNOW THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN A WINDOW AND A Wuipow?” 

‘‘Yxrs, Sir. You CAN SEE THROUGH ONE—AND—AND—YOU CAN'T 
SEE THROUGH THE OTHER, SIR!” / 


rich grass-green hue of the curtains that heavily drape the oriel 
windows. As you slowly walk down-stairs, ready to return if what 

ou think is an obvious idea should occur to your host (it being just 

alf-past one o’clock) it strikes you as strange that Lord SaLispury, 
who is understood to be at Hatfield, should have called at this precise 
moment. But you decline to entertain the suspicion that the hidden 
meaning of the patlers message is, that luncheon was served, and that 
your host selfishly desired to be alone. 


POETIC LICENCES. 


A ForkcAsT. 


ScenE—A Committee-room of the L. C.. C. Sub-Committee of 
Censors, (appointed, under new regulations, to report on all songs 
intended to be sung on the Music-hall Stage,) discovered in 
session. 


Mr. Wheedler (retained for the Ballad-writers). The next licence 
I have to apply for is for—well, (with some hesitation)—a composition 
which certainly borders on the—er—amorous—but I t , Sir, you 
will allow that it is treated in a purely pastoral and Arcadian spirit. 

The Chairman (gravely). There are arcades, Mr. WHEEDLER, 
I may remind you, which are by no means pastoral. I cannot too 
often repeat that we are here to fulfil the mission entrusted to us by 
the Democracy, which will no longer tolerate in its entertainments 
anything that is either vulgar, silly, or offensive in the slightest 


degree. fis: _ [Applause. 
Mr. Wheedler. Quite so. With your permission, Sir, I will read 
you the Ballad. Reads. 


“MOLLY AND I. 


‘‘Oh! the day shall be marked in red letter-——” 
The Chairman. One moment, Mr. WHEEDLER, (conferring with 
his colleagues). ‘‘Marked with red letter” —isn’t that a little—eh ? 
liable to—— You don’t think they’ll have read the book? Very 
well, then: Goon; Mr. WHEEDLER, please. 
Mr. W. ‘*’T was warm, with a heaven so blue.” 
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First Censor. Can’t pass those two epithets—you must tone them 
down, Mr. WHEEDLER—much too suggestive ! 
Mr. W. That shall be done. - 
The Chairman. And it ought to be “‘sky.’ 
Mr. W. ** When amid the lush meadows I met her, 
My Mo ty, so modest and true!” Diet 
Second Censor. I object to the word ‘‘lush”—a direct incitement 
to intemperance ! 
Mr. W. Ill strike it out. (eads.) ; 
‘¢ Around us the little kids rollicked, 
Lighthearted were all the young lambs——” 
Second Censor. Surely ‘‘kids” is rather a vulgar expression, 
Mr. WHEEDLER? Make it ‘‘ children,” and I’ve no objection, 
Mr. W. IT have made it so. (Reads.) 
‘* They kicked up their legs as they frolicked——” 
Third Censor. If that is intended to be done on the stage, I protest 
most strongly—a highly indecorous exhibition ! 


[Murmurs of approval. 

Mr. W. But they’re only lambs! 

Third Censor. Lambs, indeed! 
all kicking in Music-hall songs, no matter who does it! 
line out. : 

Mr, W. (reading). ‘‘ And frisked by the side of their dams.” 

oe Censor (severely). No profanity, Mr. WHEEDLER, 7f you 

ease ! 

Mr, W, Er—I’ll read you the Refrain. (Reads, imply. 

**Motty and I. With nobody nigh. 
Hearts all a-throb with a rapturous bliss, 
Mo.Lty was shy. And (at first) so was I— 
Till I summoned up courage to ask for a kiss!” 

_ The Chairman. *‘ Nobody nigh,” Mr. WHEEDLER? I don’t quite 
like that. The Music-Hall ought to set a good example to young 
persons. ‘* Monty and I—with her chaperon by,’’ is better. 

Second Censor. And that last line—‘‘asking for a kiss ’’—does 
the song state that they were formally engaged, Mr. WHEEDLER? 

_Mr. W. I—I believe it omits to mention the fact. But 
(ingenrously) it does not appear that the request was complied with. 

Second Censor. No matter—it should never have been made, 
Have the goodness to alter that into—well, something of this kind. 
Sees I always addressed her politely as ‘ Miss,,—Then we may 
pass it. 

Mr. W. (reading the next verse). 

‘*She wore but a simple sun-bonnet.” 
First Censor (shocked). Now really, Mr. WHEEDLER, really, Sir ! 
r. W. _ “For Motty goes plainly attired.” 
First Censor (indignantly). I should think so—Scandalous ! 
r. W. ** Malediction I muttered upon it, 
# One glimpse of her face I desired.” 

The Chairman. I think my colleague’s exception is perhaps just a 
leetle far-fetched. At all events, if we substitute for the last 
couplet,— ‘‘ Her dress is sufficient—though on it 

She only spends what is strictly required.” 

Eh, Mr. WHEEDLER? Then we work ina moral as well, you see, 
and avoid malediction, which can only mean bad language, 

Mr. W. (doubtfully). With all respect, I submit that it doesn’t 
scan quite so well —— 

The Chairman (sharply). I venture to think scansion may be 
sacrificed to propriety, occasionally, Mr. WHEEDLER—but pray go on. 
. Ur. W. (continuing). *‘ To a streamlet we rambled together. 

I carried her tenderly o’er. 
In my arms—she’s as light as a feather— 
: That sweetest of burdens I bore!” 

First Censor. I really must protest. No properly conducted young 
woman would ever have permitted such a thing. You must alter 
that, Mr. WHEEDLER ! 

5 Second C, And I don’t know—but I rather fancy there’s a 

double-intender”’ in that word ‘ light””—(to colleague)—it strikes 
me—eh ?—what do you think >—— 

he Chairman (in a conerliatory naa 
to some extent—not that I consider the words 
able in themselves, but we are men of the world, Mr. WHEEDLER, 
and as such we cannot shut our eyes to the fact that a Music-hall 
audience is only too apt to find significance in many apparently 
innocent expressions and phrases. 

Mr. W. But, Sir, I understood from 
the Democracy 
cle alae ! 

408 Ch. Exactly so; and therefore we cannot allow their suscep- 
aa eae shocked. (With a severe jocosity.) Motiy and ae 
ee where eae either ford the stream like ordinary persons, 

Mr. W. (depressed ). _Imay as well read the last verse, I suppose :— 

Then under the flickering ow 
macy by the rivulet’s brink, 
We Sie 1h her lap lor a sumptuous pillow——” 
First Censor, We can’t have that. It is really not respectable, 


We are determined to put down 
Strike that 


I am inclined to agree 
particularly objection- 


your remarks recently that 
were strongly opposed to anything injthe nature of 


KF NOTICE.—Rejecied Communications or Contrib 
in no case be returned, not ey 
thero will be no exception. 
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The Ch. (pleasantly). Can’t we alter it slightly ? Td brought 

a small portable pillow.” No objection to that! — F 
The other Censors express dissent in undertones. 

Mr. W. ‘* Till I owned that I longed for a drink.” 

Third C, No, no! ‘‘A drink”! ‘We all know what that means 
—alcoholic stimulant of some kind. At all events that’s how the 
audience are certain to take it. 

Mr. W. (feebly). ‘80 Morty her pretty hands hollowed 

Into curves like an exquisite cup, 
And draughts so delicious I swallowed, 
That rivulet nearly dried up!” — 

Third C. Well, Mr. WHEEDLER, you’re not going to defend that, 
I hope ? 

We W. I’m not prepared to deny that it is silly—very silly—but 
hardly—er—vulgar, I should have thought? _ 

Third C. That is a question of taste, which we won’t dispute. 
I call it distinctly vulgar. Why can’t he drink out of his own hands ? 

The Ch. (blandly). Allow me. How would this do for the second 
line? ‘‘She had a collapsible cup.” A good many people do carry 
them. I have one myself. Is that all of your Ballad, Mr. WHEEDLER? 

Mr. W. (with great relief). That zs all, Sir. : f 

[ Censors withdraw, to consider the question. 

The Ch. (after consultation with Colleagues). We have carefully 
considered this song, and we are all reluctantly of opinion that we 
cannot, consistently with our duty, recommend the Council to license 
it—even with the alterations my colleagues and myself have gone 
somewhat out of our way to suggest. The whole subject is too 
dangerous for ahall in which young persons of both sexes are likely 
to be found assembled; and the absence of any distinct assertion 
that the young couple—Mo.iy and—ah—the gentleman who narrates 
the experience—are betrothed, or that their attachment is, in an 
way, sanctioned by their parents or guardians, is quite fatal. If 
we have another Ballad of a similar character from the same quarter, 
Mr. WHEEDLER, I feel bound to warn you that we may possibly 
consider it necessary to advise that the poet’s*licence should be 
cancelled altogether. : 

yr. W. I will take care to mention it to my client, Sir. I 
understand it is his intention to confine himself to writing Gaiety 
burlesques in future. 

The Ch. A very laudable resolution! I hope he will keep it. 

[ Scene closes in. 
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‘“‘CULTURE IN OLE VIRGINNY.” 
Probable result of importing Millet’s “ Angélus” into the United States. 


Ex AntHoroe1A.—Excerpts from Mr. Granam R, Tomson’s edition 
off Zranslations From the Greek Anthology will be known in future | 
as ‘* Ex Antho-(roll)-logia.” One epigram of XytoxyzmnpRos of 
Sidon has escaped the Editor. It runs as follows :— 

Though till now unfamed in story Alma, spread thy verses freel 

Modern tho’ thy method be, Through the Genck Mottinioe 


HoRsEMANSHIP AND CHAIRMANSHIP.—Mr. Punch sincerely con- | 
gratulates ‘‘ Mr. Rosesery” on his recovery, and on his pluck in 
taking the Chair at the London County Couneil, and sticking to the 
business in sucha thorough manner as he did last Friday. The 
Mock Doveatt and Charitable CHaRRINGTON must feel that “ appro- 
bation from ‘ Mr, RosrBery’ is praise indeed!” Ag an equestrian, 
may he never experience a tumble, and, as Chairman of the L. C. C. 
may he long be able to keep his seat. ‘ 
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QUANTUM SUFF. 


Brown (just returned from a trial ride on his new Mare), ‘‘TAKE THE BRUTE AWAY! TAKE HER TO THE STATION ! PUT HER ON THE 


First TRAIN. Don’T ASK WHERE IT’S GOING TO. 


LARGE FORTUNES FOR EVERYBODY. 


Mr. Pouncu, Str,—You have on several occasions allowed me to 
ventilate the domestic or financial difficulties by which I have 
occasionally found myself surrounded ; sol again venture to ask you 
to permit me, for the sake of all impecunious gentlemen, to state my 
present difficulty, which I think I may fairly designate ‘*‘ Un em- 

arras des richesses,’”’ not exactly in possession, but most certainly in 

rospect. I have already stated that, thanks to the discriminating 
iberality of a distant relation, I am the happy possessor of a sum of 
£20,000, invested in Her Majesty’s Consols. Until the great financial 
authority, Mr. Joxem GoscHEN, so unexpectedly deprived me of one- 
twelfth of the income I derived from my little fortune, I was well 
able to accomplish what so many find the very difficult task of 
making both ends meet. The many blessings that must be quarterly 
showered upon that great Financier’s head by the many thousands of 

eople who share my disgust at his proceedings, and which I am 
informed by my Stockbroker Roprnson is to be repeated in a few 
years’ time, I do not envy him. But to proceed. 

Finding it most desirable to increase my income, I have applied to 
Roxprnson, who is, I believe, what is called an Outsider, and who, 
I am happy to say, informs me that it is the easiest and simplest 
thing in the world. Iam at once to sell out my old-fashioned and 
shrinking Consols, and to invest the proceeds under his directions. 
He brought me about a dozen Prospectuses of new Companies, the 
most modest of which promtises a dividend of at least 10 per cent., 
and some as much as 30! One of them, I see, has purchased some- 
thing like half a million acres of land, all surrounded, with gold 
mines, in such well-known places as Poteshofabroom, Shoutstan- 
burger, and Pinaforenstine; another, so far as I can understand 
the Prospectus, has purchased a mine in the Planet Uranus, whence 
any quantity of the metal called Uranium can be obtained, and so 
for £3,000 per ton; but, from what I have since learned, I think I 
must have made some mistake as to the locality, as it is now stated 
to be in Cornwall, which is of course very much nearer. This is to 

ay 30 per cent.! Then I have another fortune offered to me in the 
8 of a Company for purchasing any number of Coffee Shops and 
Eating Houses; but this only offers 25 per cent., so Uranus ‘* takes 
the cake,” as Ropmvson says. Then there is a Company for buying 


yOL. xovu, 


NEVER LET ME SEE HER AGAIN !” 


up dozens of American Warehouses, which appear to have Leen used 
for the purpose of elevating the price of corn ; thence called Elevators ; 
and the shareholders in this little affair, with its quarter of a million 
of capital, are expected to be satisfied with a poor 15 per cent. 

I had been spending many weary hours over these several glowing 
offers, and had arrived at the conclusion that by selling out my 
Consols and distributing the proceeds fairly among these four 
Companies I should at once raise my income from a paltry 23 per 
cent. on my £20,000 to something like 224 per cent., an increase of |. 
nearly tenfold its present amount ! 

Full of this grand idea I had commenced filling up my various 
applications when Rosrnson looked in. He was unfortunately in 
a great hurry, as it was, he said, Account Day, whatever that may 
mean, but his advice to me was couched in some such mysterious 
language asthis:— ° 

‘Distribute your capital over a larger number of Companies. Buy 
nothing. Apply for shares and then sell them ata large profit for 
the account.” .(He forgot to say whose account.) ‘‘ Then take the 
Contango or the Backwardation, whichever it may be, and apply to the 
Bank of England to carry them forward to the next account at 
Bank Rate. Then repeat the operation as before, and, as the 
account is fortnightly, you will possibly double your capital in 
twelve months. Continue this splendid game until you are quite 
satisfied—and then stop for ever!” 

The amount of time I have devoted to endeavouring in vain to 
comprehend these puzzling phrases none will ever know. I search 
in vain in Johnson, and SVuttall, and Chambers, for the mening 
of a Contango. I bore my friends for an answer to te repeate 
question, ‘‘ What is a Backwardation?’’ One frivolous fellow boldly |. 
asserted that Backwardation was the thief of time, and recommended 
me to collar him! And when I seriously asked a rather solemn 


d| friend of mine what was the Bank Rate at which they would carry 


my shares to wherever they were destined to go, he replied Five, 
which, presuming he meant five miles an hour, I take the liberty 
of doubting, not thinking it could be done at the pace in that busy 
neighbourhood. If any specially clever fellow among your tens of 
thousands of readers can kindly assist me with a solution of my 
conundrums, Ishould feel deeply obliged tohim—the more so as ROBIN- 
son has left rather hurriedly for Paris. JosEPH GREENHORN, 


—— 
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A BIG BATTLE PICTURE! 
Sheth of a Grand National Historical Painting, by Sir W. Historicus Artcourt, kh. A, 
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EXTRACT FROM DEscRIPTIVE CATALOGUE. nd in the towing, florid style so charac- 
WE have it upon a great authority that ‘‘It is the habit of the great battle referred to when 


Englishmen, when they are satisfied with themselves and with the | F.M. Commander-in-Chief GLADSTONE, the ‘‘ Great Leader” of the 
rest of mankind, to dine.” It is the nature of that great and magis- | Liberal Army, is awaiting the psychologic moment for giving the 
terial, if rather Slamboyant English artist, Sir W. Histortcus ART- decisive signal, ‘Up, Guards, and at ’em!” Reinforcements, 
CourT, R.A., when he is “satisfied with himself ”—which is often— | including welcome recruits from such patriotic places as Dundee, 
to paint a big picture, in very unctuous oils, and generally couleur- | Elgin and Nairn, Peterborough, and North Bucks, have come in 
de-rose. sight, to the great encouragement of the Liberal Chief, and the 
wane latest large gicture of this Master, presented by him to the equally great disappointment of the leaders of the rival hosts. 


ational Liberal Club, but exhibited wrbz et orbi in the present | ‘* Comin ,” says the Historian of the Epoch, ‘‘at the close of a long 


Exhibition is entitled, “The Battle of Westminster! Critical | and hard-fought field, they arrived at a critical moment of this 


Te is ae great action, and justified the leader of the Liberal Army in ordering 
It is decidedly ** un 


euvre de longue haleine,” painted on a large | a general advance of his host, and in giving the word, ‘Up, Guards 


—* 
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and at ’em!’” 
great Historian here quoted from is singu- 
larly akin to that—in another medium—of 
the illustrious Hisroricvs, R.A., as displayed 
in this imposing picture. 

Sir Hisroricvs has seized, for the purposes 
of his chef d’cuvre of historical art, upon 
the exact moment when the Commander- 
in-Chief, having murmured to himself, 
“Night, or LABOUCHERE! ”’ and shut up his 
umbrella—we mean telescope (mixed historic 
reminiscences connected with an incident in 
the career of another great Commander-in- 
Chief have here a little muddled our critical 
mind)—having, we say, just shut up his tele- 
scope, has reopened that glass in order to 
take a final survey of the field. He sees the 
enemy under the leadership of F.M. Lord 
Salisbury, and Generals ARTHUR BALFoUR, 
GoscHEN, and SmirH, making a gallant but 
final stand against his own forces. The flower 
of his troops, the 
lying down behind him, hidden by slightly 
rising ground, in which somewhat uneasy 
position they have for some time been 
awaiting with cramped limbs, but eager 
hearts, indomitable patience, and invincible 
resolution, the expected word of command, 
which welcome signal, the Commander-in- 
Chief, motioning them with his left hand to 
keep still, and, in the words of Brer Rassir, 
‘lay low” yet a little longer, has not yet 
given, but appears upén the point of uttering. 

This Grand Historical Picture will doubtless 
be the cynosure of all eyes during the Season, 
and will increase the already high reputa- 
tion, as a painter of what may perhaps be 
called ‘Sensational Historic Scenes,’ of 
Sir W. Hisroricus ARTcouRT, R.A. 


LYCEUM PIT. 


(To the Crowded-out, and those waiting for their 
Turn for Admission.) 
19? 


ScENE FrRoM New Piece, ‘ VICTORIAN 
AT THE LYCEUM. 


Mr. Henry Irving as Rober ¢ Mangle. 
Expiring Pittite. “ Crushed | but unconquered !”’ 


NOTICE TO THE PUBLIC. 


Tue Manager of the Lyceum Theatre, 
whose fatherly attitude in relation to the 
patrons of the Artistic Establishment over 
which he presides is well known, and who, 
from beyond the footlights, is ever stretching 
out loving arms to greet, rather as very dear 
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“ DECEIVERS EVER.” 


Goldsmith. ‘‘ WouLD YoU LIKE ANY NAME OR MOTTO ENGRAVED ON IT, Str?” 
Customer (who had chosen an Engagement Ring). “‘ Ye—vyEs—umM—‘ AvausTus TO IRENE, 

’ ’ 

AND—AH—LOO’ HERE—DON'T—AH—CUT ‘IRENE’ VERY DEEP! !” 


brothers, than as the casual acquaintances of a mere passing evening’s entertainment, the 
audiences who nightly throng his Auditorium, having heard with a chagrin that has moved 
him profoundly, that that portion of them who visit the Pit experience much difficulty in 
gaining admission, and have to wait, he has been informed, when not robust, and of sufficient 
stamina to endure the prolonged struggle, sometimes days before they are able to secure a 
place, wishes it to be known that, to provide for their necessities, he has secured several 
houses in the immediate neighbourhood of the Theatre, which he is having with all possible 
speed thrown into one large and Commodious Establishment, which he hopes, in a few days, 
to open for their use, as a ‘‘Non-Bookers’ Family Hotel and Boarding-house.” Every 
modern contrivance and convenience, including billiard-tables, a swimming-bath, a resident 
dentist, and all other recognised Club comforts, that cannot, fail to render it attractive to 
his patrons, who are waiting their turn for admission to the Pit, have been lavishly provided 
regardless of cost. Arrangements will be made with families; and, to meet the case of 
parents bringing their children, an educational prospectus 1s being prepared, for further 
particulars concerning which application may be made to the Secretary. A small nominal 
fee will be charged for stamps and boot-cleaning. 
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UNTILED: OR THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


: ‘ &“ i ux changeans: je veux vous contenter. 
“ Tras yolontiers,” repartit le démon. ‘ Vous aimez les tablea g « Didsio Bottne: 
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IX, 

‘ARE all scenes sombre in this 

Titan town ?”’ 
I asked, as noiselessly we flitted 

own, . 

My heart oppressed with pity. 
** Nay,” smiled my guide. ‘‘ There 
is, indeed, nodearth — s* 
Of garish glitter and metallic mirth Ser 
In the night-curtained city.” 


— 

tt 
soe 
Sas | 
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‘* You mock,’ I murmured. ‘‘’Tis 
your métier. I, ; 
For all these scenes of sordid misery 
And hollow, heartless glitter, _ 
Have no sardonic smiles, no cynic 


quips | 
Such as so lightly leave your sha- ¢' 
dowy lips, ; , 
O Spirit keen and bitter!” 


“Nay,” said the Shade, ‘‘I seek but truth— 


HAN ty 


‘What do they, this wolf-shepherded tame 
k 


floc 
Of Panurge sheep? Well nothing much to 
shock : 
The conscience of Society. 
They add, these callow prophets oiled and 


curled, : 
To the uncounted Credos of the world 
One other new variety. 


‘A sceptic age must multiply its creeds 


@ you; 
And if, werckaioy. [hold a passe-partout 
To human hearts and cupboards, 
I scoff not at their hidden skeletons, 
And some I know—a few—of spectral bones 
As bare as—Mother Hubbard’s.” 


It was‘a wet and murky winter night, 
Yet through the fog and rain we held our 
Unwearied and unwetted. [flight, 


“This style of travelling,” I said, ‘‘is|’Tis therefore Neo-N onsense so succeeds ! 
strange, A Paradox? Precisely ! - 
Though pleasant. For such privilege to range, | In paradox the boudoir Pyrrho finds 
To what am I indebted ? The piquant pabulum of muddled minds. 


It flavours fog so nicely ! 


‘* How do you manage it? Can it be true : 
‘These quidnuncs, under guidance of a 


That you’re a Brother—a Mahatma?” 


ooh! 
Cried he, ‘‘don’t be a noddy. 
ou have been reading Esoteric rot ? 
Well, be assured, good friend, that I do not 
Possess an Astral Body. 


‘Tis my one secret; pray why should you 


see 
To fathom it? That intellect is weak 
: hich dares not face some mystery, | 
With mystery the universe is rife, 
It forms the major part of human life 
Fills more than half of history.” 


His crackling mirth appeared infectious. 
ones 
I laughed, ‘‘ the faces lit with Jambent glow 
Gathered round yonder table, 
It looks like some strange incantation scene, 
ome vision of weird gloom and spectral 
sheen 
From the wild world of fable.” 
Grave.faces, full of wide-mouthed wonder, 


quac 
Founding a new religion ? Earth harks back, 
In spite of civilisation, : 
| To the brute epoch of the Medicine Man. 
Was any cate scared squaw more credulous 


than 
That girl of birth, wealth, station ? 
‘Mark her tranced awe, as the soft-glosing 
nave 
| With gleaming eye, and accents blandly 
grave, 

Mouths out his mystic platitudes. 
Observe the quaint-robed, fashionable dames 
Hanging upon his maze of nebulous names, 

In half erotic attitudes ! 


os Effluxion—esoteric—ministrant,— 

Absorption—Zgo,—all the mystic cant, 
And all the misty cackle, 

With which the spiritual Seingalts strive 

Their dupes’ credulity to keep alive 
Their common-sense to shackle. 


‘* That girl has eyes in which there lurks the 


: _ eyes 
Dilated in hysteric ecstasies, 
hite fingers, slender, tremulous : 
Rapt souls in curious raiment, spirits dense, 
Enamoured of the charms of the Intense, 
Of Mystic Muddle emulous. 


And two keen vulpine visages, elate 
With power, the strange symposium dom- 


gleam 
Of soul-delirium ; her hysteric dream 
May know a woeful waking. 
A sort of pious orgie surfeits now 
| Her spirit, in a semi-sensuous slough 
Its morbid thirst she’s slaking. 


** And what of that blind ecstasy’s sure goal ? 

Pots Heart-soilure, an asylum! She hath soul. 

0 Is it,” I cried, infernal, As for the modish midgets, 

Jr merely foolish, all this mummery mad, | The fashionable fribbles,—they at best 

{ts Mumbo Jumbo that fat fox-faced cad, Aim to give social boredom some new zest. 
Wrought amidst shades nocturnal ? Frenzy allays the fidgets. 


“What is’t they do? A deed without a | ‘‘ This, friend, is Culture’s iety. Now look!” 


name ?”? I 
cant; —1 saw a face above a well-thumbed book 
Nay, poped the Shade, In solemn rapture bending ; 
y ame, A radiant face that scarce the head-gear 


Default of terminology 

t 
Is not the modern necromancer’s lack ; Could Buia ioe half coquette, and half 
seemed saint, 


“vou misdirect 


in jargon modish Magic, White or Black, 


A charm equivocal, obscure. ‘‘ It won 
The interest of suburban shopdom’s son 
In a so subtle manner i 
That he, the Cockney masher, blatant, vain, 
Enrolled himself in the enthusiast train 
That bore the flaming banner.’’ 


So said the Shadow. ‘‘Could you plumb her 


ought, i é 
With what wild blend of passions were it 
fraught ? 
Her life was Brey, flat, dreary 
Till the wild ecstasy of faith inspired 
An eager heart, of sluggish pulses tired, 
Of wan monotony weary. 


‘‘And now? One hand her sect’s wild 
hymnal clasps, , 
The other holds his portrait. Ennud gasps 
For keen excitement ever, 
Whether the thrall of empty boredom be 
Garbed in the low-born Zealot’s livery, 
Or quaintly clad, and clever. 


“The end of the queer cants that Caste 


enjoys! ; 
Of the coarse orgies of blind zeal and noise 
That move the mob so madly ? 
Not so dissimilar, good friend, perchance ; 
The Agapemone and the Bacchic Dance 
Both finished rather badly. 


(To be continued.) 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Five Months’ Fine Weather (SAMPSON 
Low) suggests a brewery to the mind familiar 
with Johnsonese. It promises in the climatic 
department ‘‘potential riches beyond the 
dreams of avarice.” Of course it was not 
in England that Mrs, E. H. Carsurr found 
this treasure. She crossed the Atlantic, 
dashed through Canada to Vancouver, thence 
by the Western States to Mexico, and home 
by New Orleans and New York. A capitally 
devised trip, the every-day incidents of 
which are told in this charmingly got-up 
volume in a style that makes the journey 
almost as interesting to the reader as it was 
to the voyageuwrs. With such opportunities 
of seeing interesting places in fine weather, 
we regret to observe that contentment was 
not universal with the little party. On page 
31 it is written of an hotel in Chicago: ‘‘The 
only place where drink is sold isthe bar of 
the hotel. On the whole, Epwarp was rather 
disappointed.’”’? Now why should EDWARD, on 
making this discovery, have been plunged in 
melancholy? There are obvious objections 
to having drink sold all over a well-ordered 
hotel. Epwarp might, we presume, have 
had a cocktail specially conveyed to his room, 
If not, he should have manfully borne up 
against the trial. The true secret of suc- 
cessful travelling is to make the best of 
everything, as Mrs. Carpurr does, with the 
added gift that she can pleasantly chat about 
its episodes, 

Mr. FansEon’s shillingsworth, The Blood- 
White Rose, can be strongly recommended 
for the hour before dressing- time for dinner, 
Ingenious story; quite one of the Skipper 
Series ; you can hop on from point to point 
deeply interested until you come to the finish, 
It is dedicated to Mr, J. L. TooLE, which is 
quite appropriate, seeing that the story is of 
a most sensational and melodramatic charac- 
ter. Mr. Farsxon would probably dedicate 
a light, airy, humorous work to Mr. HENRY 
Irvine. 

JoHN STRANGE WinTER, in Buttons (F. V. 
WuitE & Co.)—(sounds as if he were a 
page-boy, doesn’t it? Doubtless he is a 
boy of a good many pages)—is by no means 
‘‘the Winter of our discontent.” On the 
contrary, though the 


lot is simple, th 
Beats orthodox theology, There’s charm in that strange blending. | story is charmingly told, While sane of 
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the characters are but sketches, the 
hand, and are fresh and lifelike. 
breezy, and healthy. If short, it is undoubtedly sweet, and the 
best his (or, rather, ‘her ’’) pen has given us since Bootle’s Baby. 
In a well-arranged volume, entitled How Men Propose (T. FIsHER 
Unwin), Miss Acnes STEVENS gives us a collection of various ways 
of popping the question, according to different authors from DickEns 
and THACKERAY downwards. She has not, it appears, consulted any 
of the ge on the subject. . Possibly she holds that when the pro- 
posal has been made, and the suitor accepted or rejected, as the 
case may be, there is but little poetry remaining. This volume can- 
not fail to be popular, and the compiler, having given us question- 
popping according to the highest literary authorities, should publish 
another book detailing the forms of proposal according to actual fact. 
This would be vastly entertaining! ‘‘ How Men Really Propose” 
would be a superb subject for the next autumnal ‘‘ boom” in the 
Daily Telegraph. Besides it has been whispered—though of course 
Mr, Punch would. be the very last person to believe it—that pro- 
posal is not always confined to the sterner sex ! 
THE Baron DE Boox-Worms & Co, 


ALL WORK AND NO PLAY. 


‘There ’s Ruy for you.””— Ophelia on the Gaiety Entertainment. 


_ THE Gaiety Variety Show, entitled Ruy Blas or The Blasé Roué, 
is everything, in the singing and dancing line, by turns,—in this 
respect resembling a Music-hall show, where all have their ‘‘turns,” 
Fi —and nothing long; not too 

Wiz long, that is, including the 

skirts. Miss ELLEN FARREN 
and Mr. Lesiie enter, and 
you ascertain from the bill 
that one appears as Ruy Blas, 
and that the other is imper- 
sonating Don Cesar; while 
Mr. Dansy, strongly remind- 
“ ing me of Mr. Dattas, is sup- 
. “/ posed to be a burlesque Don 
77, Sallust. The last-mentioned 
L¢/, is a toper, and all his allusions 


By 4, are to drinking more than is 
.\. 4 good for him ; but he has not 
\\\// @ monopoly of this humorous 

\/ jest, as a considerable por- 


tion of the entire dialogue 
seems to be on the subject of 
liquor. Then Mr. LEsLIE 
observes, that if he takes much 
more he will be all ‘‘razzle- 
dazzle,’ or ‘‘ words to that 
effect,”? as Serjeant Busfuz 
observed, in the Bardell v. 
Pickwick trial. Whereupon 
‘Srazzle - dazzle’? apparently 
suggesting a musical idea, 


‘“‘Storey’s Gait.’ 
the three sing a few verses about ‘‘razzle-dazzle;” and then execute 
a dance of inebriates, which, as far as Mr. Lustir is concerned, is 
dramatically clever. 

After this, Miss Marton Hoop, 
descendant of RoBIn and MARIAN, comes on as a 
coloured Queen, and sings,—not so freshly as she used some few 


of the merry green-wood, sole 
fair-haired, highly- 


years ago; but nothing of any importance occurs until the reappear- 
ance of Mr. Lustre and Miss Farren, and these two, dressed as 
girls,—in which costume Miss ELLEN FaRREN really seems as much 
at home as if she had worn petticoats all her stage-life,—do another 
ingenious dance on their slates. If wanting in plot, the entertain- 
ment possesses, at all events, a first-rate Sorry, whose eccentric 
antics with his legs are marvellous. Everything is encored, more or 
less. In the Second Act Mr. Lxsrre exclaims, ‘‘ Pshaw!” which 
immediately reminds him of La Belle Siffleuse, Mrs. SHaw, and he 
then whistles an air, accompanied by the orchestra, nearly as 
perfectly as Mrs. Saw could do it herself. 

All Herr Meyer Lvtz’s music is as pretty and appropriate as 
usual. He isa past master in the art, and no one can touch him in 
this particular line. The scenery is excellent, and the mise-en-scene 
effective. 

After a pretty Ballet of children, Mr. Lxsrim, in answer to the 
applause, enters from the prompt ae dressed as Madame Karrti 
LANNER, and accompanied by some audacious person who dares to 
impersonate Aveustus Druriotanvs. This is very droll, though I 
trembled lest DRURIOLANUS should march down on us with his legions, 
and his ‘‘ Company Limited,” to take summary vengeance. I have 
forgotten to mention the Salvationist dance by Mr. Lustrz and Miss 
Fakeex, which goes immensely, and is encored at least twice. I 
should like General Booru to see this, as I question whether the 


the 
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are touched with a light|absurd caricature of the tricks and manners of his followers has 
he whole story is bright, |any basis in fact. The humour, I suppose, as usual, lies in the in- 


congruity of the association, as was 
the case years ago with the Dancing 
Quakers at the Music- Halls. 
Perhaps, when Mr. LESLIE comes 
out of the Gaiety Nursery, and 


A sort of ‘‘ Booth’’ Performance. 


has grown out of ‘‘ dressing up” and playing at acting, we may yet 


see him in some such artistic impersonation as was that of Rz, 


an 


Winkle, played, as one must suppose, by quite another Mr. Lxesiie 


some years ago. 
piece drags. 


Mr. Lxstiz and Miss Farren ‘‘ draw,” but the 


At the Avenue, La Prima Donna is not the work that will make 
eco Trro Marrei’s reputation as a composer of light opera. The 
g 


anager of a travelling 
troupe, there would not be a 
spark of fun in the piece. He 
sings a song which is encored 
five times, and he gives a fresh 
verse for each encore. There is 


a trifle too much of his repetition , 


as to his being ‘‘ Such a won- 
derful Stage Manager,” but this 
isn’t the actor’s fault. It is true 
that when a man prides himself 
on being first-rate at something 
or other, his conversation is in- 
clined to become monotonous, 
and perhaps in no instance more 
so than in that of a professional 
or amateur actor who believes in 
himself as a ‘‘ really marvellous 
stage manager.” I remember 
the story in Blackwood as *‘ The 
Duke’s Dilemma,” and I fancy 
it has already been dramatised. 
Be this as it may, the materials 
for a really ood Comic Opera, 
which might have been made as 
telling as La Grande Duchesse, 
have Seti entirely thrown away, 
and all the excellent opportu- 
nities—or as 
have been utterly lost. Except 


H. J. Byron used to say, the 
in a burlesque piece,—and this Opera 


t opera is heavy. If it were not for Mr. ALBERT CHEVALIER as 


\\ 


eh 
Wel 


~\ 


Le Chevalier sans peur et sans reproche. 


‘* Opera-tune-it-is,” 


pent not to be so considered,—what possible humour is there in 
ma 


ing characters dressed in 
the nineteenth century, 


medieval costume Sa : 
all the allusions in the dialogue being up to 


eak the slang of 


the present date? Mr. AtEc Mars and Mr. JosEPH TAPLEY sing 
what is set down for them well, but they cannot help exhibiting the 


effects of depression. Miss 


Aticre LeTHBrimce looks like 


TE 


VAUGHAN and dances’most gracefully. Scenery good: costumes not 
so good. Better luck to Titotum in his next spin. 
ooo 


i Norts ror Tuem.’—A Grand Hotel Official informed the Pali 


Mall interviewer, last Saturday, 
‘Sin what we call the Walnut Rooms.” 


that the Royal Guests were put 
What is the speciality of 


Walnut Rooms? Must the guests eat only walnuts and walnut 
pickles? Do the attendants let off crackers in their honour? Per- 


haps the Walnut-Room official 


expressed himself hazel-y. 


dee MARRIES ok 
Maxine Hisrory.—Mr. JosrpH CHAMBERLAIN, as we may gather 


from his recent speeches, is 
Treland and the Colonies. 


It will probably a 


engaged in writing a new History 0 


pear under the mom- 


de-plume of ‘‘ JosEPHUS Heroporvs,” and will be quite remarkable 


for its accuracy. 


™ » = 
es 


{ NovaMsER 2, 1889, 


“20 ~~~ PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 


EW, 
Ne 
We 
SSS 


‘ 
: LEN 
< 


De 
~7- bh\—— 


ei 
Mani 
eeabe ds 


HU 


POPPING UNDER DIFFICULTIES. 


WHATEVER GUS HAD TO SAY TO Lucy, HE HAD TO SAY IT UNDER THS OIRCUMSTANCES DEPICTED ABOVE, 


[ They were both much moved, 


A STRANGE PAIR OF PETS; 
Or, Fondling and Feeding. 


** By the simplicity of Venus’ doves,” 
This is indeed a spectacle of the oddest! 
Ours is a day of strange-assorted loves, 
But that poor dove so soft, and mild, and 
modest, 
Paired off as pet with yon fierce bird of prey, 
Is quite the strangest portent of the day. 


The proud Imperial Fosco pouts his lips, 
.And to his peaceful petling chirps and 
chirrups ; 

He, the stark paladin, with belted hips, 
Steel brand at side, and feet fresh from 
the stirrups, 
Armed Mars, petting the bird of Pax—and 
Venus ! 
Tis strange as Psyche flirting with Silenus, 


The twittering Teuton Titan loves the bird— 
€ says 80, and his preference to question, 
Watching his attitude, would seem absurd. 
And yet it seems a sinister suggestion 
That thus so near the war-fowl Fate should 
find him, | him, 
Fondling the dove—but with one hand behind 


What does he with that hand ? Ah! what 
ut cram (fodder! 
€ Tavenous creature’s craw with carrion 
That act at least’s no sentimental sham ; 
It makes the spectacle a trifle odder, 
Himself with the sweet cushat he’d ingratiate, 
Yet feeds the eagle’s appetite insatiate, 


That bird athwart the European skies 


Has long time spread his wings in threaten- 
ing shadow ; 


Flies as he feeds, still feeding as he flies. 
To gorge him might o’ertax an Eldorado. 
Still proffering food! And is there more to 
follow, : 
O Teuton Chief, for that prodigious swallow ? 


Protector of the Dove? <A pleasant plea! 
The bird of Jove protect the bird of Venus ? 
Much as the wolf might a protector be 
Of lambs and creatures of such gentle 
genus. 
If, free to strike, that eagle soared above 
The Bet A: nest, what chance for the poor 
ove 


The snowy-pinioned bird, you say ’s secure. 
For,—you but vaguely indicate how long. 
Yes, whilst you pet the flutterer timid, pure, 
. And stand beside it twittering, yet strong. 
But which, young Kaiser, has your love 

indeed, 
The pet you fondle, or the pet you feed ? 


Tae Comina NIntTH. — Why does Sir 
Henry Isaacs walk instead of ride in the 
Show of November 9th? Because he con- 
scientiously follows in the footsteps of his 
ancestors. ‘‘ Pickwick and Principle!” But 
why not ‘‘ go the whole ”—beg pardon!—why 
not walk the entire way? Ifitis against the 
Sabbatical rule to take a horse out on that day, 
why give the Mayor so much exercise ? Weve 
often heard of ‘‘the Jewish Dispensation,” but 
it appears that there is no such thing, and 
Sir Henry can’t be “dispensed” from the 
obligation of the Sabbath. That being so, 
foot it with the best of them Sir Henry. 
Lead them a pretty dance, and trust entirely 
to ‘*Shanks’s Mare.” 


ee ee 


NORTHERLY. 


On the 7th of November,the Jubilee Din- 
ner of the General Theatrical Fund will take 
place with—who do we see is to be in the 
Chair? Irvine? Oh, no. Toots? Wu- 
LARD? Oh,no. BEERBOHMTREE? HENRY 
NEVILLE? Odearno. SuHermpan KNOWLES 
was the first Chairman of the Committee of 
the R. G. T. F., but he was actor as well as 
author, and we fancy that Dramatic Authors, 
and some noble Un-dramatic Authors not un— 
known to art and literature, have been in the 
Chair before now. So, who takes it this time ? 
Mr. GuapstonE? Lord Satispury? Mr. 
CHAMBERLAIN, who presided at the Kendal 
Dinner? No—no—no. You’ll never guess. 
It is Colonel NortH. What has he written ? 
Cheques to any amount. Good ; and his 
wealth, we trust, will benefit this and many 
other charitable institutions. But why in the 
Chair? Why not simply in a chair at the 
Dinner? What next will he be offered? The 
Presidency of the Royal Academy? The Arch- 
bishopric of Canterbury, or of York as the 
Northern Province? By the way, of what Regi- 
mentishe Colonel? If not a Colonelof “ Ours,” 
he iscertainly a Commander of ‘‘ Mines.”” Still, 
why has he been asked to take the Chair at the 
Royal General Theatrical Fund Dinner? Will 
the title of the Association be altered, out of 
compliment to the gallant Millionnaire, and be 
known henceforth as the ‘Royal ‘ Colonel ’ 
Theatrical Fund ?” 


New ‘Brive Boox.’—The Blue Fairy 
Book, by Merry ANpREW Lana. N.B.—The 
most scrupulous London County Councillors 
may read it aloud in their domestic circles. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 


Percival Leigh. 


Born, NovEMBER 3, 1813, Diep, OcToBER 24, 1889. 


Last link with a dead past, the earlier day 
Of Lemon, JeRRoLD, LeEecH and THACKERAY, 
Now sundered suddenly ! 
With what a shock it comes of yearning pain, 
The thought that we that presence ne’er again 
At the old board may see! 


The pen of Pips’s Diary now is still, 

The thoughtful face, the heart of warm goodwill, 
Pass, with thy passing bell, 

From thy old haunt of friendship lit by fame, 

Leaving a memory fair, an honoured name: 
Percivat Lerex, farewell! 


ae 


COMFORT IN A STORM. 


Miauty pleasant are the minor Galleries this gruesome 
weather. Truly delightful is it to run into any of these 
snug, comfortable little havens, and forget for awhile 
the muddy streets, the pouring rain, and the dismal 
atmosphere. Pay a visit to McLEAn’s, and see Sir JoHN 
Mriiars’ delightful little damsels at their Five o'clock 
Tea; enjoy a fresh breeze under the guidance of Mr. 
J. C. Hoox beside his Sea-Pools, .4rran; have a good 
laugh over M. V. CHEVILLIARD’S Critical Moment ; study 
Mr. Epwryn Lone’s Choosing a Deity ; and do not omit 
to congratulate Mr. Marcus STonkE on his Return. He 
is the unproverbial Sronk that has always kept rolling, 
and yet must have gathered a lot of moss. You will find 
plenty to amuse you if you go to Venice in company with 
Signor Sterano Nuovo, and inspect his Naughty Boy, 
and you will thoroughiy relish the breeziness of 4 Fresh 
Morning off the Isle of Wight with Mr. Henry Moors. 
After this wandering you will welcome a touching poem, 
a symphony in a minor key, M. C. Detort gives you in 
The Return of the Exile ; and there are plenty of other 
clever painters who will cause you to forget for awhile 
our dismal climate. 
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‘‘“A BOLT FROM THE BLUE,” _ 
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NO MORE SAFES. 


[An Insurance Company has been started for securing compensation to the 
victims of burglarious enterprise. ] 


Yes, that curious grating sound just outside the drawing-room 
window does, as you say, certainly seem as if somebody were trying 
to break in. ‘ 

No, I do not intend to adopt your further suggestion that [ should 
take the kitchen-poker and go round the premises with a lantern. 

The burglars, who have succeeded in effecting an entrance with 
conspicuous ease through my patent roller steel shutters, appear to 
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‘(LET ME PUT HIS MuzzZLE ON FoR you, AUNT TABITHA.” 
“HUSH, 


DARLING! WE NEVER USE THAT WORD HERE—IT HURTS HIS FEEL- 


WE CALL IT HIS RESPIRATOR!” 


be a merry crew. I can distinctly hear them cracking jokes and 
opening champagne bottles in the butler’s pantry, preparatory to 
beginning their real work among the spoons and forks. 

I should rather like to join the burglars’ little ‘‘ At Home” in my 
drawing-room, only in that case the Insurance Company would 
probably say I was in collusion with the housebreakers, and refuse 
to pay me my money. 

What a pleasure it is to know that there are four dogs in the 
house—a dog to every burglar, probably! They have not, as yet, 
uttered a sound of protest. 

Perhaps a long course of muzzling has taken away their spirits. 

Anyhow, the simplest and wisest course for me to adopt is to lock 
my bed-room door and go off to sleep again. 

You may call me a coward, my dear, and ask me ‘‘ how I ean bear 
to let a thief carry.off the silver salver which was a wedding present 
from dear Mamma ?’”’—but as I am insured for £2,000 in the new 
‘¢ Anti-Burglar Assurance Association,’ I do not feel in the least 
degree disposed to enter into a personal encounter with a band of 
healthy (and probably armed) felons. 

Am rather surprised, when I call on the Association to tell them 
of the loss of all my plate, to be informed that ‘‘The Company of 
course expects the assured to do something to repel a burglar.” 
ask, if they expected me to run the risk of being shot? Agent 
replies, ‘‘ Oh, yes, certainly.” This 7s something like assurance! 

Tt also looks bad for the Agent to come back to the house with me 
(as he does) and hunt all about the place, apparently with the object 
of discovering if I have hidden the stolen things anywhere, and am 
merely inventing the burglar story in order to get the compensation. 

It looks still worse (for me) when the Agent really finds all the 
plate buried in a hole in the back garden! I remark that the burglars 
must have intended to return for it. Agent winks, and says some- 
thing about its looking ‘‘ precious fishy.”’ Am really sorry the 
burglars have made such fools of themselves, and also of me. Never 
liked the pattern of that salver, and should have quite enjoyed 
getting heavy compensation out of the Company. 


Asrrotogy.—Mr. Tay Pay O’Connor says he has the firmest faith 
in his ‘‘ lucky Star.” 
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MR. PUNCH’S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. No. 5. 


Thames. It has been there from time immemorial, certainly from 

STATESMEN AT HOME. Ee days when the Sieur Dz Smxxru, founder of the branthat the 

DOXXXII, Mr. W. H. Smrru ar Greennanps, HenuEy-on-Tuames, | Well-known family of which your host is now the head, received a 
A tk ai : neighbouring manor from the mailed hand of WILLIAM THE Con- 

8 you walk along the gravel-path, under the immemorial elms, | guEROR. As you stand in the latticed porch, buried in a picturesque 
ees s the baronial residence of the First Lord of the Treasury, | tangle of creepers, gazing upon the projecting gables, you still find 
you have time to reflect that it is no new thing for Henley to be on’ trace in the leaded casement of the old orman-French motto of the 
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early SmEETHS—‘‘ Hxcusez mon gant.” Amongst the rare 
documents your host presently beows you is a faded copy 
of the local newspaper giving an account of the attempt 
made by the Sieur to cross the Thames in a coracle. Tt 
is the same Thames still, and Henley is on it. But 
many other things are changed, including the proprietor 
of Greenlands. | 

You are examining the umbrellas in the hat-stand 
of carved oak, and the engravings of knights in armour 
in the staircase beyond, when a pleasant voice salutes 
you. 

‘Good morning,” it says; ‘“‘have you used——l 
mean, it is very good of you to come out so far. Any 
news in Town? Any more bye-elections? You know 
what the Marxiss says on the subject? ‘Mr. Smiru,’ 
says he (always calls me ‘ Mr.’) ‘if there are any more of 
these moral victories for Unionism, there will be only one 
bye left for us, and that will be good-bye.’ Ha! ha! 
‘Marxiss has a certain mordant humour which endears 
him to his friends.” 

You look up in the direction of the voice, and find 
your host beaming upon you from the mullioned stair- 
case. You note that his dress is a happy mixture of the 
modern country, gentleman and the Ce sorviati Era; a 
frock-coat of bright blue, on which brass buttons boldly 
flash ; whilst a flamboyant waistcoat is superarched over a 
pair of kerseymere trousers tied at the knee with black 
bows. Steel buckles glint on black shoes; a pair of 
ruffles lie at the wrists like wreaths of snow ; whilst a 
pin, curiously fashioned, showing CHARLES THE FIRST 
with his head under his arm, fastens at the throat a 
lightly-tied kerchief. This pin, which has been in 
the family many years, has attached to it a_ curious his- 
tory, which your host relates, as he sits by the open 
window at his desk. looking down on a grass-plot some 
eighty feet square, with a tiny greenhouse in one corner, 
and a still tinier grotto in the other, whilst far in the 
tear flows the lordly Thames. 

‘‘T have always liked a Grotto,” your host says, as he 
turns over a new leaf in one of the numerous copy-books 
that fill an entire side of the rosewood and marqueterie 
book-case that rises from the floor to within an inch or 
so of the corniced ceiling. ‘*‘ Pore had _a Grotto you 
know, and Lassy lives in it, which, BALrour says, 
accounts for the coolness of his impudence. But Bat- 
FOUR is always making remarks tinged with acerbity. 
For myself, I never forget how in earlier days I used 
to write out the observation, ‘A soft answer turneth 
away wrath.’”’ 

You follow the direction of your host’s eyes which, 
lightly passing over the Flemish buffets tenanted by a 
collection of Dutch pottery, alight on a picture hung 
over a bronze bust of Lord BEACONSFIELD. It presents 
to view a little boy seated at a school desk. You notice 
that his head is turned. on one side as if he had a 
crick in the neck; the tip of his tongue protrudes 
from the side of his mouth; his elbow has an agonised 
{urn; the expression of the young face is one of 
anxious application. Underneath you find, written in 
flowing hand, ‘‘ Master W. H. Suiru, etat. six. His first 
copy-book.” \ 

our host sighs as he turns away from this picture, 
with all its tender recollections of a troubled past. It 
draws him into a reminiscent mood, and, as you take 
your seat on the Louis-Quartorze sofa, with its blue 
edging and imperial gold, and its tassels redolent of the 
Heptarchy, your host tells you the story of his life, 
which appears to have been a series of gentle surprises. 

‘‘ Sometimes, my dear Tony,” your host says, ‘‘ when 
I find myself sitting on the Treasury Bench in the House 
of Commons, Leader of the Great Conservative Party, I 
pinch myself to ascertain if I am really in a state of 
wakefulness, or whether I am ina condition of somno- 
lency. Once, by the way, I remember, in a fit of absence 
of mind, I pinched GoscuEn’s leg by mistake, which 
led to a slight misunderstanding.” . 

You take the opportunity to inquire whether there is 
any truth in the current rumour that the House of Com- 
mons is about to lose the companionship of your host, the 


House of Lords being the gainer by the transition. 


Your host gazes reflectively at the book-case within easy 
reach of his chair, where Sandford and Merton lie dos 
dG dos with Dr. Brewer's Guide to Science, and Mangnall’s 
Questions turns an interrogative countenance upon Little 
Henry and his Bearer. i ; 
“My only desire in life,” says your host, toying with 
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THE REAL ROUGE-DRAGON; OR, ‘‘CHERCHEZ LA FEMME.” 


the paper-knife, which bears theititle of a well-known firm, ‘‘is to do my 
duty—my duty to the Quren, and, I may add, to the country. Whether 
that duty is performed in one chamber or in another, is a matter of perfect 
indifference to a mind thus isolated in its ambition. I endeavour to do my duty 
in all circumstances, and when my task is accomplished, I hope to be able to say 
with TALLEYRAND—or was it Louis Tax SrxtrEntH ?—‘ Le déluge, e’est mot !?” 

Your host has risen as these words of burning eloquence, capped by the apt 
quotation, fell from his lips. He paces with leonine stride across the room, his 
foot falling noiselessly in the three-piled Persian carpet, which you observe does 
not entirely cover the floor, leaving a border of bare wood, the painful polish 
of which makes rather abrupt transition. 


You feel you are not much wiser as 
to your host’s intentions, and would return to the subject, but just then your 
host’s Secretary enters with an armful of letters, 


and as your host does not 
resume his seat, you think perhaps you’d better go. Walking to the railway 
station you call in at a confectioner’s, 


and as you munch the bountiful bun 
and sip the succulent milk, you brood over man’s inhospitality to man, and 
wonder what they are going to have for luncheon at Greenlands. 


Tar Memoirs of Edward Askew Sothern are just out. ‘* ASKEW” seems 
° . ° 9 ° 
indeed a happy description of Lord Dundreary 's very eccentric ways. 


‘‘Wirn Emits AvcrEr,” observed the Observer, last Sunday, ‘‘ who died at 
Croissy only forty-eight hours ago, the greatest living Dramatist of France has 
passed away.” Does Misther O’TRAILL edit it now? Anyhow, ’tis good Irish 
style, and more power to his elbow ! 
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GRANDOLPH’S REPLY TO THE UNITED KINGDOM ALLIANCE. 


Arr—' In Cellar Deep.” 


Here pottle-deep I sit, and keep 
From action compromising. _ 
No, Lawson mine, I must decline 

To join you. 
Yoursolemn pate you Wa Lec prate 
Of what I should be cr 
Pray leave tome my policy | 
On Drinking, Drinking, Drink- 


ing ! 


Grandolph refuses to become a Teetotaller. 


ing! 


Most AppropriAtE,—It is announced that the Christmas Course of Lectures at the 
London Institution is intended for juveniles, and will be given (Oar Y. Boys. 


little chaps are taken there, in front of him he’ll See Vee Boys. 
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In Wi1FRIp’s smile there may be |_ 


uile— 
He re skilled in jests deceiving ; 
And CAINE may be a rod to me, 
Tee-to-tally believing. 
Farrar, Ifear, holdsnotions queer, 
With Local Option linking 
Peruse screw. Twill hardly 


0 
’Gainst Drinking, 
No, come what may, the U. K. A. 
(I say it with some sorrow), 
I can’t agree to back, d’ye see, 
To-day, nor yet to-morrow. 
Their means, dear boy, I’d not 


employ— eet 
They ’re foolish, to my thinking. 
My little game is not the same, 
On Drinking, Drinking, Drink- 
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NATURAL REFLECTION. 


‘*] find that Le annoy our opponents so much——”” 


Sir W. V. Harcourt, at the Nat. Lib. Club. 


Is’t surprising ? 


king. 
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[Drinking ! 
Drinking, 
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Sir W. V. H. “What can they see to object to in 
this figure?” 


If very 


Oh! Police !} 


BURST! 


Fragment from a Coming War Romance. 


‘The delay in completing the armaments of those of our battle-ships 
intended to carry 111-ton, and 57-ton guns, scandalous and inexcusable as it 
is, is a mere fleabite compared with the grave doubts that have, from recent 
experience, been forced upon us, whether the guns, when we get them, will 
be worth the having.’’ 

“If such a number of guns have collapsed after a few rounds, what may we 
expect with rapid and continued firing in action? He would be a bold man 
who would guarantee that half our existing guns would escape self- 
destruction in such a case.”’ : 

“The ordinary British tax-payer * * * little knows how much occasion 
he has for anxiety in this one matter of guns. He would be most profoundly 
anxious if the real facts were disclosed.’’— Times, Oct. 25. 


HER Majesty’s good ship Dunderhead, with her armament of two 
111-ton guns, had figured long on paper as one of the most for- 
midable ships produced by the Department of Naval Construction, 
and in Annual Reviews and occasional manwuvres had been proudly 
pointed to as typical of that British supremacy at sea that official 
optimism maintained was in no danger of being questioned as long 
as the defence of the national flag was entrusted to’ such triumphs of 
dock-yard skill and scientific ordnance construction as was made 
manifest in her and her sister vessels. So at least ran the story 
some six years since; but on this, the first day of April, 1895, it 
had, somehow, a different sound. The country was involved in a 
great naval war, and Her Majesty’s ship Dunderhead had had her 
work cut out for her, attached to the Channel Squadron, from which 
however, on the afternoon of this first day of April, 1895, she had 
managed, owing to some misunderstanding, to stray away. 

But on board the Dunderhead a curious scene was being enacted. 
It was known to everyone on the ship, from the look-out-man on the 
top-royal to the powder-monkey in the hold, that the craft of thelenemy 
were gradually closing round her, advancing slowly but stealthily 

rom every point of the compass, and that her capture, unless she 
broke through them, or made a good fight of it at close quarters, was 
an inevitable necessity, yet the Rear-Admiral who had command of 
her appeared totally unconscious of the critical nature of the situation, 
At least so judged his superior officers, for as first one and then another 
rushed in turns pale and trembling into his cabin to announce to him 
the appearance of some fresh ship of the enemy threatening on the 
horizon, he only met them with a little imbecile grin and familiar 
nod, saying, That’s all right,” and then, thrusting his hands in his 
trousers’ pockets, and stretching himself back upon his cabin sofa, he 
relapsed ae Into the vacant stare through the opposite porthole, 
from whic their entrance had momentarily disturbed him. 

The truth is he had just looked into his sealed orders, and they 


i> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, 
im nO case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, 


there will be no exception. 


were not encouraging. They merely contained these words, ‘‘ You 
had better not fire your guns! f : ’ ‘ 

‘“ The same old game!” he had remarked to himself, in acid medi- 
tation. And he had fallen again into his reverie. 

‘We must stir him,” said a scared First-Lieutenant, in a feeble, 
whining voice, addressing the trembling crew of superior officers ‘as 
they gathered instinctively outside his cabin-door. ‘* But how?” 

The question was soon answered. 

** Two fresh cruisers bearing down on the larboard tack,” shouted 
a voice from the deck above, down the cabin-stairs. 

A visible tremor ran through the little palpitating crowd. 

** Well tell him that,”’ they all shouted with one voice ; and with 
one accord they thrust open the door and burst wildly into the cabin. 

‘Well, what is it now?” asked the Rear-Admiral, once more 
pausing in his reverie. 20% 

‘* Two fresh cruisers coming down to larboard,”’ was the eager but 
hysterical reply. 

** Then make for starboard,”’ answered the Rear-Admiral. 

** The enemy already close that,”’ quavered the First-Lieutenant. 

The Rear-Admiral made an impatient gesture. 

‘* Then go ahead,” he said. 

‘* Useless,”’ was the reply ; ‘‘ they lie across our bows.” 

‘* Then turn astern, or anywhere you like,” continued their superior, 

“Sir, there is no turning anywhere,” they responded, with a low 
wail; “‘ we are surrounded, and must fight for it.” 

There was a deadly pause. 

‘* By that you mean fire the guns?” 

a y ay, Sir, fire the guns, that’s our game. Three cheers for 
the old Dunderhead!”’ and they gave a miserable, quavering hurrah. 

The Rear-Admiral surveyed them sadly for a moment. ‘ Very 
well, Gentlemen,” he said, ‘‘as you wish; but remember, if anything 
happens, it was you who were for having recourse to the guns, not 
I, And now, Boatswain, please man me the dingy!” 

* * * * * * 


_Twenty! minutes later the Rear-Admiral, unnoticed in the little 
dingy, had eee beyond the outer line of the advancing enemy, and 
was surveying the scene through a powerful binocular. The hostile 
fleet had advanced slowly, and at length surrounded the Dunderhead, 
but, terror-struck at its colossal strength, and formidable armament, 
had not, as yet, had courage to fire a shot. Presently there was a 
terrific explosion. The Dunderhead was seen to be blown bodily out 
of the water, and then, with a gigantic splash, to disappear beneath 
the Channel waves. : 

‘Dear me!” said the Rear-Admiral, shifting his binocular with 
much interest, ‘‘ those orders were correct, after all! It seems to be 
a case of Burst! ’’ . s 
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To this rule 
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hidden sun, 
Of poverty and dolour.”’ 


’Twas not the reek of the = 3 
flower-spangled swamp, 
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OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


This thick miasma, deadly - 


chill and damp, 
That rose as down we - 
flitted 


O’er dull, rain-sodden roofs 

and chimneys black, = 
Wastes where the stretch of 

poverty’s soul-rack Ly 

Is never intermitted. 


No gleam, no gladness, save the garish glare 
Of taverns, whence shrill laughter smote the 


air, 
Mirthless, half maniac laughter. 
The huddled houses ranged in dismal rows, 
Seeming the sordid homes of wasting woes 
-From cellarage to rafter. 


‘Yon southern suburb,” said my shadowy 
guide, 
‘© Held ie sparse of squalid human 
pride 
And piteous human passion ; 
Here all seems subter-human. Yet the slum 
Holds hearts and heroes, though in rhetoric 


umb, 
In raiment out of fashion. 
“Took down!’? I looked, and in an attic 


lone, 
With blank foul floor, and hearth of bare 
cold stone, 
A grey-faced woman, grizzled ; 
By years and sorrows, sat and shrank, in 


vain 
From the damp walls whence oozed the ruth- 
less rain 


That through the dark night drizzled. 


The rifted roof leaked misty moisture down 
On her grey locks; her frayed and scanty 


gown 
To her shrunk bosom huddled, 
Stilled not the shiverings of her ill-fed frame, 
Chilled by the rusty grate devoid of flame, 
The rotting floor rain-puddled. 


Yet worked she on. Ah yes, she worked, 
worked, worked ; ; 
The one dead burden that may not be shirked, 
Whilst lingers life’s last ember, 
Is drudgery. That still weights her morn 
and noon, 
Through the rare gleams of London’s leaden 


une, 
The fogs of drear December. 


Alone, age-stricken, grey and silent, she 

Stitches on there. A mug of cold pale tea, 
A slice of bread, sole diet 

Of the poor struggling solitary, stand 

Hard by her; 80, with work and food at 


and, 
She plods on, pale yet quiet. 
This is her world ; from year to year she sits, 
Heedless of Babylon’s wealth as of its wits, 
Its pleasures, panics, prophets ; 
All pass her by, she never sees the sun 
Shine on a field; her home is this damp, dun, 
Most desolate of Tophets. 
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'To the new Moloch. 


Ten years of this grim life of want and toil 

Have left her premature and hopeless spoil 
Of age and grinding labour. 

Her needle and her garret she leaves not, 

Save for ‘* ise Shop.”” Mute drudgery is' her 


0 
And venal vice her neighbour. 
‘¢' What is Sede ?”’ I cried, ‘‘if that be 


wor 

Which is a worse task-master than the Turk?” 
‘* Look closer,”’ said the Shadow, 

‘Oh, shrink not! Wise Economists will say 

Her fingers must wax thin, ’tis the sole way 
To stock Trade’s Eldorado. 


‘“¢ ¢ Shirt-finishing,’ good friend, at three poor 


pence 

The dozen garments; and, with toil intense, 
Unceasing, superhuman, 

She may earn some three shillings in the week. 

Hideous? Nay, eager hundreds vainly seek 
The ‘luck’ of this lone woman! 


‘‘Hard-by are harsher scenes, sick husbands 


prone, 
Dead children coffinless. She is alone 

This slave, and so half happy. _[box, 
And now look yonder!’’—In his snug stage- 
With sheeny front, trim shoes and flaming 


socks, 
Lounged what slang dubs a ‘‘ Chappie.”’ 


That means a callow, callous cad, a thing 
All dandy insolence and diamond ring, 
And cynic cockney ‘‘ patter.” 
‘‘ There,” said the Shadow, ‘‘sits the ghoul 
who thrives 
Upon the labour of such lingering lives. 
Could he look rosier, fatter ? 


‘‘ He owns the rookery whence, by roguish 
sleight, 
From bodily ill and spiritual blight 
Greed sucks a rich subsistence. 
Ten thousand needles flash, with brush and 
paste [to waste 
A myriad match-slaves drudge dull years 
To yield such brutes existence. 


‘‘ T)1-paid they are, half famishing may be, 
Bare are their lives of comfort as of glee ; 
But one thing they must offer 
Yes, the Rent! the 
Rent ! 
Must come, the maw of Mammon to content, 
And cram his gaping coffer. 


‘“No, eighteen-pence a week may not seem 
much 
To yield to the edacious monster’s clutch ; 
But for this hideous hovel 


U 
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To halve, not tithe, yon broken woman’s 


wage 
Proves that the master deity of the age 
In greed’s worst slough can grovel. 


“Yet she complains not, but—is’t not 
absurd P— 
Laments the losing of the poor starved bird 
Dead in the cage hung yonder. 
How foolish are the poor! What shred of 
sense 
In moaning o’er the loss of an expense ? 
A question this to ponder!” 
(To be continued.) 


A LEGITIMATE GRIEVANCE. 


The Charnelhouse, 
Mr. Puncu, SiR, Kensington Gore. 
I wrirr to protest, in the strongest 
ossible manner, against a gross breach of 
aith on the part of the Management _of one 


of our most fashionable, popular, and select 
places of enter- 
tainment. They 


are 


del Fuego. So 
far, I have no 
complaint to 
make. Nothing Ss Sy — 
can be more im- hi 7G 

proving to a cultivated mind than the con- 
templation of genuine Cannibals. But the 
Management advertise as follows :—‘‘ The 
Cannibals will be fed at 2°30, siz, and 
ten o'clock.’ I went there, Sir; I took 
my wife, my wife’s mother (who is now 
on a visit to us), and a young family, 
of ages varying from eleven to three-and- 
a-half. I reached the hall some time 
before 2°30, and engaged front seats, being 
naturally anxious not to miss so rare and 
interesting a spectacle. Conceive my feelings, 
imagine the keen disappointment of my wife 
and children, the indignation of my mother- 
in-law, when we found that we had been 
made the victims of what I must really take 
the liberty to characterise as a most unprin- 
cipled deception! The Cannibals were fed, 
Sir, and I fully admit that their manners at 
table were as uncivilised and repulsive as 
could be possibly desired—but of what did 
their repast consist? I do not hesitate to say 
—and I challenge the Proprietors to contra- 
dict my statement—that those Cannibals were 
not supplied with their natural sustenance. 
To avoid all possibility of mistake, we spent 
the entire day there, revisiting the entertain- 
ment at six and at ten, and occupying places 
from which an uninterrupted view of the 
performance could be obtained. Sir, there 
was not so much as one solitary baby provided 
for those anthropophagists! Need I say that 
we came away disgusted by the imposition 
that had been practised upon us, and deter- 
mined to expose it forthwith in your hospit- 


able columns. My youngest daughter, aged 


six, positively shed tears at finding the reality 
so far from her anticipations ; and I believe 
I am correct in stating that the majority of 
the audience fully shared our emotions. 

The Public must not be trifled with in this 
manner. Let the London County Council 
see to it, and imszst that those who cater for 

opular amusement should pripatya per= 
orm their side of the contract, or take the 
natural consequences ! 
I am, Sir, yours, indignantly, 
GLOATINGTON GOOLE 
(Fellow of the Royal Vegetarian Society). 


P.8.—They would not even return the 
money at the doors! 


: 
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“LABBY IN OUR ABBEY.” 


(By a Westminster Chorister, to the Air of 
** Sally in our Alley.”’) 


ij 
Or all the Rads that are so smart 
There’s none like crafty LasBy, 
He learns the secrets of each heart, 
And lives near our Abbey ; 
There is no lawyer in the land 
That’s half as sharp as Lassy, 
He is a demon in the art, 
And guileless as a babby ! 


i; 

For ‘* Bomba Batrour”’ in the week 
There seems to be no worse day, 

Than is the one that comes between 
A Tuesday and a Thursday. 

For then we read each foul misdeed 
‘‘Unmanly, mean and shabby,” 

Exposed to view in type so true 
By penetrating LaBBy. 


130 

Lorp Satissury and the Tories, all 
Flout, gibe, and jeer at LaBBy, 

Though but for him ’tis said they ’d be 
A sleepy set and flabby ; 

And ere their seven long years are out, 
Could they be rid of Lassy, 

‘‘Snug lying” they might find for him ; 
But not in our Abbey! 


RESEARCH AT CAMBRIDGE. 


Trumpington Street, Cambridge. 
Dear Mr. Ponca, 

I po not remember ever having read a 
copy of your paper, but I have been told that 
it is chiefly devoted to Psychical Research ; 
so you will probably be glad to receive an 
account of an experiment which I made the 
other day. Although I am only reading for 
the Pass Degree, I am a man of considerable 
intellectual attainments, and I have devoted 
a great part of my time to the study of 
Hypnotism, and Transcendental Medicine. 

Now, on the evening of Monday, October 21, 
I happened to pick up a Number of a Cam- 
bridge Periodical, The Granta, in which the 
Editor offered a money prize for the best 
definition of—(1) a Dean; (2) a Tutor; (3) a 
Father ; (4) a Senior Wrangler ; (5) a Fresh- 
man; (6) a Bedmaker. The only definitions 
I had ever read were ina little book bearing 
the fanciful title of Euclid, and written by 
a Mr. TopHUNTER; and although the work 
is generally considered sound as far as it 
goes, I found that there was absolutely no 
mention in it of Deans, or Bedmakers, or 
anything of the sort. Feeling sure that the 
omission was purely accidental, [, determined 
to discover what Mr. ToDHUNTER would have 
written if he had thought of tt. ‘ 

I therefore took a Huchd paper, and, with 
the assistance of a sporting friend, selected 
the hardest rider in it. I obtained from a 
good mathematician, a strong solution of this 
rider, which I injected into my left arm. I 
then hypnotised myself by attending a meet- 
ing of our College Essay Society, having 
previously taken the precaution of placing a 
pencil and paper in my hand. My friend 
Brnpies had hardly commenced his duties as 
Chairman, before I fell into a trance. Upon 
recovering, 1 found the following on the 
paper before me, in my own handwriting :— 


(1) A Dean is the Deometer of a college 
arallelogram. (Hence the Porter’s formula, 
‘The Dean’s compliments, Sir, and would 

you kindly be more regular, &c.’’) 

(2) A Tutor is the mean between the lowest 
common Undergraduate and the Master of 
the College. (Acknowledgments to a recent 


Master of Trinity.) 


HOSPITAL-ITY. 


Hospital Physician (with a view to diagnosis). ‘‘ WHAT DO you DRINK os 
New Patient (cheering wp at the proposal), ‘‘OH, SIR {—THANK you, SIR—WHATEVER YOU 
—— LEAVE THAT TO YoU, SiR!” 


pill ace nl ee =. PRI ace sea an 
(3) A Father is a plain figure called the Boss, and is such that, when proper squared, 
cheques will be drawn by him up to a certain point. (Show that the father’s banking 
account varies inversely as the altitude of the son.) ; 

(4) A Senior Wrangler is the projection of Mr. WEBB upon a gifted Johnian. 

(5) A Freshman is one off whom, if any two points be taken, the appreciation of those 
points lies wholly with the man who took them. (6) A Bed-maker lies evenly upon any point. 


I hardly think it necessary to call your attention, Sir, to the remarkable nature of 
this experiment. Personally, T attribute it to my peculiarly sensitive temperament. My 
friend BrnpLEs thinks it is the college beer, which has not been quite up to the mark lately. 
But Binpies knows nothing of Psychology. ; 

am, Sir, Yours faithfully, Marrapa LILLAM, 


eg a ES 
Cr 


‘“Srortes BY Bret Harte.”—Every reciter, amateur and professional, will do well to 
master them, as he is expected to know ‘* stories by heart.” 


I 
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METROPOLITAN IMPROVEMENTS. 


ADVANTAGE MIGHT BE TAKEN OF THE MOUNTAINOUS CONDITION OF ANY PuBLIC THO- 
ROUGHFARE, WHEN ‘‘ UP,” TO RUN A SwITCHBACK RAILWAY FROM, SAY, CHARING CROSS 


TO THE BANK, 


“GIBBING.” 


Ir is said that the Bishop of GipkALTAR,—whose see in partibus. includes the Mediterranean 
Sea and ‘all round and about that quarter,” so that St. Peter’s is a kind of parish church in 
his Lordship’s diocese, and the Pork an aggrieved parishioner,—is about to fulminate onc 
more, or ere this has already fulminated, against the iniquities of Monte Carlo, where it is 
not improbable a few members of Archdeacon FarRar’s new Anglican Monastic Brotherhood 
Co. Limited, will take up their residence in order to convert the gambling lambkins and 
black sheep from the error of their way. The last time we were at that horridly delightful, 
internally paradisiacal, but certainly not pharisaical place, we saw eminent English statesmen, 
all sorts and conditions of men, ladies with their winning ways, musical, literary and artistic 
celebrities, planking down their money on the red and black, the numbers and the zéro, thus 
amusing themselves by doing with their own just exactly what they have a right to do. 
Hadn’t the Bishop of GrpraLraR better take a leaf out of his Brother of Peterborough’s 
betting-book? Dr, Maer doesn’t see what material difference there is between betting ona 
horse, or on a colour, or speculating on a Stock Exchange chance. Why should that be 
vicious at Monte Carlo which is honest and fair in Capel Court ? 

The pharisaism of the Bishop of GiB is resented as an insult by the native Monte-Carlists, 
who, under their legitimate Bishop of Monaco, have their own chapels and churches, and 
plenty of hospitals and charitable institutions, founded and endowed by Mlle. Rovterrs and 
Messrs. Rovez er Norr & Cru, represented, in effect, by the BLANC family, whose name 
should suggest to the Bishop of Gis that Monte-Carlists are not so black as his Lordship 
would like to paint them, and no less is the Bishop’s action resented by the English at Monte 
Carlo, who feel inclined to ask the Bishop why he doesn’t attempt the evangelisation of 

-Tatrersaty’s, Doncaster, Newmarket, Ascot, and other head-quarters of horse-racing and 
betting ? and why he does not go out and preach to the Bears and the Bulls of Capel Court ? 
Of course there’s evil there as everywhere, and, of course, all need conversion, even the 
Three Per Cents., so Mr. GoscHEn thought; but the poor players of Monte Carlo are not 
worse than their tellows in and about the great English centres of commerce. 


SAMSON AMONG THE PHILISTINES. 


FIRM as a rock, of moderate height and girth, ; Samson among th ilisti i 
» OF I ; e Philistines caused mirth 
Posed Samson as ‘‘ the strongest manon earth.” | Provinghe’s rl ‘the strongestman onearth;” 
rates et challenge, Solvitur ambulando— | Or if he be, then he, who gained the prize, 
€ rock was staggered by a little Sand oh! SANDOW, must have descended from the skies. 
It would reduce the strongest men to shadows to lose a hundred pounds every night. In 


Tom-and-Jerry days, when a man “6 ith hi 
sede: , got worsted, the slang was ‘* There he goes with his eve 
out!” Samson should change names with Cycxops, and retain the latter as a his only pap? 
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CAVE {CANEM |! 


Ou, Dr. JosepH PARKER, 

You ’re a tremendous barker ! 
And if your bite 
Is equal quite, _ 

You must have teeth like Carker. 


Your skill at advertising, 
And all the world advising, 
BARNUM can’t flog. 
If not a dog, ai 
You’re good at dog-matising ! 


No doubt your stentor yap ll 
Fill—if not space—your chapel. 
You’re always game 
To shout—like Fame — 
And with all foes to grapple. 


Were ever youapuppy? — 

Great gun, with bore quite Kruppy, 
Your roar’s high art— 
Then you’re as smart 

As the young man named Guppy. 


There ’s nothing in creation 

Escapes your observation. 
They ought to take 
You straight, and make 

You watch-dog of the Nation ! 


Then how you’d bark! Sense urges 
Us to the step. It verges 

On madness not 

To make a lot 
Of such a Boanerges! 


No muzzle then, no fetter 

On sermon, speech, or letter ! 
(Mem.: One thing ‘‘ log” 
‘** Brag’s a good dog, 
But Holdfast is a better! ’’) 


GUIDING STARS. 


PEOPLE who think there are no guides but 
Murray, Bradshaw, and Baedeker should at 
once pay a visit to the new home of the Lady 
Guide Association in Cockspur Street. If 
they will have ten minutes’ chat with the 
Acting Manageress, Miss Epira Davis—a 
rara Davis in terris—she will tell them all 
about the object and scope of the Institution, 
and will show them how useful these Lady 
Guides are, and how necessary they will be 
to Country Cousins and others who do not 
know their way about, but want to see as 
much as they can in a very little while. The 
only danger to the susceptible male tourist is 
from the glances of the Shooting Stars. The 
number of Lady Guiding Stars, who, however 
brilliant they may be, must wander occasion- 
ally, may be reduced by their becoming Fixed 
Stars. Mr. Punch raises his strongest glass 
to these Stars, and wishes them success. 


THE KAISER AT ATHENS. 

** Ancient, beautiful Athens.” — The German 

Emperor to Prince Bismarck. 

Ancient Athens, beside you 
Berlin seems extremely new ; 
Beauteous Athens, on the Spree 
There ’s no city like to thee. 
Hear me swear before I go, 
"AOjvat ods ayaa | 
Prince Von: BISMARCK, if you please, 
This, the town of PERICLEs, 
Quite excites your Kaiser on 
Pillars of the Parthenon : 
Fairer sight I do not know, 
AGjvat cds ayaa ! 
‘*"loorépavos,’? men Bay 
You were dubbed in olden lay ; 
City of the Violet Crown, 
Now you gain a new renown, 
Since a Kaiser’s blessings flow, 
"APjva ods &yaTa | 
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THE INSTITUTE OF PAINTERS IN OIL. 


“* Tr health and. spirits you’d recruit, Just look in for an hour at 
the Institute!” Why, cert’nly! Don’t see why I shouldn’t sing 
in a Picture Gallery if i please. Severe critic wags the head at me. 
I look at him through my hand as if he were a picture. He scowls 
and leaves gallery. More room for me. What a lot of pictures ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Iv Mr. J. L. Stevenson told me that after a course of John 
Inglesant, Barry Lyndon;-and Esmond, the idea had occurred to 
him of writing The Master of Ballantine I should not be in the 
least surprised, 
for the story has 


ogy DROPPED IN » 


‘Six hundred pictures I compute, Are hung upon_the walls of the thepedantrywith- 1 Be REVIEWEDT < 
Institute ! ” Lhe Firs,” by ere Watton. Good!|out the charm ba A RN BR ~~ 


of Esmond, the 
gloom without the 
wit of Barry 
Lyndon, andsome 
of the pictu- 
resquenessand 


Might go firser and fare worse. Sort of picture I pine for. ‘** The 
Swinge of Alderney.” A swingeing good sea-scape, by Harry 
Hor. ‘A Royal Palace,” a delightful study of Hampton Court, 
by Joun Furieyiovs, and I’m full o’ love for the picture. ‘‘ Under 
the Stlver Moon ”—real moonlight, not theatrical effect, by E. F. 
BREWTNALL. Twilight,” by A. HaRRIson, also good and true. eae 
: Babes in the Wood.” Poor dears—no fine deer—by 8. E. WALLER. the ‘tediousness 
—* Our Ducks? —not in frocks, but in feathers, and capitally rendered, but very little of 
by Tom Lroyp. ‘“ Evening.” Delightful bit of Thames, by ©. J. | the fascination of 
Lewis. ‘‘O long may Lewis con-tri-bute Such pictures to be hung John | Inglesant. 
at the Institute!” ‘‘ Rook and Pigeon *—full of force and cha- | How it has come 
racter. A capital study of ‘‘milletary men.” Ha! ha! Tells its| te be praised so 
own story well with the aid of its painter—F. D. Miuuer. ‘Intru-| highly as I am 
ders.” Two little girls on the sea-shore, apparently looking for | 1™ ormed it has 
their clothes, which probably the intruders have stolen. Figures | been Lam unable ee ; e 
deftly limned—that is to say, limbs well drawn—by W. H. Barr- | to understand, thereby, of course, admitting an intellectual defect 
terr. ‘Each child should have a bathing suit! For they’ll find it |™ the presence of very superior persons. 
somewhat chilly at the Institute!” ‘* The Lull before the Storm,” The Pariah, by Mr. F. ANSTEY, 1s one of the cleverest books that 
W.L. Wyte. ‘0 WYLLIE, we’ve not missed you 1”? Glad we | bas appeared for many years. As Zoia extracted a drama out of 
haven’t, or we should have missed one of the best pictures in the show. Le Bonheur des Dames, so has the author of Vice Versa produced. 
“ From Shiplake Hill,” by AurReD Parsons. Bright, breezy, de- | 2 tragedy from scenes in the life of a shop-boy. Amyone who can 
lightful, and just like the place. ‘The Evening Mist,” by 8. J. Soxo- read unmoved the trials of Allan, the poor persecuted hero, must 
Mon. Why mist? The meaning is somewhat misty eae it means | have a heart of stone. Of humble birth and cruelly ee educa- 
that the young lady has missed all her clothing. lomPwould quite | 102, he sacrifices his life for the sake of the woman he adores with 
strike Mr. HorstEy mute! If he saw this merry maiden at the Insti- | all_ the chivalry of a Bayard. And the wretched selfishness of the 
| tute!” ‘*_An Improvisatore,” by J. W. Nicol. Despite the name girl for whom the sacrifice is made renders the act of devotion the 
of the artist, it is sterling metal and no nickel about it. Looks like | more touching. The story is full of interest, and has been built up 
our old friend who used to sing at race-courses. “‘ Penarth, from with infinite care.. The sketches of character are admirable. Volumes 
Cardiff,” by E. Hayes. A bit of real fresh sparkling sea. Almost 


One and Two are more interesting than Volume Three, because in the 
makes you onaisy to look at. Very clear, though undoubtedly hayesy. 


latter Margot—the hateful, contemptible heroine of the book—is more |: 
How’s that, Umpire? ‘4 SummerlDay,” by KEELEY HALSWELLE, 
Capital! All’s well when he wields the brush. ‘‘Oh, weel may the 


on évidence than her heroic step-brother. Mr. ANSTEY very skilfully 

attempts to tone down the repulsiveness of Margot’s character by 

Kret”—paint! Qu’est-ce Keztzy, ah! But no matter! © Jeanie,” | suggesting that she is not quite so bad as she seems, and marrying her 

by Miss C, E. Prowpron, a delightful little maiden, charmingly | to @ gentleman with an appointment in Japan. As Margot is morally 
painted! ‘‘I’d like that damsel to salute!—But it wouldn’t be 
quite proper at the Institute 1” Passing Clouds,” by ERNEST 


responsible for her step-brother’s death, and, strictly speaking, 

deserves hanging, there are few who will not sala that 
Parton, an earnest study from Nature, delightfully rendered. 
*‘ Henry Russell at 77,” by _WALTER Goopman—two good men 


her husband, when he gets her back to Japan, will lose his temper, 

and give her a thorough good shaking. Poetic Bho demands that 

together. Why, bless me! I recollect HENRY RvsseLy singing | She should have such a fate. The Pariah is a decided advance upon 
“The Ship on*Fire” at the very first public entertainment I ever 

wasat. ‘‘I’d like to hear him execute,—Another of his songs at 


The Giants Robe, and marks a turning-point in its author’s life. 

Henceforward, Mr. AnsTry will take his place as a novelist of the 
the Institute!” ‘* Fiowers of the Field,” by J. Crayton ADAMS 
—pbright and fresh. “‘ The Proposal,” by Haynes WILLIAMS— 


first rank. BaRon DE Boox-Worms & Co, 

another rendering of How the Men Propose. 
And there is plenty more to look at.‘ Venice,” by OscAR WILSON ; 
‘“‘ Haycocks,” by Epesr ELtis; ‘6 Bookbinders’ Work-room,” 


LONDON COUNCIL COMMITTEES. 
(Suggestions for appropriate Chairmen.) 


by Herman G. HerxomeEr; “* Half Afraid,” by F. Morean ; CoMMITTRES. HATRMEN. 
“© Sunset—Low Tide,” by A. Hetcxh; ‘‘.d Corner of the Studio,” | Fire Brigade Committee. + + + + + a Bones. 
by Leonarp WrBurD ; ‘* dn October Storm by T. H. McLacuiaN. | Parks and Open Spaces Committee . + + : Mr. BRANCH. 
[haven't seen half the pictures asyet. “Oh, had [only brought my | Contagious Diseases (Animals) Committee . Mr. Hoae. 
Iute—I would sing all the glories of the Institute! ” Secretary says | Housing of Working-classes Committee . + : Mr. Hormes. 
I mustn’t sing. Here’s Sim JAMES Linton—he_ objects to my| Finance Committee . k ; f ; _ Mr, Marks. 
aoe object to his not exhibiting a picture, We come to words, | Bridges Committee . : ; i , : _ Mr. Forp. 
and from words we come to a Policeman. Sir James pretends he | Highways Committee ; ; : : ; _ Mr. Rwopes. 
doesn’t know me. Secretary looks other way. Policeman says, | Taxation of Land Committee . : é ; _ Mr. RENTOUL. 
‘Now then! »—**The Peeler he looks resolute,—So I gracefully | Parliamentary Committee . 3 : ; - . Mr. Lawson. 
retire from the Institute!” THE WARBLING CRITIC. Sanitary Committee . . . . . . . Mr, Srrone. 
Valuation of Land Committee . ; ; j . Mr. CosTELLo, 
Main Drainage Committee . . , z : . Mr, MyEr. 


“TTS GOOD TO BE MURRAY AND WISE.” 


Tue most interesting article in Murray’s Magazine for this month 
is Mr. JoHN Murray’s brief and well-written account of ‘‘ The Origin 
and History” of his own celebrated Handbooks for Travellers. He 
justly.complains of Herr BAEDEKER and all his works. He would not 
have been angry with Messrs. BAEDEKER had they only contrived to 
infringe the laws of copyright, and so brought themselves within 
reach of the law. But they have cleverly avoided this, while availing 
themselves of the information which Murray had collected ; and they 
added insult to injury by sending out BAEDEKER bound ‘‘in the 
same Red Cover. ; . 

No matter, Mr. Jonn Murray, evil doings never prosper, and, 
after all, your work is known all over the world as ‘‘ The Travelling Cone ¢ ed th L 0: 
Englishman’s Bible,”’ without which no tourist’s luggage is com- attraction: ‘‘Mr. JoHN VOYSsEY will sing this evening, Phyllis is 
plete. So henceforth be our touring motto, ‘‘ 2 bas BAEDEKER, | My Only Joy!’ and ‘ Good-bye, Sweetheart’ (Harron).” Certainly 
and St. George for Murray England !”’ —a good finish ; hat on, and walk off. 


New Nursery Rhyme: 
(For the Bakers on Strike.) 


Co-opERatTE, overworked Baker’s man ! 
Make it ten hours a day if you can. 

‘‘ Not to-day, Baker!” the Sweaters agree: 
But ** Death in the Oven”’ disgusts Mr. P. 


——— 


Currous Association or Ipras.—On the day that the report of the 
settlement of the Miss Phyllis Broughton vy. Lord Dangan Breach 
of Promise case for £2,500 appeared in the papers, the advertised 
programme of the Covent Garden Concerts contained this item of 
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** JANE, I sAW THAT POLICEMAN SPEAK TO YOU, 


I CAN’T ALLOW THAT!’ 
‘* No, Ma’aM. 
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But THE POLICEMEN ALWAYS DO ADMIRE BABY SO—THEY CAN’T ’ELP STOPPIN’ AND ASKIN’ ABOUT ’IM, 
SAY AS THEY NEVER SEE SUCH A FINE CHILD!” 


THAT’S THE THIRD POLICEMAN I 'VE SEEN SPEAKING TO YOU THIS MORNING, 
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THEY ALL 


“ADIEU!!!” 


La République loquitur :— 


** Partine is such sweet sorrow,” 

Yet must we part, I fear. 
How dull will -be the morrow 

With you'no longer here! 
I really am half frightened, 

The sun scarce seems to shine— 
Without you. You have brightened 

Our Great Year, Eighty-Nine ; 
The year of Celebration 

Of—well of certain things, 
To which not every nation 

The warmest welcome brings, 

In fact, dear, Revolution, 

When it is tinged with Red, 
(Though but in retribution) 

Fills timid souls with dread ; 
And it was rather risky 

Your fortunes to combine 
With forces fierce and frisky 

That ruled in Seventy-Nine. 
But you, as the fair sequel 

as very plainly shown, 

Were to the occasion equal, 

My beautiful, my own! 
Yes, you conciliated 

y disingenuous foes, 

saw them, who so hated, 

Half friendly ere your close. 
Your wondrous fascination 


As for the swarming Yankee, 
He fairly ‘‘ took the cake.” 

You softened the stiff Spanish, 
And warmed the stolid Dutch, 

And now, my dear, you vanish! 
It is indeed too much ! 


Pardon this deliquescence ! 
You never made me weep, 
Until I felt your presence, 
I could no longer keep. 
You filled the Beauteous City 
With nearly half the earth. 
The world should be more witty, 
More capable of mirth, 
For these mad months of revel 
In the great Champ de Mars. 
It may not reach my level, 
It may not ‘‘ shock the stars ; ” 
But sure your crowded acres, 
Your dances, and your drinks, 
Might stir the dullest Quakers 
To wit, and warmth, and winks, 
The ‘‘ Orent,” in your pictures, 
Was piquant, chic, and pschutt / 
And as for prudish strictures 
On them we may be mute. 
You sent us up like rockets, 
Nous autres, The Great City 
Filled all its streets—and pockets. 
’Tis past, dear,—oh! the pity! 


Now charmed—by you—to dizziness, 
Contentedly they jog; 
And then, dear, the Elections! 
The chances of the Urns 
Roused me to strange reflections, 
Hopeful and sad by turns. 
Thanks to you, pas de danger ! 
Reaction you disarmed ; 
You bottled up BouLanGER, 
And the Red Spectre charmed. 
Despite all cynic snarling, 
Twas you and your great Tower, 
** Saved the Republie,”’ darling! 
I owe you peace and power ; 
Safety—pro tem.—from faction, 
From zealots coarse and crude, 
Mad Reds and crass Reaction. 
Accept my gratitude ! 


And so, adieu! It must be! 
The hour is struck! I fear! 
In whom shall now my trust be ? 
What bodes the coming year ? 
Hushed is the brilliant Babel, 
Though you have left its Tower. 
As popular and stable 
Be La République’s power ! 
No fault of yours, at any rate, 
Should History say, ‘’ She fell 
Enfeebled foul, degenerate.””— 
Farewell, ma chere, farewell! | ! 


‘‘OTHELLO’s Occupation ’s Gonx.”’—Now 
that the annual Licensing Day is past, and 
the Music-hall Inspectionisof no present value, 
what a dull time the Muck Doveatt must be 
having! He will have to take up the drains 
again, Yes, to be sewer. 


And one thing more I owe you. 
Hardly till you depart 

T really, fully know you, 
O mistress of my heart! 

That ancient Bastille business 
Might have set fools agog, 


Was all too much for them : 
For English affectation, 

And eke for German phlegm. 
Italians, jealous, cranky, 

Grew courteous, for your sake ; 
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DELIGHTED TO HAVE SEEN YOU! 


<—— 


I SHOULD HAVE DONE WITHOUT YOU!!” 
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Mapame La France, ‘‘GOOD-BYE, MY DEAR! 
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A SONG OF SLAUGHTER. 
(Disrespectfully dedicated by Mr. Punch to the Songbird Slayers. 

_ “Blackbirds are a very po ular decoration just now. They are placed 
singly on the bonnets and collectively on the hats, being in some instances 
poised as if for immediate fly, and in others, perched in all manner of 
attitudes. No other bird is as well liked as the blackbird, for none can give 
the same air of smartness to a hat or bonnet.””—Fashion Review. 

Arr—“ A Song of Siapence.” 
Sune a song of slaugh- eum, The Milliner in her 
ter ws counting-house 

Worthy a wild cat! Counting out her 


F = and = . money ! 
Slab birds bwendy —_> The swell dame in her 


MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 


No. XI.—THE PANEGYRIC PATTER. 


Tus ditty is designed to give some expression to the passionate 
enthusiasm for Nature which is occasionally observable in the 
Music-hall songstress. The young lady who sings these verses will 
of course appear in appropriate costume ; viz., a large white hat 
and feathers, a crimson sunshade, a pink frock, high-heeled sand- 
shoes, and a liberal extent of black silk stockings. A phonetic 
spelling has been adopted where necessary to bring out the rhyme, 
for the convenience of the reader only, as the Singer will instinctively 
give the vowel-sounds the pronunciation intended by the author. 


5 ASD < rp First Verse. 

Perched on a hat! Ww, A> Laden Breat as | Oh, I love to sit a-gyzing on the boundless blue horizing, _, 

When the Summer RY SVAN honey ! When the ae sun is blyzing down on sands, and ships, and 
opene "AS ae ~ Punch walked in his| And to watch the bus i : 
: 22 WVWS a y figgers of the happy little diggers 
. cata began to a NAY (eee ei cacrs Or to listen to the Deets when they UEBoES to teens to me! 
But by gentlewoman's PR = These despair that Chorus (to which the Singer should sway in waltz-time.) 
is : : women fair For I’ -side ! 
They were shot a-wing. | Should be the birds’ worst foes! ar Lt oftully fot of te ee 


If I’d only = bale I would de-cide 
To dwell evermore, 
__ By the murmuring shore, 
With the billows a-blustering be-side! 
Second Verse. 

Then how pleasant of a morning, to be up before the dorning, 

And to sally forth a-prorning—e’en if nothing back you as 
Some young men who like fatigue "ll go and try to pot a sea-gull, 

What’s the odds if it’s illegal, or the bird they only wing ? 

Chorus—For it’s one of the sports of the Sea-side! &e, 


Third Verse. 
Then what j’y to goa bything—though you’ll swim, if you’re a sly 


CONCERNING, MORE OR LESS, THE NINTH OF NOVEMBER. 
(An Extract from a City Catechism.) 


Question. Can you tell me anything about the Lord Mayor’s Show 
this year ? ay 

Answer. Not much, save that the Hon. Lewis WINGFIELD and 
Mr. Aveustus Harris are both to have something to do with it. 

Q. But, will not that fact argue that the costumes will be correct, 
and the mise-en-scene perfect "9 

A, Certainly. Mr. WINGFIELD will never cease to be remem- 
bered as the designer of the dresses worn in the Maske of Flowers, 
at Gray’s Inn, and the stage-management of Aucusrus DRURIO- 
LANUS is not to be equalled, much less surpassed. 

Q. Will there be any particular novelty in this year’s Show ? 

A, Certainly. Major Burnasy will no longer appear in a magnifi- 
cent uniform on a charger, as the City Marshal, but will join the 
crowd in the Lord Mayor’s coach, wearing a barrister’s gown and wig? 

Q. Dear me! Why this change? 

A, The gallant Major has retired from the military duties of the 
City to become the Common Crier. 

Q. Is it not true that the Lorp Mayor Elect wished to walk in 
the procession, instead of using the State Coach ? 

A, Yes, when Mace and Sword would both have had a bad time 
of it, especially if it had rained! 

Q. How could the Lorp Mayor Elect have avoided riding in a 
carriage on the Sabbath, without causing comment or commotion ? 

‘A, By allowing someone else to have been Chief Magistrate this 
time, and waiting his turn untila year arrived when the Ninth of 
November did no# fall on a Saturday. 

Q. What startling piece of information has the incident revealed? 

A, That, in gpite of his name and general appearance, Sir HENRY 
Aaron Isaacs is a member of the Hebrew persuasion ! 

Q. Did not the Lorp CHANCELLOR refer to this fact in congratulatin 
the Lorp Mayor upon his existence in the Nineteenth Century instea 
of the Twelfth? 

A. Yes, for seven hundred years ago the Lorp Mayor, had he been 
a Jew, would have been treated to a stake instead of a turtle! 

Q. I believe that Lord Mayor WHITEHEAD celebrated the 700th 
anniversary of the Mayoralty by giving a ball at the Mansion House 
last week ? 

‘A. He did; but, somehow or another, it fell rather flat. 

Q. Is not the Lord Mayor’s Show to include FirzALwYNE in the 
character of the First Mayor of London ? 

‘A. So it is said, a fact which argues that GILBERT BExkeEt, father 
of St. Thomas of Canterbury, Portreve of London, and a member of 
the community which subsequently became known as the Mercers’ 
Company, can be little known east of the Griffin. 
io us historical accuracy absolutely necessary in the Lord Mayor’s 

ow 

A. Certainly not, so long as the of woAAot have something strange to 
see, they will be satisfied. 

Q. What great historical character could have been appropriately 
introduced into this year’s Procession ? 

4. Mr. P. T. BAENUM, who would have found himself quite at 
home amongst such surroundings. 

Q. And now one more question. The Lorp Mayor of London 
appears in two aspects. In the first he is worthily the Chief 

agistrate Nl ee pa in the Aba a Pee of priate 
‘mportance. Inthe second, he is merely an uncouth gorman iser 
of Partie. Whieh is the correct view ? z 2 Chorus (all together)—Oh, we’re offully fond of the Sea- 

A. Both! It depends upon the holder of the office to falsify either ! side! &e. 


Ing 
Like a mermaid ‘nimbly writhing, with a foot upon the sand ! 
When you’re tired of old Poseidon, there ’s the pier to promenide on, 
Srravss, and SULLIVAN, and Haypn form the programme of the 


and. 
Chorus—For there’s always a band at the Sea-side! &e. 
Fourth Verse. 


And, with boatmen so beguiling, sev’ral parties go out siling, 
Sitting all together smiling, handing sandwiches about, 
To the sound of concertiner,—till they ’re gradually greener, 
And they wish the ham was leaner, as they sip their bottled stout. 
Chorus—And they ery, ‘‘Put us back on the Sea-side!” &c. 


Fifth Verse. 


There is pleasure unalloyed in hiring hacks and going roiding, 
(If you stick on tight, avoiding any cropper or mishap,) 
Or about the rocks you ramble ; over boulders slip and scramble ; 
Or sit down and do a gamble, playing ‘‘ Loo” or ‘‘ Penny Nap.” 
* Chorus—‘' Penny Nap”’ is the gyme for the Sea-side! &e. 


Sixth Verse. 


Then it’s lovely to be spewning, all the glamour of the mewn in, 
With your love his banjo tewning, ere flirtation can begin! 

As along the sands you’re strowling, till the hour of ten is towling, 
And your Ma, severely scowling, asks ‘* Wherever you have bin! 4 

Chorus—Then you answer ‘‘ I’ve been by the Sea-side!”’ &c. 


Seventh Verse. 
Should the sky be dark and frowning, and the restless winds be 


mowning, . 
With the breakers’ thunder drowning all the laughter and the 


glee ; 
And the day should prove a drencher, out of doors you will not 
ventcher : 
But you’ll read the volumes lent yer by the Local Libraree ! 
Chorus—For there’s sure to be one at the Sea-side! &c. 


Eighth Verse. 


If the weather gets no calmer, you can patronise the dramer, 
Where the leading lady charmer is @ chit of forty-four ; 
And a duty none would shirk is to attend the strolling cireus, [dror : 
For they’d all be in the workhouse, should their antics cease to 
Chorus—And they ’re part of the joys of the Sea-side! &e. 


Encore Verse (to be used only wn case of emergency). 


Well, I reelly must be gowing—I’ve just time to make my bow In— 
But I thank you for allowing me to patter on so long. har is 
And if, like me, you’re pining for the breezes there ’s some bring in, 

Why, 1’ll trouble you to jine in with the chorus to my song ! 


————— ee 
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CHILL OCTOBER. 


Fair Lady. ‘‘ WHAT BEAUTIFUL CHRYSANTHEMUMS YOU ’VE GoT, Str Goratus!” 
Sir Gorgius (who is no Botanist). ‘‘A—yYEs, J] FLATTER MYSELF THEY ’RE NOT 
BAD—CONSIDERING THE TIME OF YEAR!” 


RACING THE “RECORD.” 


(Suggestion for a brief Mid-Atlantic Cantata.) 


“Tearing a-head with the green sea sweeping the decks from end to end, never slacking 
speed in the face of the heaviest weather, regardless alike of the risk of crashing into some 
coming vessel and of the chance of splitting in half on some suddenly appearing ice-berg, 
as of the dense fog which conceals both; with fires blazing and stokers fainting over the 
stress of work that is wrung out of them—the passage is made, from start to finish, at high- 
pressure pace. What is gained is a few hours’ triumph in time over the performance of 
some rival nian and the cost, if the practice be not speedily checked, will, sooner or 
later, most assuredly be the loss in Mid-Atlantic of a whole shipload of loudly-protesting 
but as yet helpless and totally unheeded passengers.”—WNotes of some recent Atlantic 
Passages taken at random from the Daily Papers. 


The Scene is supposed to represent the quarter-deck of the Blue and White- 
Spangled Ball Company’s celebrated liner, ‘‘ Spasmodic,” making her way 
at full speed across the Atlantic in the face of an opposing hurricane. Most 
of those on board have been driven to their berths by the terrible weather, 
but a small and desperate remnant, who have noticed that though a blinding 
snow-storm has just set in and lent additional danger and horror to the situa- 
tron, the Captain instead of slackening speed has only shouted down the pipe 
to the Engine-room, ‘‘ to pile on the coal, open all the draughts, and get if 
possible another couple of knots an hour out of her,” summoning all their 
remaining energies, and maddened with terror and physical discomfort, 
pursue him to the bridge, where, surrounding him as well as they can by 
clinging to the bulwarks, they denounce him in the following chorus :— 


CHorvs oF FRANTIC PASSENGERS, 
Afzavens! we are wild with witless | On through fog and snow-storm madly 


wonder! [motion ashing crashing, 
Dazed with terror! sicken’d with the| And ’mid broken ice-dritts wildky 
Dragging-over, through, but mostly | Boilers hissing, and with furnace 
Vila E AS Ocean ! flashing, 
Wetnee Fe es is cursed Atlantic! Your way you feel! [take,— 


g0 a little faster, 

At the cost of danger or dicseton = 

Yet, like slaves, bound to a despot 
We’ve no appeal. [master, 


A precious way !—which we, alas! must 
For we are bound to follow in your 
wake! Lafford—— 
Now, if to argue you would dare 


CHARIVARI. [Novemprr 9, 1889. 


(4 tremendous sea breaks over the deck, and flooding 
everything, sweeps half the Chorus away. 


Excuse us,—but there’s some one overboard— 
A boat, a line,—a life-buoy you’d best drop. 


Tne Capra, (looking gloomily at the sea and then consult- 
ing his watch.) 


Perhaps! (hesitating). Butno! I haven't time to stop ! 


Frantic Passencers (struggling to get together, and 
though dripping and disheartened, assuming, a8 we 
as they can, a threatening attitude.) 


Inhuman! Monstrous! 
CaprTaIn (reflectively).! 
P’raps you may be right. 
(Stell turning wt over.) ; 
And yet, perhaps,—on second thoughts,—not quite | 


Frantic PassenGERS (with much interest). 
‘On second thoughts!”? Those mystic words make clear. 
CAPTAIN (with alacrity). 


With pleasure! if you’ll kindly lend your ear. 
In matters personal I needs must dip 
To show you how I have to ‘‘ boss” this ship. 
But as your language has been somewhat strong,— 
I think I’ll sing to you the ‘‘ Captain’s song.” 
FRANTIC PASSENGERS. : 
Arranging themselves in attitudes of profound attention. 


You cannot well make right come out of wrong, 
But, never mind! we’ll hear the Captain’s song.” 


Tuer Capratn’s Sona. 


When I was a sailor lad, don’t you know, _ 

I thought it all right to act on the square: 
But that was a precious long time ago, 

And life seemed then quite another affair ! 
For to bring home your cargo safe and sound 
Was the game we played, acting fair all round; 
But in those days no foe had you to meet, 
Nor hour to save, nor Record to beat ! , 
And just to give all sound seamanship the slip, 
Was never the way to become Boss of your Ship ! 


But now that I’ve grown older, don’t you know, 
I’m bound just to see which way the wind sets, 
Well,—it’s dead against the passage that’s s/ow, 
Which judgment falls in with the hints one gets. 
‘* Pile on the coal, and never mind the bill!” ‘ 
‘* Burst on through fog, mate, you won’t have a spill,” 
‘* And if another craft you chance to meet,— 
Cut it down,—but the Record you must beat |!” 
‘* Let the six days prove a downright racing trip ; 
See to fetcind you shall be Boss of your Ship !” 


FRANTIC PASSENGERS, 


We with the Captain have no wish to quarrel, 
Though we must own we find his song immoral. 


CAPTAIN (with melancholy resignation). 


Ah! you behold in me the child of chances, 
The victim of untoward circumstances. 


(He wssues further orders through the pipe commun- 
cating with the Engine-room.) 
Orders must be obeyed! (4 tremendous crash heard.) 
_ Dearme! This clatter? 
[The vessel dashes on to an Ice-berg and sinks. The 
Captain and Frantic Passengers escape from the 
waves and climb up tts sides. 


CAPTAIN (calmly surveying the scene). 
Apparently this ends the matter ! 
FINALE OF FRANTIC PassENGERS.} 


Awful! Still, what we expected, 
And the Company detected, 

Now shall pay for all its crimes. 
For our wrongs communicating, 
We our case soon will be stating,— 

In a Letter to the Times! 


[The Frantic Passengers are about to advance on the 
now defenceless Captain, when the Scene opens at 
the back and discloses the Diseased Demon of Unwhole- 
some Competition, who, smiling blandly on the 
struggling Survivors, stretches out a protecting hand 
over him as Curtain falls. 


Ah, well! 


EO 
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MR. PUNCH’S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. No. 6. “ALL HARCOURTS.” 


ee 
colour of his hair), who was shot within a few paces of the place where 
oe STATESMEN AT HOME. the Squire of Malwood, with finger and thumb gently caressing his 
DCXXXIII. Sr Wit11am Harcourt at MALWoop, LYNDHURST. generous chin, meditates on the art of governing men. It is, 
As you JouTEE down by the London and South-Western Railway, | indeed, time that facts were boldly confronted, and, what has for 
which has brought Salisbury well within two hours of Waterloo, and | centuries been known as the New Forest, should now be frankly 
leaves Hampton Court sometimes an hour and a half behind, you have | recognised as the Old. 
time to reflect upon the oddity of the appellation of the district whither You are thinking of these things as you cross the dewlapped lawn, 
you are, more or less, hurrying. The natural disposition, in reflect- | that s reads itself ike a great green apron before the stately towers 
ing upon the New Forest, is to imagine a recent plantation, where of Malwood. To the meditative mind, such as that possessed b 
the young twigs wrestle with each other for space and breadth. But, | your host, this is, penohane the choicest season of the year at whic 
as you presently discover, the New Forest is really old. It certainly | to dwell in the glades of the New Forest. The hand of Autumn has 
existed in the time of W1LLIAM Rurvs (s0 called on account of the | daintily touched the leaves on the immemorial trees, and, behold ! 
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HUNTING HINTS. 


Pur oN PLENTY OF PACE WHEN RIDING AT WATER—AND YOU ’RE BOUND TO GET OVER—SOMEHOW. 


they glow with colour which it would be difficult to/match at 
Lrserty’s, in Regent Street. The recent high winds have dealt 
hardly with the giants of the wood, robbing them of the cherished 
companionship of the leaves, which now lie strewn in glade and road- 
way, covering the earth with what, in the distance, looks like a 
faded Turkey carpet. r 

Through a long corridor, adorned with heads of deer bought of 
JamrRacH, and the colossal antlers of the New Forest stag which 
Witt1am Rovrvs was stalking when he met with the accident above 
alluded to, your host leads the way to'his study. As his tall figure 
lithely moves over the harsh kamptulicon with a brisk footfall that 
scorns eighteen stone and sixty-two years, you cannot help being 
attracted by the picturesqueness of his attire. It consists, to the 
outward view, of a single garment, once white, which envelops the 
stately figure from shoulder to heel. About the massive chest the 
garment is cunningly gathered in pleats, and boldly stitched. 

‘© Ah, Tosy! old friend,” says the Squire of Malwood. ‘‘I see 
you are admiring my dress. You recognise the good old English 
smock-frock ? I always wear it down in the country. It combines 
ease with elegance, and I am told it washes well, though, as yet, I 
have not put it to the test.” 

Before the deeply: mullioned window jin the study where the 
Squire of Malwood sits and broods over impromptus that shall 
sclntillate through the House of Commons, there is opened a broad 
glade of spruce firs, laurels and a row of radient rhododendra. In 
the intervals of his interesting political career the Squire of Malwood 
has found time to carry out a notable idea. Hemmed in by the 
so-called New Forest he could, as he pleasantly puts it, hardly see 
the wood for the trees. He has, accordingly, cut out glades in front 
of the principal windows, and you are glancing down one facing the 
study, when your host, suddenly dropping into a high-backed arm- 
chair once the property of the father of AtrrEeD The Great, tells 
you the story of his life. Incidentally, and by way of illustrating suc- 
cessive episodes, pour host reaches forth his hand, and takes from the 
serried ranks of books which fill the beetling recesses of the bearded 
bog-oak book-case a volume of Hansard. You notice that there is a 
remarkable similarity in the contents of the book-case. They are, as 
a presently learn, all volumes of Hansard, or scrap-books stoutly 

ound filled with newspaper extracts. You observe, that in each 
volume of Hansard pages are here and there turned down, in each 
case, oddly enough, at a speech delivered by your host, whilst the 
scrap-books are full of the stored wisdom he has generously dis- 
tributed in various parts of the country. Your host proposes, if 
you have nothing else to do, that you should spend the afternoon 
there, looking through the series of speeches over which the lambent 
light of wit flashes. But you remember you have an engagement 
in town, and must think of going. 

But you haven’t lunched,” says your genial host, his handsome 
face aglow with the beams of hospitality, too rarely seen in your 
recent wandering. You admit that you have not yet lunched, but 
observe (jocosely), that the day is young. Your genial host explains 
ir Whe tg ae ee at twelve o’clock, and heartily invites you 

whim. He leads the way, not into the dining-room as you 


expect, but out under the antlers of the New Forest stag, through the 
ancient porch of Malwood, under the brick gables of the old mansion. 

‘‘ Wait there a moment,” he says, and trips off, holding the smock- 
frock: skittishly by the skirt, disclosing a pair of costly carpet 
slippers guiltless of heel. eae d 

Whilst you are musing in pleased anticipation of the coming 
symposium, regarding it as a favourable opportunity of learning 
more of the history of the remarkable man who is your host, the 
Squire of Malwood comes back, carrying a parcel wrapped up in a 
red and blue cotton pockethandkerchief. He leads the way by the 
belt of spruce-firs and laurels, crossing and re-crossing the limpid 
waters of the willow-fringed brook, till you reach a field of magnifi- 
cent mangel-wurzels, which stretches in illimitable length, till it 
threatens to impinge on the distant Wiltshire Downs. You begin 
to think that the question of lunch has escaped your genial host, 
but are promptly undeceived. The Squire of Malwood scrambles 
on_to a low wall skirting the broad pasture-land, and untying the 
red and blue cotton handkerchief discloses its contents—a thick 
chop of bacon, half a loaf, and a crust of Dutch cheese. 

‘*T always lunch here,” he says, as you gaze in some embarrass- 
ment on the prospect. ‘‘ Quite the thing in the country, you know. 
Get up on the wall, and fall to. Got a pocket-knife? No? Always 
carry a pocket-knife with you. I’ll lend you mine in a moment ;”’ 
and your host produces from a recess in the skirt of the smock-frock 
a buck-handled steel implement, which he opens, and proceeds to 
slice the slab of bacon, falling-to at his meal with alarming gusto. 

On the whole, you decide that it is rather early for luncheon, and 
your host, still seated on the wall, and working lustily with the buck- 
handled implement, continues the story of his life, which, somehow, 
seems to have lost in interest, and you are not sorry when, the crust 
and cheese having followed the bacon and the bread, your host descends 
from the wall, and, still gaily chatting, walks with you through the 
quiet Autumn fields towards the bustling railway station. 


N HEREDITARY GRAND FALCONER, who, though ,ro- 
vided with a shilling handbook on ‘‘the management of the 
hawk,” hoods, claw-bells, and other requisite paraphernalia of his 
calling, has had, in consequence of the operation of domestic and 
economic reforms, to relinquish his situation, together with its 
emoluments, would be glad to hear of some other post, hereditary 
or otherwise, where he would be expected to discharge duties of a 
similar light and fanciful character at an equally adequate and 
satisfactory rate of remuneration. As, though nominally a ‘ Fal- 
coner,” owing to the fact that in his last place, in consequence of 
the entire absence of any birds, his acquaintance with the manage- 
ment of the falcon might be regarded as theoretical rather than 
eatin ay he is not particular, in seeking another situation, to devote 
imself to the charge of this particular kind of feathered creature, 
but would willingly undertake the care of canaries, a few parrots, 
or even, under certain conditions, a dozen or two of the common 
domestic fowl. Indeed, for a suitable stipend, which the Advertiser 
chiefly requires, he would not object to devote his attention to the 
charge of a collection -f white mice, rabbits or guinea-pigs. 
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“ Trés volontiers,’’ repartit le démon. 


xi. 
‘© Map mirth, and sullen misery ! 
These divide 
The empire of the night, O sha- 
dowy Guide, 
In this colossal city!” 
So I, as on we sped. ‘‘ Scarce 
know I which, 


Dulness or wild delirium, poor or 
ric 
Most earnestly to pity.” 


‘‘ Rarnestness always either fogs ~ 
or bores,”’ YY 
Chuckled my cicerone. ‘‘ Fash- 7% 
ion’s doors 
Open to every comer, 
Save that. You see ’tis not ‘amu- 
sie No! 
’Twould lend an extra chill to 
Winter’s snow, 
And dull the sheen of Sum- 
mer. 


‘“‘Not to amuse oneself! 
curse 
Means excommunication. Power of Purse, 
Brain, Beauty, all are Vanity, 

If they bring not what the world calls 
an (Sran,’ 

With that bad form or vulgar farce will 

Though void of taste or sanity. 


That crowning 


* good 


saw 
A scene to fill a flunkey’s soul with awe— 
Gay garments, glittering jewels ; 
The raven gloss of swell-cut broadcloth close 
With whirling clouds of satin milk-and- 


Tose, : 
Rare laces, radiant ‘‘ crewels.”’ 


The walls were’ wide, the still electric 
sheen, [scene. 
Lay like rose-softened sunshine o'er the 
Bass murmur, treble twitter, 
Mounted in mingled cadences from lips 
Lingering o’er mirthful mots and amorous 


es : 
Amidst the glow and glitter. 


‘‘These bacchanals,” said my Guide, ‘are 
truly ‘ tiled,’ [smiled 
‘‘ Save toourselves. The Menads might have 
Upon such secret orgies ; 
Scenes of such varied and voluptuous ease 
Wealth’s deft, audacious caterers planned to 


please 
The Ceesars and the Georges. 


‘‘ There stands the clever caterer of to-day ! 
Silenus might have squeezed his winy spray 
On his Bardolphian features. ; 
Trim-shaven, smartly clad, with a still smile, 
And a subdued half swagger, in the style 
Of Mammon’s chosen creatures. 


‘‘ He schemes, he manages, he understands, 
But lolls with smile-wreathed lips and white 
' fat hands 
Against the curtained portal ; 
Mercury, Bacchus, Ganymede in one, 
But to these ga Olympians better fun 
Than any old Immortal. 


‘“‘ Purveyor he of fashionable mirth, 

A genial mask; though earthy of the earth, 
You see the clever schemer 

Of tedium-proof amusement serves his kind 

More than dull praters of the March of Mind, 
Or philanthropic dreamers. 


‘At least they think so, these ‘smart’ men, 
ight maids, 
And frisky matrons, Mirth has many grades; 
That girl there glittering, hectic, 


c VOL. ZOvVI, 


UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


“ Vous aimez les tableaux changeans : je veux vous contenter.”’ 
Le Diable Boiteux, 


‘‘ These throngs at least amuse themselves!” | 


‘TWAS A CLORIOUS VICTORY,”—AND 
"ADVERTISEMENT ! 


DEAR Mr. Ponca, 

I HAVE read with the greatest in- 
|terest a letter to your contemporaries from 
Mr. Augustus HARRIS, in which that accom- 
plished and patriotic gentleman suggests, 
that there should be a grand collection of 
relics in honour of the 75th Anniversary of 
the Battle of Waterloo, which is due next 
year. 

As the Lessee of Drury Lane Theatre 
invited co-operation from everybody, J im- 
mediately set to work to pick up mementoes 
of the glorious victory with—as you will see 
—some success. It is my desire that the 
exhibition should be as complete as possible, 
and if any feeble efforts of mine can con- 
tribute to that end, I shall be more than repaid 
for any trouble I may take in the matter. 
Subjoined is my first list of exhibits. 

Portrait of the Great Duke of WELLING- 
TON, published some years ago at the 
selling ae of a penny plain, and twopence 
coloured. 

Bronze coin, bearing the head of NAPoLEon 
THE THrrD. It is a strange fact that this 
valuable piece has been refused by two omni- 
bus conductors, showing that latent animosity 
still exists between the English and the 
French. 

Broom carried for many years by the junior 
crossing-sweeper of Waterloo Place. 

Cards used for playing Napoleon. 4 propos 
of this game, the expression ‘‘ going nap ”’ no 
doubt referred to the deposed Emperor’s de- 
parture for St. Helena. 

Set of wheels from a broken-up Waterloo 
omnibus. 

Draft application to the Council of the |, 
Royal United Service Institution asking for 
the loan of the skull of SHaw the Life Guards- 
man, which has somehow or another found 
its way into the Museum of that valuable 
organisation. ‘ 

Gate of the North Toll-house on old 
Waterloo Bridge. 

Napoleon’s Dream Book, a cheap and in- 
teresting treatise upon Fate, said to have 
been used by the greatest General of his age 
before all his victories, proving that his success 
might have been attributable to the power of 
witchcraft. Sold even to this day at a penny 
a copy. 

Acting edition of the Battle of Waterloo, 
drama played at Astley’s. 

Pair of quaint old Wellington boots—an 
heir-loom. 

Card of admission to the ‘‘ Extra Rooms” 
at Madame Tussaud’s, where ‘‘ Napoleonic 
relics” are always on view. 

There, Sir; I do not think this bad fora 
beginning. But why not have other celebra- 
tions ? 

Next year the 824th Anniversary of the 
Battle of Hastings wiil be due, when there 
might be a grand exhibition of boarding- 
house furniture, in honour of the victory 
having been gained at a now favourite water~ 
ing-place. Then we might have the anniver- 
saries of other things—the invention of the 
umbrella, the discovery of sugar, the first 
mixing of lobster-salad, and so forth. 

Of course the difficulty would be to find 
a site for the holding of exhibitions appro- 
priate to the celebration of these interesting 
events. 

In the case of the Battle of Waterloo, Mr. 
Aveustus Harris had a new panorama ready 
to hand. For all that, I cannot imagine how 
he came to think of such a clever thing! 

Yours truly, 
Smon Srrpie SurpLe-SrMox, 
Crackup Court, near Puffborough, 


Laughs with hysteria’s high and crackling 


laugh, 
Whilst he, her partner, at the risqué chaff 
Shakes, well-nigh apoplectiec. 


‘‘ Wine mounts, wit flows, such wit as wine 


evokes 

In souls to which the lightest social yokes 
Are burdens to be lifted. 

Laughter with loosened zone is chartered here. 

Different from yon dark slum, whose shadows 
With rare gas-jets are rifted?”’ [drear 


Different, indeed! I heard the shrill of song 

Crude-burthened raising echoes loud and long 
Of mellow maiden-merriment. 

How curious the response when stealthy skill 

In coarseness on the polished world’s good- 
Makes cynical experiment ! [will 


The fire of passion and the feverish fret 

Of speculation rage. Bon-mot and bet, 
Wager and amorous whisper, 

Alternate sound on our ubiquitous ear. 

Regard that girl, When saw you eyes more 
Lips redder, curl-crop crisper? [clear, 


She, one would say, should still be cloistered up 
At home with poetry and her pet pug-pup, 
Her music and her novels. 
Yet here she smiles where stage-stars strut 
and flaunt. 
What does young Innocence in a gilded haunt, 
Where Caste in coarseness grovels ? 


‘Caste? Innocence? We must not look too 
close, [rose, 
Some here, scarce roses, have lived near the 
My guide responded drily. 
‘‘The ‘aleatic tendency,’ you know, 
As Ropert Louis calls it, must have flow 
Or openly or slily. 


‘* Sense-stir, and Speculation, and the taste 
For the adventurous, move the most chaste, 
And tickle the most prudent. 

In ‘proper’ breasts oft lurks a craving hot 
For the equivocal—even when not 
Immaculately pudent. 


‘‘ A curiosity about the ways, 
Of the Déclassées, in our period, plays 
Its part in ‘ good’ society. ; 
Tig go ‘amusing,’ this half-world, so rife 
With ‘incidents’ that lend to ¢on’s dull life 
Some touch of chic variety. 


“The gambling-hell and the lupanar ? No! 
But Zora adds a zest, high play a glow 
To moral tedium vite. 
Think you yon caterer, aiming to Amuse, 
Of scurril Momus does not gauge the use 
And venal Aphrodite ?” 


ET 
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UP-HILL WORK. 


Mr. Punch (to Mrs. London County Council), ‘* CONGRATULATE YOU, Ma’AM, ON RETAINING SUCH A CAPITAL CHAIRMAN, HE’LL GET YOU ALONG, IF ANYONE CAN i 
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AN ACT OF UNIFORMITY. 


Ir is an open secret that, should the 
Austrian idea of putting the Civil Service of 
the Crown in uniform be adopted in this 
country, the following dress-regulations will 
behest | in the Government offices hereunto 
referred :— 


Apmiratty. First-grade Offcials.—Cocked 
hats, blue spectacles, epaulettes, regulation 
blotting-paper, with inch bullion border and 
gold-tipped ruler. Gold pen. 

All other Grades.—A. B. seaman’s costume, 
with chevrons, ink-bottle, andlanyard. Steel 
pen. 


Avpit Orrice. First-grade Officials.— 
Cocked_ hats, green spectacles, e aulettes, 
regulation blotting - paper with A alt Hon 
bullion border, and silver-tipped ruler. Gold 


pen. 
All other Grades.—Costume of Audit Ale- 
brewers’ draymen. Steel pens. 


Lunacy Commission. Commissioners. — 
Burlesque cocked hats, and heavily bullioned 
strait-waistcoats. Secretary. — Robes of a 
Barrister-at-Law, with the wig decorated 
with bits of straw. 


Post Orrice. First-grade Officeals.—Cocked 
hats, decorated with Christmas cards, and 
sample coats, of various patterns. Gold 


pens. 
All other Grades.—Postman’s uniform of 
the period, augmented. 


Treasury. First-grade Officials.—Cocked 
hats, cloth-of-gold coats, with guinea-but- 
tons. Waistcoats of various colours, fresh 
from the Mint die. Pens gold. 

‘All other Grades.—Evening dress of the 
theatrical treasurers, with orders for the Pit 
and Upper Boxes. Pens steel. 

War Orrics. First-grade_Officials.— 
Cocked hats, armour from the Tower, con- 
demned maps of the Intelligence Department 
converted into tail-coats. Blotting-paper. 
with regulation 3-inch bullion border. Red 
tape. Gold pens. 

“All other Grades.—Cast-off uniforms of 
Royal Engineers engaged upon purely civilian 
work, and therefore not required for service 
in the Army. 


UP-HILL WORK. 


Mr. Punch loquitur :— 


Up-uitt work? To be sure. And, my very dear Madam, 
Up-hill’s always stiffish whatever the road, 
Whether gravel provincial or London Macadam ; 
But much, very much, to your ‘‘ Chairman’? is owed, 
For choosing straight courses and obstacles clearing, 
And pulling and hauling with hearty good will. 
I congratulate you on the prospect most cheering, 
At least for a time, of retaining him still. 
If anyone can pull you straight he will do it. 
You’ll freely admit you’re a pretty good weight ; 
And were you to lose him just now you might rue it, 
That’s hardly a thing that admits of debate. 
And you, Mister RosEBERY, ‘Punch is delighted 
To know you’ll remain for a time at your post. 
By qetehiorse and pelting youll not be affrighted ; 
Tig true English fashion our rulers to roast ; 
And when a new broom is found making a splutter, 
‘And not so much clearing as raising a dust, 
‘“‘ Olympian”? critics, and others, will utter 
Some quips which appear, and perhaps are, unjust. 
Some L. C. C. doings have roused cynic merriment, 
But Councils, like Rome, are not built in a day ; 
Mr. Punch wishes well to the mighty experiment, 
And he will take care it is given fair play. 
Meanwhile, Ma’am, if you will put just ‘‘ cut the cackle,”’ 
Some rushers restrain, and some chatterers burke, 
Your excellent Chairman his task then may tackle 
With every prospect of less ‘‘ Up-hill Work!” 


The Magistrate. ‘‘ Ou |—YOU ADMIT MAKING COUNTERFEIT MONEY THEN aes 
Prisoner (airily). ‘‘ WELL, THE FACT IS, youR WASHUP, THE SUPPLY 0’ THE GENUINE 
ARTICLE IS SO EXTREMELY LIMITED, AND THINGS GENERALLY ARE SO VERY TIGHT COMMER- 
CIALLY, THAT A POOR FELLOW MUST DO SOMETHING THESE TIMES TO TURN AN Honest Penny!” 
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‘“~ CLEAN BREAST OF IT.” 


THE NINTH. 


Tu Lord Mayor’s Show, arranged by Mr. Lewis WINGFIELD, was 
a great success, and Mr. "Punch presents Barnum Junior with the 
freedom of Fleet Street. The biggest crowd assembled to witness 
it that has been seen for some years. Lewis Le Grand himself sat 
in a carriage with three City magnates, and tried to look as if he had 
got there by accident, and his friends were merely ‘‘ giving him a 
lift.’ In the evening the scene in the Guildhall was brilliant. Mr. 
STANHOPE spoke boldly about national defences when he looked 
round and saw General ATLAS in a brand new uniform, with a 
sword by his side, ‘‘ready, aye, ready,” and Colonel BRIEFLESS, 
ablaze in scarlet, looking like a County Court Martial, burning to 
draw pleadings, defend the innocent, or charge a prisoner at the 
bar. Lord SALISBURY was heavy. He had nothing to say, and said 
something less than that, as he omitted to propose the Lord Mayor’s 
health, and had to be stirred up again, when he rose in his place 
and gave the toast asa sort of after-thought. Sir Henry Isaacs 
spoke well, clearly, to the point, and, above all, briefly. ARTHUR 
BaLFour received a big ovation, and assumed i 


[ an air of quiet 
surprise, as if uncertain whether the applause might not have been 
intended for some one else. Altogether a Notable Ninth. 


ee 
Nothing Like Lather. 


TE Scentenary of Pxrars’ Soap was celebrated with a banquet 
given to Mr. Barratt, Sir ALGERNON BortHwick, Bart. Ps 
being in the chair. Needless to say that there was & plentiful 
exhibition of soap on the occasion. The chief feature of the menu 
was of course the cakes of soap. Sir ALGERNON made, as he always 
does, an excellent speech, and, as if he were at a double wedding, 
drank the health of ‘‘ The happy PEARS,” 
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A REAL ‘GRAIN ELEVATOR.” 


Ir is the truth, the reality of Mr. 
Corney GRain’s sketches that ren- 
ders them so popular. He never 
attempts to improve our minds; he 
tells us what we all knew before, but 
he puts everything in such a comic 
light, that he sends us away laughing 
at our misfortunes and making fun 
am, | ofour miseries. If we were in doleful 

| dumps we would goto Mr. Connzy 
) | Grain to raise our spirits. The most 

recent addition to the Corneycopia is 
ae no exception to the rule, and the 
miseries of moving, the troubles of 
housekeeping, the irritative quality 
of relations—and one’s relations are 
perhaps one of the greatest troubles 
of life—are celebrated in song, sketch, 
and story, in most diverting fashion. 
The latest social satire by the popular 
entertainer is called, I’ve taken a 
House. It will be certainly found 
this novelty has ‘‘ taken the house”’ 
at St. George’s Hall, and will pro- 


CH 


pamens ||| 


ANOTHER METROPOLITAN IMPROVEMENT. 


PATENT NETTING FoR ‘‘ TAKING MALES ON BOARD” WHEN AT FULL SPEED, 


AND HorskEs, 


bably fill it for many nights to come. 


L. C. C. Prosprcts.x—When Lord 
RosEBERY retires from the Chairman- 
ship of the L. C. C., it is generally 
feared that they ’ll make a nice hash 
of it. It is now certain that if not a 
hash, there’ll be a considerable taste 
of Hacais about whatever they do. 


A Savina or TIME 


HOW HE MANAGED IT. 
(From Our Own Thoroughly Reliable Correspondent at Constantinople.) 


“‘T am told that it is the SuLTAN’s chief care to give the EMPEROR no 
opportunity of entering into political conversation with him, and con- 
sequently everything is done to keep his German Majesty as much pre- 
occupied as possible. What would he like to do or see, and what presents 
would he be pleased to accept from the PApisHAH? As for the EMPEROR, 
he has already accepted four magnificent Arab or other steeds of snow-white 
colour, while a variegated pile of precious stuffs has been given to the 
EMPRESs.”’ 

Tae result of my inquiries as to the reliability of the above 
paragraph, taken from the telegraphic communication of the repre- 
sentative of the Zimes, that appeared in the pages of that journal 
on Tuesday last, which you have sent to me with a request that I 
would either verify or contradict it, I herewith subjoin. Fortunately 
notes I had already made for my own use came opportunely to my 
aid, and enabled me fully to endorse and confirm the view of the 
situation as here suggested by the leading journal. 

I had heard from an influential and well-informed diplomatist 
that the Surran’s apprehensions were well founded, and that the 
young German EMPEROR’S sole object in paying his visit was literally 
to ‘‘ pump” his host upon the seyeral Eastern questions now looming 
on the political horizon, and that, determined to make himself under- 
stood, he had got up a whole string of questions with a Turkish 
OLLENDOREF that he meant to fall back upon as a last resource, if the 
SuLtan pleaded, as he was informed it was his intention of doing, 
his ignorance of French, German, English Italian, or of any 
European tongue whatever, so as to avoid the chances of being drawn 
into a private conversation. 

But to resume. Perhaps there is 
you with a precise account of 
meeting, for instance, 
scribbling diary, 


no better method of furnishing 
what actually took place on the day of 
than placing before you a page of the SuLTAN’s 
to which, owing to the politeness of an amiable 
backstairs Palace Official, I haye been fortunate enough to obtain 
access. Here it is verbatim :— 

6 A.M.—Am told by my Master of 
to meet this German Christian Deg, 
one of the military dresses assumed 
= great! but this is a bore. However, I resign myself to the hands 
of my wardrobe-keeper, I appear, therefore, in a white nightgown, 
worn under a culrass, with a dragoon’s helmet, surmounted by a bed- 
room candle extinguisher, and in a pair of Jack-boots—(Allah is 
Hee But, oh! these boots are tight!),—that reach up to my 
ups. Perhaps this disguise may saye me five minutes of his con- 
ents Allah be praised! “It has, He has embraced in turn 
pases ASHA, Lakoum Bry, and Koumis EFFENDI, taking each of 
ee in mistake for me, At length, however, we are introduced. 
‘he Christian Dog seems struck with my appearance, as I limp to 

SISOS Fon 2s 2 


Court Ceremonies that I ought 
arrayed, if possible, in some 
by his own countrymen. Allah 


the carriage (Oh! Allah! these boots!) ; but no sooner are we seated 
than he immediately begins the conversation, as I knew he would, 
with ‘ Well, worthy and well-beloved Second Cousin twice removed, 
what about Bulgaria?’ My only answer is to smile, and shake my 
head, to indicate I do not understand. He puts the same question in 
several different languages, but I merely repeat my smile, and 
continue to shake my head. He then begins his Turkish, and it is 
time to stop him, so I call an interpreter, and explain that I wish to 
make him a present. There are two tramway omnibuses passing, 
and I, on the spot, present him with these,—drivers, horses, passen- 
gers and all. I indicate that they shall be sent round to him at the 
Yildiz Kiosk. The Christian Dog seems pleased, but again begins 
about Bulgaria. I again smile, but cut the conversation short by 
saying I must show him my soldiers. He takes to this, and is appa- 
rently absorbed in their manceuvres for several hours. Allah be 
praised for this! I can evidently keep him‘quiet with soldiers. But, 
going home, he begins again about Bulgaria. I again smile, and 
shake my head, and present him with another tramway omnibus. As 
I fancy he is going again to begin about Bulgaria, I add that I should 
like to present the EMPREss with some trifling memento, and we stop 
then and there at a haberdasher’s establishment, and I order several 
bales of chintz, curtain fringe, and glazed calico to be sent in to her ‘Im- 
perial Majesty’ at once, and entered to the ‘National account,’ Fearing 
that he is again about to begin about Bulgaria, I tell him it strikes 
me he has not yet tasted our celebrated ‘Ra-hat-la-koum.’? He 
shakes his head. I at once order three tons to be sent round to the 
Yildiz Kiosk, and also entered to the ‘ National account.’ After 
warding off Bulgaria by presenting him in turns with a shower-bath, 
a complete set of bed-room furniture, a handful of unset jewels, a 
brass band, an iron-clad, and several more tramway omnibuses, all 
entered to the ‘ National account,’ I at length got rid of the Christian 
a te till dinner-time by dropping him at the Bureau of the Minister 
of War. 


‘10°30 P.m.—Allah be praised! The Banquet is over, and I have 
as yet managed to steer clear of politics with the little Christian 
Dog. He made one attempt, after drinking some of his sour wine 
from the Rhine with which I had provided him, but I again smiled 
and shook my head and said, ‘No, no; dinner and politics not ood 
together. Atterwards with the coffee.’ But when the time for the 
coffee came, I hurried him off to see the illuminations, Those were 
an afterthought. I wondered how I should get rid of him. ‘Why 
not illuminate the Bosphorus ?’ suggested R1az Paswa. <A good idea, 
I gave the order at seven. By ten the whole city was a blaze of 
lanterns from the woods to the water’s edge. Allah be praised! I have 
just seen the Christian Dog off in a caique. I can now retire to rest 
in peace. But there is still to-morrow to face. Well, I must give 
him some more tramway horses; show him some more soldiers. Let 
him have the run of the barracks. Then he has got to look at the 
Black Sea. Perhaps, too, he might be induced to run over to Asia 


~ 
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to try for some tiger-shooting, 


Who knows? However, Allah be 
praised! one da 


at least is done. Two more, though, to be got 
through before he goes! If I can only keep the Christian Dog 
employed. Well, Allah is great! I must manage it somehow ! ” 

How the Sunran did manage it is now notorious, for it is well 
known that the youthful Karser, whatever else he brought away 
with him from Constantinople, did not contrive to leave it with a 
new Treaty in his pocket. The Zimes Correspondent, lolling back- 
wards gloriously en prince in his caique ‘at the seaward gate of 
Dolma Bagtché,” describes, in glowing and enthusiastic words, the 
memorable parting, which appears to have been of a cordial and 
almost touching character. He represents the young EMPEROR as 
still evidently up to the last trying to get in, through an interpreter, 
a word about Bulgaria, but being evidently foiled by the impene- 
trable bonhomie ot his still smiling host, of whom he eventually took 
leave ‘‘bowing,” as the Z%mes Correspondent informs ,its readers, 
“with much empressement, and giving the military salute.” So 
the visit ended, and, spite his apprehensions, ABDUL Hamip kept 
clear of the much-dreaded political question. The above brief extract 
from his diary makes it pretty plain how he managed t. 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
TWENTY-FIFTH EVENING. 


‘‘T come from a Watering Place,” said the Moon. ‘‘It is not at 
all a fashionable one, though I believe it is considered healthy for 
S young families, In the Summer, when 
the visitors come with their children, it 
is cheerful enough, but just now it 
certainly has a melancholy appearance. 
- All the larger bathing-machines were 
= penned up together in a yard a long 
2 way from the sea, looking strangely 
= monstrous and out of place. There 
= were a few little cabins still standin 
= on the beach, but the canvas which had 
=== covered them was stripped off, leaving 
——— =U~ only the bare and skeleton-like frames. 
ee. On the green in front of the sea, two or 
three donkeys with linen-covered side- 
saddles, were huddled together, hanging down their heads dej ectedly 
and wondering what fad become of all the children. No one seemed 
to be staying at the grand new hotel, where I could see the German 
waiter busily employed in killing the last bluebottle in the coffee- 
room window. ‘The waiter, it is true, looked cheerful,—but then he 
was leaving for London next day. i : 
‘All at once I heard a drum being beaten, and, looking down into 
one of the side streets leading from the Green, I saw the drummer, 
who was dressed in a long, shabby, brown overcoat, reaching to his 
heels. The people hurried to their doors, for at this season of the 
year even a drum is an event, Presently the man put down the 
drum and slipped off his coat, revealing himself in a tight-fitting 
garment of faded red and black, sewn with tarnished spangles. 
Next, with great ceremony, he spread a strip of very ragged carpet 
on the road, and announced that he was ‘about to illustrate the 
extraordinary contortions of which the human body was capable.’ 
He seemed afraid that his entertainment would have no chance 
there, unless he could impart an improving tone to it. The shapes 
into which he proceeded to twist himself were really curious. He 
began by holding his hand high above his head, and kicking the 
palm with his foot; then he folded himself up into a sort of pin- 
cushion, and after that he bent backward, until he clasped his 
ankles, and gazed up at me with a pensive, sombre expression, 
through his legs. The children, on their way home from school, 
stopped to look at him, a little timidly, on the side-walk ; the trades- 
men stood at their shop-doors ; the babies stared, though in the wrong 
direction, from their perambulators ;_ genteel old maids peered fur- 
tively over their window-blinds; a railway omnibus passed, and the 
driver glanced down at the contortionist for an instant, and then 
instantly turned his head, as if he felt that he would compromise his 
dignity by betraying any interest. Nobody smiled or applauded, or 
did more than edge a little nearer, and examine the boneless man 
suspiciously, evidently thinking that there must be some trickery in 
his performance. : 

‘The acrobat had an assistant—a nice-looking slenderly made boy, 
with a kind of sullen patience in his sturdy blue-eyed face ; he was 
not-so smartly dressed as his master, for he wore only a red flannel 
shirt and common corduroy trousers. While the man was preparing 
for the second part of his entertainment, the boy turned somersaults 
in a matter-of-fact manner, and nobody took the least notice of him. 
The second part was intended to show how objects could be main- 
tained in equilibrium under the most difficult circumstances, and 
this the performer did by balancing on his head a pile of tumblers 
filled with a very dirty yellow liquid, as he lay on his back and 
wriggled himself painfully through hoops. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


had overlooked was lying, which was the next thing to giving it 


pleasure by any demonstration more enthusiastic than a faint grin,” 


| incurious as a dog. 


During this performance 
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the boy went round with the hat, and I amused myself,” said the 
Moon, ‘‘ in noticing the. treatment he received. The children, of 
course, gave nothing—children always are on the free list on these 


occasions—but they pointed out where a halfpenny that the boy 


themselves. The old maids hid themselves in the curtains and did 
not come out again until he had passed, the greengrocer, who had 
been looking on the whole time, told the boy that he deserved to | 
be locked up, but the butcher, after teasing him for some little 
time, at last produced a penny from under his apron. 

‘The collection was soon made, and the acrobat got up without 
spilling a drop from the tumblers, though still amidst the most 
erfect silence. (If you notice, the people who look on at such per- 
ormances, however much they are delighted, never do betray t eir 


remarked the Moon, parenthetically, 
that if oy ee gee they ought, logically, to pay.) So the man 
took down his pile of tumblers, decanted the dirty liquid into a tin 

can as carefully as if it were some precious elixir, packed glasses, 
can, and all neatly in a basket, rolled up the carpet put on the 
shabby overcoat again, and, shouldering the drum, walked off with 
a lithe swinging step which had something swaggering and defiant 
about it, the boy following at a short distance, as submissively 
When the man turned the corner, I noticed that 
all the briskness went out of his step, and presently both master and 
boy passed into the shadow and I saw them no more,” 


‘‘nerhaps they have a feeling 


STANZAS FOR SARDOU. 
(By a Farce-Writer.) 
[A hundred Parisian mothers-in-law have written to M. Sarpov, thanking 
him for having rehabilitated the much-abused Mother-in-law. | 
Monsrevur Sarvovu, they say that your latest new play 
Gives a Mother-in-law her due fame ; 
With your pen you efface all the shame and disgrace 
That has hitherto clung to her name. 
You have shown she can be very nice, as we see, 
And from Paris some Mothers-in-law 
A letter indite to express their delight, 
That you’ve not touched them up on the raw. 


But, cher SaRrvov, my friend, how is all this to end? 
This strange glorification can’t last ; 

We cannot, it’s clear, write a farce over here, 
With a nice ‘‘ Belle Maman”? in the cast. 

Take the ‘‘dotty’’ Old Man, the Soubrette—Manry-Ann, 
Or the Guardian given to jaw ; 

Take the Ingénue arch, or the Aunty—all starch, 
But leave us bad Mothers-in-law ! 


A NEW ACT WANTED. 


For that admirable playwright, Mr. PuveRo, appearin in the 
chair at the Theatrical Fund Dinner, talking nonsense, and uncom- 
monly dull nonsense, too, a parallel may be found in the description 
of GOLDSMITH :— 

‘‘ He wrote like an angel, but talked like poor Poll.” 


Why he should have gone out of his way to attack the Music- Halls 
is a puzzle to anyone at all interested in the matter. Had it been 
Mr. W. §. GitBErt, who has recently suffered under a genuine 
grievance, temporary bitterness against the Music-hall entertainers 
and entertainments would have been very natural, but what have 
Music-Halls done to Mr. Pryero? Of course, if a Dramatic Act, 
better in its way than any of Mr. PrnERo’s, be assed, and Music- 
Halls be wisely permitted to play one-act Vaudevilles, and even to go 
go far as to perform GILBERT AND Suiiivan’s Trial by Jury with full 
chorus, Cox and Box, and a few other musical trifles, perhaps Mr. 
Prxero might condescend to tell the story of Sweet Lavender in one 
Act to music—it would make a very pretty Vaudeyille—or, to give 
Lords and Commons compressed, or a 
rural piece, a tooral-rural piece, as Mr. PinEro would of course style 
it, which should bring the ‘‘ scent of the hay across the footlights.”’ 

Let the principle of Free Trade be applied, by all means, to the 
business of the Music-Halls, the limitation being to Vaudevilles, 

We should be sorry to see a persecution of the Music-hall people 
during the reign of Pr-Nero. The other Nero was a bit of a 
musician, and fiddled while Rome was burning. Does Pi-NERo, 
who would look uncommonly well in classic costume, wish to play 
frst fiddle in similar circumstances P 


us some light little sketch, say 


SraRTLING APPARITION.—'‘ Reappearance of Professor PEPPER at 
the Polytechnic!’ He vanished fully ten years ago. Is it really 
our old entertaining friend, Professor PEPPER, or is it PEPPER'S 
Ghost ? On the latter supposition, we may inquire if the Polytechaic 
has a spirit licence ? 
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ANNALS OF A QUIET NEIGHBOURHOOD. 


MRS. DE VERE TOMLINSON AT HOME, 


PUZZLES. 


SMALL AND EARLY. 


| THE SHAMROCK PUZZLE. 


Tr is an Age of Puzzles, and one meets 
The Sphinx —a penny one— about our 
streets, ia 
Roving in maddening manner ; 
Whilst at our shops she offers you a lot 
Of mystery and muddlement for what 
The Docker calls a ‘‘ tanner.” 


Peripatetic Sphinx ! _ Quite a new notion, 

But one which seems to stimulate devotion 
In every puzzle-lover. 

This CAprpus a job has found, however, 


Which well might foil the champions, keen 


and clever, 
Who ‘‘do” the ‘‘ Pigs in Clover.” 


The Pigs in Clover? Pooh! A docile lot 
Compared with these. 
shot, 
Into the pen together, 
Takes time and patience. But these devious 
ae odgers 
Within that centre to make common lodgers 
Strains wit beyond its tether. 


Circumgyrating in that Cretan maze 
hey wander in a manner that woul 
Lhe skilfullest old Collie ; 
Whilst to unite them in that Shamrock 
centre !— 
The task, old Ciprevs, is a tormentor ‘ 
The effort seems sheer folly, 


craze 


But CEprpus, though aged, is astute, 

And chances with old Cocker can compute. 
“Give it up” ’s not his motto. 

Once he’s committed to a certain game 

Bézique or Solitaire, ’tis all the same: — 
Legitimate Whist, or—Lotto !’ 


Marbles to coax, or 


He’ll whirl, he’ll twirl, he’ll twiddle, and 
he’ ll tip, [slip— 
This way and that the stubborn spheres may 
They stray, collide, and scatter. : 
He mutters, ‘‘ Patience! I shall get them in 
In time, and if at last the game I win, 
Delay is a small matter!” 


STILL BARNUMMING! 


Barnum—bar none, is the greatest Show- 
man of this or any other age, including all the 
heroes whom GEORGE AUGUSTUS PLUTARCH 
Saxa brought together in his effective speech 
last Friday. To what a Barnumic oration the 
old Showman himself treated us! He has 
travelled all over the world, but he never 
wandered further afield, or in more pleasant 
paths, than when he mounted his hobby and 
took us ovef so much of his old ground. 

Forty-five years ago ALBERT SMITH 
wrote in Bentley’s Miscellany a paper en- 
titled, ‘‘ A Go-a-head Day with Barnum.” 
The article wound up by saying : — ‘‘ As we 
expressed our fatigue at supper, BARNUM 
said, ‘ Well, I don’t know what you call work 
in England ; jbut if you'don’t make thirty 
hours out of the twenty-four in Merekey, I 
don’t know where you’d be at the year’s end. 
If a man can’t beat himself in running, he’ll 
never go a-head; and if he don’t go a-head, 
he’s done.’”? The Great BARNUM is appa- 
rently as active in 1889 as he was in 1844. 
He is as enthusiastic on the wrong side of 
eighty as he was on the right side of forty. 
If he has not beaten himself in running, he 
has allowed noone to beat him. He has caught 
most people, but the old bird himself has never 
yet been caught. If you look in just now 
at Olympia, you will find him up to time and 
smiling, and going a-head more than ever. 


CHRYSANTHEMUM. 


‘“‘Tts Japanese name signifies ‘the Queen of 
Flowers,’ and ‘O-Krku-San’ (Chrysanthemum) is 
a designation common enough for a Japanese girl.” 


Sue ’p ebon hair and almond eyes, 
She looked at me in mild surprise ; 
The ‘‘ foreign devil” then had come. 
I sighed—it was in far Japan— 
And murmured, ‘* Sweet O-Kixu-San, 
Be mine, my own Chrysanthemum! ”’ 


She smiled, and though of course she heard, 
She only understood one word, 

And so the smiling lips were dumb ; 
She knew I called her ‘* Queen of Flowers ;”’ 
I gazed each day for several hours 

Upon my quaint Chrysanthemum. 


I set myself to try to please 
This fascinating Japanese ; 

I even played the native drum. 
She laughed, and clapped her tiny hands ; 
At last, I thought, she understands 

My ardent love—Chrysanthemum. 


But ah! they married her. A swell 
Of noble birth bore off my belle, 
And I was left exceeding glum ; 
And still a melancholy man, 
In memory of O-Krxu-San, 
I wear the gold Chrysanthemum ! 


Sort Rozz anp Toast.—Our toast is ‘‘ MARTE 
Roze—her health!” We are very glad to 
hear that Madame Marte Rozz has entirely 
recovered from the effects of her fall. The in- 
cident may be summarised thus,—for there 
must always be something of the summary 
about a Roze,—‘' Marre Roz; Marre fell; 
MARIE Roze up again, and her foothold on the 
ladder of public favour is firmer than ever.’’ 
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THE SHAMROCK PUZZLE. 


“T THINK I SHALL GET ’EM ALL IN,—IN TIME!” 
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HUNTING HINTS. 


How TO RETAIN PossESSION OF YOUR HORSE AFTER A FALL—A SALMON REEL AND LINE IS THE VERY THING ! 


‘* Mistress of the Robins,” and Lady Linpsay should be invited to 
fill it. Stern Naturalists have said rude and unkind things about 
our picturesque red-waiscoated friend, but Lady Linpsay glorifies 
him to his heart’s content. She tells us what the poets have sung 
about him, she shows how he has entwined himself in our nursery 
lore, she paints his portrait in delightful pictures, and she sings 
graceful songs in his praise. All these good things are to be found in 
a charming volume called, About Robins. (RoutLeDGE.) It might 
as well have been called, All About Robins—because the talented 
authoress has left nothing for anyone else to say on the subject. 
The book is excellently got up—if on a shelf, everyone will wish to 
get it down—and ‘‘robinism”’ pleasantly pervades it. The blithe 
little birds flourish on the cover, chirp on the frontispiece, and 
flutter throughout the pages generally. A dainty volume, which 
everyone will like for a Christmas present if he can get it. 

My faithful Co. writes: —‘‘I have recently been revelling in 
research, That benefactor of the human race, Mr. JosEPH FostEr, 
has added another magnificent volume to his already considerable 
reference library, in the shape of the Gray’s Inn Register, which 
gives from the earliest date the admissions to the Hon. Society 
up to 1889. Besides this mass of valuable information, the entries in 
the Marriage Register of Gray’s Inn Chapel are also furnished. The 
index to the names of the students is simply admirable—as clear as 
crystal, and as easily understood as A BC. Mr. Jonn FosTER 
deserves well not only of his county but his country. His Men at 
the Bar is also first-rate. In this last work, it is scarcely necessary 
to add, he leaves Folk Lore to describe law folk. 

Baron DE Book-Worms & Co, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


THE plots of some of Mr. W. S. GitERT’s Plays, collected in a 
volume called Fogerty’s Fairy and other Tales, told as stories 
necessarily lose much in the 
narrative form, except in 
the case of Fogerty’s Fairy, 
which gains by the process. 
One of the shorter sketches, 
called Little Mim, is, as 
! 4 Mr. Sam Weller said of 
=| Mr. John Smaulker’s con- 

‘ versation,!‘‘ Werry pretty ;” 


] AYR 

JZ) -> the book is a short passage 
Sy lJ in Maxwell and I, descrip- 
SASS tive of the performance of a 
= Si * couple of Acrobats in a 
Music-hall show. This is immensely funny. In his satirical paper 
on Authors, Actors and Audiences, the Author makes some good 
common-sense observations on the distinction between the work 
requisite for even the very best adaptations and for the production 
of a genuinely original play. On a cognate subject, Our Dramatists, 
in The Fortnightly, I agree with a great deal that Mr. GrorGE 
Moore writes. From a literary point of view, the article is unworthy 
of Mr. GzorGE Moore, while as to acquaintance with the subject, if 
he knows any more than he has here written, he has not given us the 
result of his knowledge. Perhaps he is reserving his force. He justly 
praises The Middleman, but has not put his critical finger on its 

weak point, which was spotted in Mr. Punch’s columns. 
I see it stated a publisher has in hand some work of the late Miss 
Amy Levy the authoress of Reuben Sachs, a book of undoubted 
cleverness, and as remarkable, in its way, a8 was As in a Looking- 


———— neem 


GREAT ART STREET, 


Bonp Srreer should change its name to the above at once. 
Mr. Punch says so, and the L. C. C. should see that the excellent notion 
Glass, Yet, asin A Babe in Bohemia and Dr. Phillips, only the | is at once carried out. A capital little Show has been opened at the 
seamy side of Jewish life is represented, but of its nobility of Fine Art Society of Studies for Pictures. Sir FREDERICK LEIGHTON, 
mind, its fidelity, its unsectarian, and truly catholic charity, of | Professor Lx@ros, Messrs. Stacey Marks, G. D, Lestix, ALMA 
which we have daily proof, we read absolutely nothing. As a rule | TADEMA, Professor Ruskin, KE. J. PoxnrTEr, and C, C, SEron are 
of romance, given a Jew or a Jesuit, and the author is bound to| among the most notable contributors thereto. A charming collec- 
make him more or less of a villain. There is a tide in novel- | tion of pictures of the modern Dutch and French Schools is now on 
writing, and perhaps we are on the turn when the original idea will| view at Messrs. DowDESWELLS, and an interesting Exhibition is that 
oceur to some one to give us a Jew whose conduct puts Christians to|of the American and Colonial pictures in the Burlington Gallery. 
shame, and a Jesuit who, like the man in the song, ‘‘ Cannot tell a} There never was such a street for pictures as Bond Street. By al 
lie if he were to try.” means let it be christened Pictorial Place—or, better still, Great Art 

There should be a new Court appointment ma‘e immediately— ! Street, for at all the Galleries they give you an ’arty welcome ! 
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MR. PUNCH’S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. 
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STATESMEN AT HOME. 
DCXXXIV. Mr. ArnrHur JAmEs BALFour AT 4, CARLTON GARDENS, 


Mr. ArTuur Batrour, wending his way across the Horse Guards |" 
Parade from a late sitting of the House of Commons, can never reach 
his home without having his mind attuned to lofty thoughts. Behind 
he has left a tumultuous assembly, where vulgar hate finds voice in 
rasping words. Tra HEALY may have been flinging hard sayings at 
him, or JoserH Grits may have bent upon him that look of benig- 
nant contempt which is harder to bear than spoken words. But as, 
with long, swinging strides, your host crosses the gritty roadway in 
the rear of the Horse Guards, and hears behind the silent footfall of 
the two plain-clothes denizens of Scotland Yard, he always feels the 
soothing influence of the Duke of York’s Column. There, planted 
advantageously on the crest of a noble flight of steps, uncarpeted, 
and even unswept, there rises, sheer and round, the lofty column. On 
it stands, in solemn loneliness, the figure of the Great Duke, staring 
out straight before him, as if watching the retreating figures of his 
famed ten thousand men. As your host lightly skips up the steps, 
taking them two at a time as if they were Amendments moved by 
an Irish Member, a strange calm settles ,over his erewhile fluttered 
soul. There, under the flaming gaslight of the House of Commons, 
is hurry-scurry, turmoil, and tribulation. Here is long rest after 
labour, majestic peace, which may, some day, be his, — 

You also take the Duke of York’s Steps on your way to No. 4, 
Carlton Gardens, but these sentiments are not appropriate to your 
case. You think, rather, that the stairway is a little steep, the 
Steps a trifle frequent, the Monument something of a monstrosity. 
Arrived at No 4, you are warmly welcomed by one, whose expressive 
dark eyes, olive complexion, and finely cut features afford abundant 
evidence of his ancestry. ARTHUR JAMES BALrouR, though a Cabinet 
Minister and in control of one of the most troublesome Departments 
of the State, is stilla young man. He looks more like a troubadour 
than an Irish Secretary, an illusion fostered by the dress in which 
he receives you. A robe of rich yiolet velvet is irdled at the slim 
waist by a rope of silk, wrought in dead gold colour. As he leans 
with negligent grace, one arm resting on the molten marble mantel- 
piece, he toys with his left hand with a lyre that reposes on a cabinet 
tilled with the rarest specimens of Majolica and Sevres. 

“Not that I play you_know,” Ngee host says; ‘‘ but ORPHEUS 
usually carried a lyre with him. flute one would Epi pote would 
aa been more portable. But it was a lyre, and so I keep one 

andy. 

‘As your host drops the thick fringe of his eye-lids over his 
expressive eyes, a sad, ained expression comes over his face, as if 
he were thinking of the lost Romans. ee 

It. is from a silver box used by the first Marquis of SaLisBuRY 
during a visit to Carlton Gardens many years ago, that the. Chief 
Soren the Lorp Lizurenant extracts.a cigarette, which. you 
smoke while he tells you something of a career that has led, step by 
step, to the highest honour which, in present circumstances, it. 18 
possible for an uncle to bestow upon a nephew. You think that: 
whilst he was extracting something he might as well have made it a. 
cigar.. But the more varied your experience in life, the more! 
extended your peregrinations, the less sanguine are your hopes, the 
poorer your expectations. 
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ALL IN THE DAY’S WORK. 


“Wat, Gus! LreAvine THE OFFICE ALREADY? WHY, IT’S 
HARDLY Four |” 
‘WELL, GOVERNOR, A FELLOW MUST GET WESTWARD IN TIME TO 
DO THE ARCADE, YOU KNOW.” 


Nene ee —————— 
early, being appointed President of the Local Government Board on 
the first opportunity his uncle, the MaxRxiss, had of distributing 
offices. Previously he had dabbled in Literature, and his drochure 
on Philosophic Doubt received the signal honour of being ordered to 
be read in all the Churches. In 1887, on the resignation of 
Sir M. H. Bracu, he was appointed Carer SECRETARY for IRELAND. 
“And now,” he says, ‘‘as Leonrpas of Tarentum hath it— 
‘© On the shining point of PALLAS’ spear 
I perch, a warlike grasshopper.” 

‘As he moves across the thick pile of Turkey carpet, with here and 

Et puis—bon jour!” there a rug of rich colour toning it up, you cannot help pick 
aft 


as 
; ako rT - 1.991 you look at his lithe figure, that the simile is quite apt. Oddly 
four ort hums, ently fouhing the Ne, Yen sy, Creal [rou hing we tact um cla oye os Tom, 
restrained. You find, for yourself, that one language is quite enough waiting awhile, and there being no sign of his return, you ar bee 
to express your full desires, and indeed that the facilities it affords | 7 out past a4 war of Mest ee Hew reat theive 
for asking for things considerably outnumbers the opportunities for oe 81a8, WAIC FI en at ihe tyeat Wh eae a ONC : (h 1 : eek a 
securing them. clad portico, and so gain the street, e teh: ow . < yop , and, 

You begin to feel that if your host is going to sit and strum the} % you pause, you hear the jingle of the lyre, and a familar voice, 
lyre, trolling forth what may be German drinking-eongs, it will | that Se adie ae Paget dn hiine, 
bee erees difficult to fill up the allotted space in the forth- Daaed despot, Re-ouideatiot ecir! 

‘How do you get on with Lord, RANDOLPH CHURCHILL?” you os 
ask by way of changing the subject. 

‘6 GRANDOLPH,” says your host, with a sharp touch on what you 
believe to be the bass notes of the lyre, ‘Sis a very interesting person, 
though not quite so attractive as he used tobe. I remember him 
very well in the House of Commons in 1880. Indeed, I had some 
thought at the time of joining his Party. I might have done 80, 
but for an unfortunate epee he had ec ba Ame SoH verine Hy 
speech of audibly interpolating a request that one would go and Tele im e be ) h 
fe a glass of Prundy-and-water, Gorsr did not mind, and WoLLFY, and British workmen. Fishing yeontngs coaching—in fact no 
with his spectacles and his diplomatic look, was able to invest the —graceful, ; 
mission with an air of respectability. But I didn’t care for it; and epost appealing to the cardiac regio comforting, 
so we broke off our relations.” ex ould be. Go and look at 

From this point your host, still vexatiously toying with the lyre, ‘em now we have shown you the way, and doubtless you ll very 
proceeds with the story of his life. He went into business very much enjoy this refection of “‘ cards and way.” Ha! ha!! 


“ La vie est bréve: 
Un peu d’amour, 
Un peu de réve, 


93 


HARDING'S ANNUALS. 


THE MOAN OF THE STATION-MASTER. 


z , i less stream ; 

Sprcrat Instructions! Yes! oh yes! They come 1n a cease ’s dream. 
They haunt my nights like the floods and frights that filled poor re pe 

There’s 
Tay litt something 
TM sardonic 
now in the 
very sound 
of the word. 


I’m sore and 
sick. That 
accursed 
“olick” 
seems the 
only sound 
I’ve heard 

Since — 
Woe ay 
Since I 
heard it last 
in my sleep, 
if you call 

: anightmare 

i NL eit nt y sleep 

From dawn till dawn, and from night to night'the hours fly fast, or creep, 

But it’s all one round, and the fretful sound of the needle seems to mar 

The pulse unseen of that dull machine, my life, through day and dark. 


Special Instructions, another batch! And my walls scarce hold the space 
For another ‘‘ Note.’’ How the papers float sometimes in this dingy place 
Before my eyes in the lamp’s dull glow, when the winter nights are drear, 
And the rattle of rails, and the drag of wires are the only sounds I hear 
Above the wail of the restless wind—like me, it knows not rest, 

That wandering sorrow, that vagrant voice of a thing with toil opprest. 

It is only a dingy shanty this, with its poster-patched drab walls, 

A sordid stage for the tragedy of one of Toil’s tired thralls. 

Tragedy? That’s an imposing word, a touch too high; and yet, 

Is death by dagger a loftier thing than death from fever and fret ? 

Tis more *‘ dramatic,” I grant you that; but the harpies of classic Fate 
Could hardly harry a man much worse than the thought of a train too late, 
Or a way-bill wrong, or a signal missed, or a grievance or complaint 

Not duly noted, although they ’d tax the soul of a patient saint, 

These petty grumbles, and trivial taunts, and muddled moans all round. 
No wearier pest than the fussy fool who grumbles without good ground ! 


Long hours ; indeed, it would puzzle me much to say when"my work is done, 
(No doubt the Directors would tell you a different story—but that’s their fun 9) 
Bat all day long, and every day, I must bear the worry and weight 

Of responsibility undefined, and duties ’tis hard to state. 

Only if anything should go wrong, from a train to an old maid’s cat, 

Or a lamp let out, or a. ticket lost, I am certain to hear of that. 

Yes, Railwaydom is a wondrous thing! Does the Public know or care, 
What lies behind the blessing and boon of comfort and cheap fare, 

O’er which they cackle complacently? Has it any feeling or thought 

For my long, long day in this dreary den, tired limbs, and brain o’erwrought ? 
The ‘‘ System” stands with its myriad hands, like old Briareus, and serves 
The general need, and the huge routine from its course so seldom swerves 
Good folk forget that those countless ‘‘ hands” hold lever, light, and pen, 
Are the hands, indeed, of no giant machine, but of living suffering Men! 

So the work is hard, and the pay is small, and each unit fills his place 

On Engine, or Station, or Signal Box ; who troubles to scan his face 

For the lines of care and worry and wear that my wife can see in mine, 

A Station-Master for twenty years on the Hurry-and-Harry-’em Line ? 
Time-Tables, Way-Bills, Special Notices,—those are the things J read, 

Not the sort of Railway Literature you recognise, indeed, 

Fair lady there with the languid air, and the last Sensation Novel. 

No time for Hagearp or Besant, Ma’am, in this poster-cumbered hovel ! 
lurry and worry, fever and fret, long labour, petty strife, 

Tis these, Ma’am, that make up—and mar—a Station-Master’s Life ! 


AMIS 


: ee Pornt.—S1r,—I am not a Theologian, but if I am, without knowing 
it, I’m as good as any other Theologian. Protestants always triumphantly 
attack the Popr’s Infallibility. _Everyone knows what a bull is. It’s a blunder, 
2 mistake. Now, Sir, I’m going to bring forward one argument which will 
eee) once and for ever the whole doctrine of the Popr’s Infallibility. If their 

olinesses are infallible, they can’t make blunders, can they now? ‘‘ Certainly 
oe says Father Tom. ‘Well, your Rivirence,” says I, ‘‘ consult your 

istory. Haven’t the Popes all along made any amount of ‘bulls’? And 


with that I turned on my heel. whistline. “« ” j 
Rivirence bothered entirely.” oot EN ae Me ence ea 


————— ee = 
Kp NOTISU.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, 
in no case be returned, no 
there will be no exception, 
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ROBERT ON EPPING FOREST. 


Arter a rayther long xperience, I shood say if there 
ever was a hard-working set of Gennelmen as dewote 
theirselves to the performance of their werry harduous 
dooties for the good of the Public with an amount of 
henergy and detummination never hexelled, it must be 
the Epping Forest Committee of the Grand Old Coppera- 
shun of the Citty of Lundon. a 

Take, for hinstance, their larst xpedition there. What 
did they care about the Fore-Cast in the Morning Papers 
—which is amost as offen rite as it is rong —a saying as if 
was a going for to rain, why nothink, so off they set by the 
10 O'Clock train, quite hurley in the morning, as fur as 
Lowton, and then jumping merrily into the carridges a 
waiting for ’em off they drove to all the warious pints 
of the butiful Forest where deppytations of the Local 
Swells was a waiting for’em, to surgest warious him- 

rovements as wood make it, if possibel, ewen more 

utifuller than it was afore. : ; 

With their jolly thick boots, and their ekally jolly 
thick Gaiters, and their grey friz Coats, and their little 
round Ats, and their jolly thick sticks, they looked more 
like a Band of Robbing Hood’s Men than Forest Wer- 
derers—witch I bleeves means sumthink green, tho that 
was about the larst culler as anyboddy as knowed ’em 
wood apply to sitch a jovial set. And tho the Sun 
favoured them with just a gleam or 2 to welcome ’em at 
starting, it soon came on to rain Cats and Dogs. What 
did they care about the rain who had their work to do, 
and hunder the watchful eyes of their fust-class Chair- 
man, and their fust-class Souperintender ; so they worked 
away, as only Lundoners can work, till ‘‘ the Sun set, and 
hup rose the yellow Moon,” as the Pote sez, and then, as 
they coodn’t see their ands afore ’em, much less behind 
’em, they went away to their warious homes rejoicing | 
over a hard day’s work thorowly well done. 

And now cums the staggerer for the Copperashun 
libellers. ‘* How offen,” asks these snearing ninnys, ‘‘did | 
they stop for refreshment ? Probably at ewery place where | 
improvements was wanted, and at werry great xpense.” 
Ah, that’s all as they knows about it. For it did so 
appen, as I herd one on ’em say yesterday, that all they 
had to support’em in their long day’s work was a Lunch! 
but such a Lunch as praps was never ekwalled for both 
habundence, and helegance, and warm-artedness. ‘‘ Ah, 
and at a pretty xpense,’”’ says the grumblers aforesaid. 
No, my noble but stingy Swells, nothink of the sort, for 
it was all a free gift from one of theirselves, who lives 
there ; and, jest to shew the sort of Gennelmen as they 
has among ’em, this same horspitable Werderer, and his 
ekally horspitable Brother and Werderer, had acshally 
bort and paid for out of their hone pockets, no less than. 
twelve and an arf acres of privet land, which they has 
pre to the Grand Old Copperashun for them to 

add to the five or six thowsand acres of Epping Forest, 
as they held afore, for the helth and enjoyment of the 
People, with all its butiful Mountings, and all its butiful 
Walleys, and its thousands of Trees, and its millions of 
Blackberrys, and its Thickets, and its Thinnings, and its 
Arnt Sallys, and its Donkeys, and its Coker Nuts, and 
everythink else as is necessary for their pure Publick 
Enjoyment, and hartistick wreckwreation ! 

Ah, them’s the sort of rich peepel as I admires! The 
more’s the pity as there’s so preshus few on’em will 
foller such grand xampels. But never mind, let the rich 
and liberal ones keep on pegging away, and the rich and 


_| stingy will be compelled to foller suit if ony for werry 


shame. I owerhead, too, what a jolly sell one of the 
Werderers, who is a Tea Totaller, pore fellow, played off 
on this same hard-working Committee a year or 2 ago. 
He inwited ’em all to Lunch, and a werry good Lunch 
it were, with, aperiently, lots of Shampane on the Table 
to which, it being a jolly hot day, they in course helped 
theirselves plentyfully in Tumblers, and took good drafts 
of it, and before they cood stop theirselves found out it 
was that fearful mixture called Rarsberry Shampane! 
The effect was so awful upon their unfortnit hinsides, 
being, in course, not accustomed to such xtrornary pro- 
ducktions, that they wun and all with wun acord, when 
proceeding on their journey, ordered the Coachman to 
pull up at the fust Pub, and there they restored their 
usual equelibreum with glasses of hot Brandy and Water 
all round! A sollem warning, I takes it, never to play 
not no tricks with that most himportant part of our 
hanatermy, the hinterier, ROBERT, 
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6s ” Many a folly and a crime I’ve committed in my time, 

; HISTORY MADE EASY. < For a lawless and a chequered life I’ve led (Tum-tum-tum /) 
IF you pay a visit to Messrs. AGNEW'S Gallery in Bond Street, | Still I’ve kept the promise sworn—flannel next my skin I’ve worn, 
you will find that history is no longer a study, but a delightful] And I’ve always burnt a night-light by my bed! (Tum-tum !) 


ecreation, You will shake your fist at the dry historians, who ; 
EEE taught you in your youth with their Refrain. 

pens, and you will hail with joy the All unhallowed my pursuits, 
accomplished gentlemen who instruct ; (Oft to bed I’ve been in boots !) 
ou with their pencils in the present day. Still o’er my uneasy slumber has been shed (Zum-tum-tum /) 
‘ The pencil gpaacs the tongue of every The moderately bright light 
land’’—and there is no reason that it Afforded by a night-light, 
should not relate the history of all na- In a saucerful of water by my bed! (Zum-tum ) 


peer Seong SS oe Third Verse. (To be sung with increasing solemmty.) 
and Mr. JAMES OrRoCK, history becomes A little while ago, in a dream my aunt I saw ; 

very pleasant indeed, and the recital of In her frill-surrounded night-cap there she stood ! 
the life of Mary Queen of Scots, most , : T' um-tum-tum /') 
delightful to experience. The principal And I sought to hide my head ’neath the counterpane In awe, 
actors in the life of the unfortunate And I trembled—for my conscience isn’t good! (Zum-tum !) 
\\ Queen have been admirably depicted by But her countenance was mild—so indulgently she smiled 

Sir James Linton, who has rarely done That I knew there was no further need for dread! (Zum-tum-tum /) 


thin “| She had seen the flannel vest enveloping my chest, 
pes ae eb Te a? al Ang the night-light in its saucer by my hed ! (Tum-tum !) 


ae of ite ta Queen of Bais se Refrain (more pianissimo still). 
portraits especially notable are the 
ae tener 
enry uar or arnley an ing oO cots ar a ae 
Bnet Gheen of Scots,” “and ey Mary Be née Mie tuners ba And away, alas! the beauteous vision fled! (Tum-tum-tum /) 


this eventful history has been conscientiously painted in over (In mournful r epee Rae was nothing but the slight light 
a hundred drawings by Mr. JAMES ORROCK; ‘© Bolton Castle,” 


the melancholy night-light 
“6 Fulkland Palace,’ ‘‘ Peterborough,” ‘© Linlithgow Palace,” That was burning in a saucer by my bed! (Zum-tum !) 


“ Jedburgh Abbey,” *‘ Criffel from the Solway,” ‘‘ Dunblane Cathe- 

dral,” are among the many bri ht examples that will gladden the 

le Soe lg art o Hee se of history. Altogether, it isa WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 

elig exhibition. Sir James: Linton and Mr. JAMES URROCK, ‘ 

have set a good example. It is to be hoped other teachers will follow| ,, TY ENTY-SLn 2 

in their footsteps, for most people will prefer to learn history from a Have you ever suffered from what the Germans call Katzen- 

hundred good pictures than a dozen dry volumes. jammer ?” asked the Moon the other evening,—‘‘ you remember 
how I told you long ago about 


: \_<¢s5| SY Wy Wj a Dore Ant who uieree. —— 
az : , : | (@y Y//]//V////////)\\\ a hopeless passion, w ic a 
MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. | ||| Bk ||, Rest took for Wells schmers? 


Up, 


No, XIJ.—THE PLAINTIVELY PATHETIC. 


A Music-HALL audience will always be exceedingly susceptible to 
Pathos—so long as they clearly understand that the song is not 
intended to be of a comic nature. However, there is very little 
danger of any misapprehension in the case of our present example, 
which is as natural and affecting a little song as any that have been 
moving the Music-Halls of late. The ultra-fastidious may possibly 
be repelled by what they would term the vulgarity of the title,— 

| “ The Night-light Ever Burning by the Bed”—but, although it is 
| true that this humble luminary is now more generally called a 
“ Fairy Lamp,” persons of true taste and refinement will prefer 
the homely simplicity of its earlier name. The song only contains 
three verses, which is the regulation allowance for Music-hall pathos, 
the authors probably feeling that the audience could not stand any 
more. It should be explained that the ‘‘tum-tum ” at the end of |and I, who have to roll on all night in the cold blue oy aoe only 
certain lines is not intended to be sung—it is merely an indication to | the stupid little stars for company, quite envied him as 
the orchestra to pinch their violins in a pizzecato manner. Thelin the warm firelight. But that was before I knew how terribly 
Singer should either come on as a serious Black Man—for’burnt cork | unhappy he was. He was all alone: none of his friends had come 
is a marvellous provocative of Pathos—or as his ordinary self. In| near him, he more than sus ected that several of them had decided 


/Gj Well, Katzenjammer is very 
LY, like Welt-schmerz—only worse. 
W The sufferer creates i 
| unhappiness himself, and no 
N tortures inflicted by other 
people could possibly be more 
= cruelly ingenious. Not long 


| either case he should wear evening dress, (with a large brilliant on | to drop his acquaintance of late ; there was no one, no one In all the 
each hand. world to care for him, which was most distressing. ‘Then he looked 
THE NIGHT-LIGHT EVER BURNING BY THE BED. at his dog, which was lying stretched out on the earth-rug. Even 
First. Verse. the dog didn’t ee re pee he was jberiaia oF tS ee nae 

’ “aie Yep . : ar re spent of experiment he called to it softly—and the hardhear anima 
: gener B of mek or te an tum ie ; went on basking, with no response atau a sleepy grunt! Ah, it 
And to go there once again has been often my intent ; was selfish—like the rest of the world; he was alone,—quite— uite 
B bth fare is 80 eeoenat 9 that I can’t!  ( Tum-tum !) alone! And, as he realised this, the poor man leaned his head on 

A tin gece ata Ppt: : ; his hand and gave a heart-broken sigh, that awoke even the dog. 


Still I never can forget that night when last we met : : : ; age iat. ea Kiet his 
Di never ea forges at eM A at a Fntum- tm | DMT Oe dace gna, he oe and he 


‘S Wear flannel next your chest, and when you go to rest, hi +a ps ; : 
. - CR! imself, and then came and laid his head on the man's knee, looking 
Reep a night-light always oe by ze bed!” (Tum-tum !) up into his face with eyes that spoke too plainly of honest ‘affection 
Refram (pianissimo). to render any further doubt possible. 
eh pee ea ae and wet; You wens pee dence chat ne maa foie ee bene 
or I seem to hear them yet— t ittle, wou ou not?—but not at all! Me turne 
Those solemn words at parting that she said: (Tum-tum-tum ‘) a ea wiih a feet sigh—more miserable than ever. The 
‘‘ Now, mind you burn a night-light, dog loved him—that was natural enough—but a dismal conviction 
— Twill last until it’s quite light— had just begun to oppress him, and it almost made him, strong man 
In a saucerful of water by your bed!” (Zum-tum !) as he was, cry when he thought of it, and yet it became more an 
Second Verse. more clear every moment. He didn’t love the dog! Ah! this 
I promised as she wished, and her tears I gently dried, Katzenjammer is a terrible complaint, and it is only et rude and 
‘Ag she gave me all the halfpence that she had ; (7um-tum-tum ’) unsympathetic persons who would mock at it,” said sf ah ; 
And through the world e’er since I have wandered far and wide, real feeling in her voice, and, as she spoke, a cloud hid her tace, 
‘And been gradually going to the bad! (Tum-tum!) and Mr. Punch saw no more of her that evening. 
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ADONIS 


WHO FINDS HIS OWN HEAD (IN THE GLASS) MORE INTERESTING TO STUDY 


N 


THAN HIS PATIENT’S! THE RESULT IS DISASTER. 


TOILERS OF THE SEX. 


first she appeared to resent my visit, and inquired with 
impression is that she took 
of unpaid rent; but being 
some difficulty—induced to 
of interest to your readers. 


life. When 


d to resent my 
I could the yawning holes 
Th ; bad sprain. 
e next place I visited was a room in Screw’s Rents, Shorechapel. The 
on ‘| interviewed supported herself by making waistcoats for the sweaters. 
ow ‘i contrived to support the odours of the place, as well as herself, I 
ee ike Pernt: ee rongh the ace - I talked ; I therefore had 
! ation holding an open umbr. j 
paeckes ehiet to a4 ee ae the ote She ane ie 0 eee eee 
»,, am not sixty, though I look it. My ageis thirty-five. Yes, it 
oe oe id bad sometimes, Has the Ranitary liepeatae called P 
Ae ent-collector calls regularly, as so did the Parish Doctor when we were 
own with typhoid. The man’I work for says ‘times is hard,’ and he can’t | 


No, but |} 1 
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afford me more than twopence a waistcoat, and find 
everything myself, including buttons. I am glad when 
I make half-a-crown a week, working sixteen hours a 
day. Thank you for your sympathy, but I’d rather it 
had been the price of a blanket. Mind you don’t fall 
into the dust biti at the bottom of the stairs. Who owns 
these houses? Mr. Scrrw—he’s on the Vestry. He 
ought to be on the Treadmill. Don’t tell him I told you 
this, or we shall be turned out. Complain to the In- 
spector? If he interferes, Screw ’1l turn him out.” 

Mr. TuRNSCREW would seem a more appropriate name. 
I will Gf I manage to escape blood-poisoning, of which 
I have every symptom at present) continue my investiga- 
tions in another locality. ) 

[N.B.—This must be seen to.] 


A CLOSING CHORUS AND FINALE. 


(Brief Dramatic Cantata produced before an East End 
Audience with immense success last week.) 

(“Mr. Monracu Witu1aMs himself visited the locality, and 
pronouncing the ‘dwellings’ in their pee condition, as 
‘totally unfit for human habitation,’ then and there, had 
them closed.””— Police Reports. | 


The Scene represents the exterior of several East End 
** Model Dwelling Houses,’ somewhat out of repair. 
A crowd of haggard, half-starved, ill-clothed and 
invalided tenants discovered hanging about, who, as 
the Curtain rises, sing the following Chorus— 


CHorvs oF StuM LonGErs, 


WE are fainting, wasting, worn and weary, 
Fighting with a fate that nothing mends; 
Hid away in alleys dark and dreary, 
Wanting even sympathetic friends! 
’Mid an atmosphere with poison reeking, 
In a stifling room some eight feet square. 
Roofs that let in water, gutters leaking, 
Dust-bins, drainage,—all beyond repair ; 
Here we drag out our existence daily, 
Wondering if we can bear much more; 
Yet the Landlord takes his ‘‘ rents” quite gaily, 
And upon us seems to set some store ! 
Let illness come, and one be stricken, 
On one alone the blow will not fall ; 
Pent up in here, we’re bound to sicken, 
Fever for one means fever for all! 
Yet some perhaps for a change may crave, 
And, willing enough to change their camp, 
Glad to get rest in a parish graye, 
That pr’aps may prove a trifle less damp. 
So life grows drearier day by day, 
And it sinks in squalor as ’neath a curse, 
The Vestry may have its feeble say,— 
Yet things merely move from bad to worse! 
So we, in our chains all helpless bound, 
Strain our eyes in hope to see the end, 
And stretch out hands as we gaze around, 
Beseeching the aid of one kind friend. 
Will he come and cheer us in the fight ? 
Will he utter the word to set us free ? 
Is there none who will make what’s wrong go right, 
And give the Slum Lodger his liberty ? 


The Good Genius of the Bench appears in a blaze of light, 
Goop GENIUvs., 


There is! At any rate I mean to try, 
My friends. The aid to help you, itis I! 


[He waves a Local Act. -As he does 80, the dilapidated 
Model Dwelling Houses crumble and di 


, ¢ isappear, and 
a Fairy Palace of Working-Men’s Improved Modern 
Sanitary Lodgings rises in 


their place. The Slum 
Lodgers, overcome with wonder, fall into attitudes of 
graceful thankfulness as Curtain slowly descends, 


Fusion, 


Sir Micuarn Hicks-Brach recommends a “ fusion of 
parties”’ as the cure for current evils. Well, Sir MICHAEL, 
if you can secure the diffusion of common sense, an 
infusion of patriotic unselfishness, suffusion of the part 


bosom with good feeling in place of spite, and do this wit 
ess oratorical profusion, 


ion, and without creating complete 
parliamentary confusion, then perhaps your specific may 
work, but, Df. Punch greatly fears, not otherwise, 
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“is IT A FAILURE?” 


Mamma (their last unmarried Daughter having just accepted an offer). ‘‘ WELL, GEORGE, NOW THE GIRLS ARE ALL HAPPILY SETTLED, 
1 THINK WE MAY CONSIDER OURSELVES FORTUNATE, AND THAT MARRIAGE ISN’T——” 
Papa (a pessimist). ‘‘UM—’pon’r KNOW! Four FAMILIES TO KEEP ‘STEAD OF OnE!” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


InsTEAD of Messrs. BLACKIE AND Sons keeping everything dark, 
as, if they acted up to their name, they ought to do, they burst into 
— early advertisement of their 
Christmas ee and this 
ig time,—it makes one change 
SS colour to think of it,— 
“c= Buackir is Reddy, aye, 
ups ‘ Reddy! Here ’s  Thorn- 
Ss dyke Manor, by Mary C. 
; ..-,. ROWSELL, who has a very 
pleasant manner, and a 
Brooks to run through this 
literary pasturage with his 
illustrations. Then Barine 
== GOULD gives us Grettier the 
7 Outlaw, and I hope this 
= will result in ‘‘ bearing” 
lenty of ‘‘ Goold ” back to author and publisher. This being a good 
Book for boys, it will not be much of a puzzle to find the good boys 
for the book. 

G. A. Henry, anything but a Non-Hentity at Christmas time, 
tells us a capital story about a young Virginian Planter, who serve 
With Lee in Virginia. Brownn’s his artist and Briacxrn’s his 
publisher. His Tales of Danger and Daring are most fascinating 
for the youthful reader, and the Brave Baron also has already 
enjoyed it, seated in an armchair before the only fire to which he 
cares to expose himself, and that’s his own, or a friend’s, but not 
the enemy’s. 

The Loss of John Humble. 
by Uriah Heep, but quite the conta 
regions. Ugh! So cold! pile up the 
Heaver ! 

I thank Groraz Pamir anp Son for 0. R. Marxnam’s Lrfe of 
John Davis, the ‘‘navigator,” 1550-1605. Joun Davis was an Elizabe- 
than Gent, who discovered Davis’ Straits. His descendants are still 


——— = 


By G. Norway. Sounds like a story 
It is all about the Arctic 
logs and King Cole for 


distinguished. They have long since got out of the straits. I 
believe one of them, Miss Davis, is the chieftainess of the corps of 
Lady Guides, 

The most useful book-present at Christmas or any other time, is 
RovurLEDGE’s series of pocket volumes of standard works, which, 
on account of their durable binding, their size and print, are simply 
perfect, whether taken up for a few minutes’ recreation in the study- 
chair, or as charming travelling companions. Then there is Cassell’s 
National Library Series in paper covers, highly and deservedly 
praised by Joun Bricut; cheap portable books adapted to almost 
any pocket. 

MAcMILLAN’s reprints of Miss Yonex’s and CHARLES KINGSLEY’s 
Novels would be gratefully received by any one commencing a col- 
lection, and are worth tons of ephemeral books which merely glitter 
for a Christmas season, and then are heard of no more. In these 
three series I have mentioned there is reading enough for a 
life-time. I should like to see a re-issue of the best French works, 
selected, in the original language, not translations, brought out in 
the style that Messrs. RourtepGE have published their pocket- 
volumes. What chances the present generation has of becomin 
acquainted with the pick of universal Literature, at a very sma 
outlay, which were denied to those who can now call themselves 
Medieval. 

Fisurr Unwin publishes How Men Propose, by AGNES STEVENS. 
This work has evidently been a labour of love. 

Rambles in Bookland (Exx10T Stock). Mr. W. Davenport ADAMS 
has, if I mistake not, been our agreeable companion aforetime in 
the by-ways of this pleasant country. He is a good guide, and we 
are glad to be once more ‘‘ personally conducted ”’ by him. He never 
stays in a place too long; he gives us plenty of change—no end of 
variety. He takes us to out-of-the-way spots; he lets us rest when 
‘so dispodged ;” he gossips pleasantly as we go along, and we never 
feel dull in his society. We can cordially recommend intending |. 
travellers in ‘*Bookland” to take one of these ‘‘ through tickets” 
without delay, especially as by this system ed are able to break 
their journey at twenty-eight different places, if they feel so inclined, 

Baron DE Boox-Worms & Co, 


‘ FEATHERS 


‘“ WHAT ’VE you GoT?” 


-JOURNAL OF A ROLLING STONE. 
Fimst ENTRY. 


Mvucu the rummiest product of Nineteenth Century are its 
‘*Governors.’”’ Name perhaps rather a mistake, because in most 
cases they ‘‘reign but don’t govern.” 

Mine doesn’t, anyhow. Offers a good 

deal of gratuitous advice, however. 

‘- What you ought to do,” he remarks, 
_ ‘now that you have left College and are 
|, looking about for an opening somewhere, 
| is to gain success in life by steady 
application.” 

My reply is, I fancy, rather able. 

‘* Steady application!’ I exclaim. ‘‘I 
have applied steadily twice a week for 
the last two months to various Govern- 
ment Departments for a first-class berth, and nothing’s come of it.”’ 

Now I think of it,” the Governor suddenly says, after a pause ; 
i know old Tim Grecory, of the Expropriation Department; 
I’ll give you a line to Aim. He’s pretty high up the tree there. 
Perhaps he’ll be able to give you a lift.” 

Sounds rather promising. ‘The institution of the Governor may 
be worth preserving, after all! Stroll towards Whitehall. 

Am pretty well-known by this time at Expropriation Office. Con- 
sequently Usher, or Door-keeper, or whoever he is, whom I tipped 
at Christmas, admits me into the Presence before my proper turn. 
Intense indignation excited thereby in breast of individual with 
large red muffler, who looks like a bosun’s mate, or skipper of a 
North Sea fishing smack run up to town for a holiday. 

We hear his loud expostulations (as if he were hailing a passing 
vessel through a speaking-trumpet) echoing down corridors till we 
eo ae rigs res sound. Ask friendly Usher who the 

° at 0. p? . 66 ] 
don’t care Let ese rogey ?”’ he replies. Don’t know, and 

‘eel, though I am glad to be admitted first, that I can understand 
mental attitude of people who call these Ushers jacks-in-office. 
But why ‘“‘Jack?” Goup no end of steps. Usher used to this sort 
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‘Cock PHEASANT !” 
‘CWELL, P’R’APS IT IS—ANYHOW I KNOO I’pD ’17 SOMETHING !” 


ee 
——— 


OR FUR?” 


‘© NonsENSE, Man!. Ir’s A Rawepit.” 


of mountaineering. I’m not. If Governor’s friend would provide 
me with a /ft just here, it would come in useful. 

‘‘Old Truc Grecory” turns out to be not half a bad chappy. 
Gives me comfortable chair to sit down in while he reads the letter. 
Tim is a bit of a wag, it seems. Says, at end, 

‘Your father writes that he hopes if I can’t see you now, I’ll 
give you an appointment for some other day? It strikes me, 
young man, that’s just what you do want—an appointment —eh? 
Ha, ha!’’ And Tr laughs at his own joke. ; 

I admit the accusation, readily. A wild idea crosses my brain. 
Is Tim Grecory going to crown my aspirations? Picture him 
rising from his seat, coming towards me with benevolent aspect, 
placing a hand on my shoulder, and saying in a broken voice :— 
‘‘ For the sake of my long friendship with your esteemed father, I 
will give you an appointment, and at once. A valuable one, too, 
beginning at £700 a year, and rising to £1500; when will you be 
ready to take itup?”? Asa matter of fact, thisis what Mr. Tim says: 

‘‘ Appointments are rather scarce nowadays. Of course, J have 
no power whatever to get anybody anything. It all rests with the 
heads of the Department, especially Sir ALEXANDER—Sir ALEXANDEB 
SANDISON, you know. In this Department,’’ Tr continues pleasantly, 
‘‘interest does alot. But interest not what it was; same thing in 
Money Market, eh? Ha, ha! You should have influence with 
SANDISON— interest with our Principal, you know, ha, ha, ha!” 
Trim pulls himself up abruptly in his tit of merriment, and asks me— 

‘Are youa Scotchman?” I admit that I am not. 

‘* Ah, that’s a pity!” he ruminates. ‘‘Sir ALWXANDER’S Scotch, 
and these Scotchmen hang together so. We,” he whispers, with a 
hoarse chuckle, winking,—‘‘we here often wish they would all hang 
together, like this,””—and he compresses his windpipe temporarily 
by adjusting a bit of window-cord round it, and pretends to be 
choking. Rather unofficial, perhaps, but amusing. 

‘*Got any friendly M.P. who’d make things hot for our Chief in 
the House, and so get you a berth ?”’—he goes on. 

EY No,” I reply, and reflect what a traitor in the Expropriation camp 


Trm is to try and ‘‘ make things hot”’ for his own Chief! 
At end of our interview he tells me he’ll be sure to let me know | 
when the next vacancy occurs, and ‘‘he’ll mention my nameto Sir 


ALEXANDER,”’ 
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‘* A pity,” are his last words, ‘‘a great pity you ’re not Scotch,” 

I begin to feel that it is, although the feeling is not patriotic. 
ee oa way eo hagt ste t nef a. A great pity you ’re 
not English ”’—when a Scotch tellow tries or an appointmen 
kind at Edinburgh ? a as 

Passing a door, hear somebody inside getting what sounds like an 
official ‘* wigging.” ‘‘Didn’t know who the gentleman was?”—a 
stern voice is saying. ** Did you ask ?”’ 

‘No, Sir, I didn’t”—is the reply, and I at once recognise the 
tones of the friendly Usher who let me in before the indignant sea- 
captain— expectin’ as ’ow the gent ’isself would have giv’ me his 
card, if so be that””—— | | bands of ‘music a playing away most butiful tunes, tho of course I 

Then let me tell you that the gentleman you kept waiting like | didn’t know ’em, as, unfortnately, I never learned Latin when I was 
that, and treated so disrespectfully, is the Earl of Baccarat, Lord | at my Parish Skool, and then, all of a sudden, all the grate Citty of 
Privy Seal, and that’ he has been obliged to go away, not being able | Rome is dishcovered to be on fire, and I left in such a state of bewil- 
to wait any longer. | And next time let me advise you, if you ‘want | derment as I didn’t recover from till I found I had got into a Pirate 
to keep your place” Here the door is shut from inside, and I Omnibus, who charged me dubble fare, and larfed at me into the 
am left to go down the stairs solus. bargain. RoBERT 

So the sea-captain, with the muffler was the Earl of Baccarat! 
Why didn’t I let him go m before me? In that case he might 
have given me a post in the Privy Seal Office. If I’d given place 
to him, would he have given a place tome? How angry BACCARAT 
was with that Usher! Perhaps only natural for a Privy Seal to be 
wary! Think of going back and repeating joke to Tr, who would 
appease it, I know. 

onsole myself with a few weeds. Must really think of some new 
and practical line. Is the Army a ‘practical line?” But much 
too old for that. 


consists of lots of regements of soljers, almost all on horseback, and 
all wearing such lovely suits of most butiful harmer that, when 
lited up by the Lectrick ght, they flashes away like twenty thousand 
flashes of real lightning; and then lots of splendid gold cars, sum 
drawn by horses, sum by helefants, sum by Femels, one on ’em three 
story high, witha wicked Hemprer at the top, and drawn by lots of 
horses, and a lady a holding of a large fan of feathers over his hed, 
a fannin him if he felt ot, and crowds of dancing Ladies, a dancing 
away in the middle of the road, and singing all the while, and not at 
all afraid of being run over, and crowds of other swells all in their 
best close, as tho it neyer rained in that lucky country, and lots of 


ee | 


BALLADS OF TO-DAY. 
TEDDINGTON LOCK. 
By Archie Smiler. 


Trg noon, joyous noontide, by Isleworth clock, 
As we speed with the tide up to Teddington Lock. 
So fast and so full is the bountiful flood, 
Forgotten and hidden are shallows and mud. ; 
The sun flashes up from each eddying 


swirl, : : Se 
The trees keep their tresses In crispest. 


My hentrance to th ss Ae p= 1%, ve of curl ; 
T arsked a reel gent iL dj LLSA AN Mh =| |i) |/== Each glance is a laugh, and each word 
= 0 Se is a song, 


As we strongly and steadily paddle 


AN along. 
# And the pains of the past and the future 
=——- + ~+~—we mock, 
1, As we urge our light shallop to Ted- 
dington Lock. 
There’s a call, like a blackbird’s who sits on a branch,— 


The mellow salute of an oncoming launch. 

Our shallop discreetly gets out of the way, 

As it drives through the water all billows and spray ; 
‘And it brays like a donkey, and crows like a cock, 


As it proudly precedes us in Teddington Lock. 


Ah! why does my rubicund countenance blanch, 

As I scan the white gossamer gowns on the launch ? 

Is it love that thus claims to be honoured at sight? | 
Would I woo, would I win, those fair women in white * 
No, gladly I’d sink through the floor of the boat, 
Regardless of whether the rest of us float. 

The sunlight is dulled, there’s a nip in the breeze, 

And the curl is gone out of the hair of the trees, 

‘And the Lock fills as slowly as ever it can 


we had Nights in Chane Armer, and Nights in Steal Armer, and As I gaze on a waist I no longer may span, 
Nights in Gold Armer almost by the thowsand! Then there was And the past shakes like jelly at memory 8 knock— 
Faries a flying about the Sealing like werry full-grown Doves! and I have met my old sweetheart im Teddington Lock! 
reel live Ladys a warking on the Sealing with their Heds a hanging She sits so serenely unconscious and cool, 
down, without not seeming to have no hed ake! While I feel like a culprit and look like a fool : 
Then, just by way of contrast, there was most lovely Lady Dansers At the blink of her een I am fain to forget 
by the hundred, a dancing about most butiful on the ground, and in The captious caprice of the cruel coquette, 
such lovely dresses, and so werry becoming, as wood have sumwhat And all our fond follies come back in a flock, 
Lo Seyriane Mack apt ee of the meeees eee fk ‘As 1 suddenly see her in Teddington Lock. 

nd then again, to show how werry shuperior the Amerrycane 2 ow on the river, or sail on the sea 
dancers is to ours, ewery, now and then, when the butifully drest e nar Bees 6 at annie or five o'clock tea, 
You may revel at Ramsgate, or sulk at Southend, 
You may swagger at Southsea, at Yarmouth unbend, 
You may crush your fine feelings with business cares, 
And blight your romance with political airs ; 
But the past springs to light like a jack-in-the-box, 
When you meet your old sweethearts on launches in locks. 

wheres. 


RY I | 
SS =|: {A but they never moved a mussell, but looked as 


jas eS) grave as Churchwardens. 


fac 


Going out for a few minutes jist to get a little snack for lunch, I 
wandered into a place I hadn’t seen afore, where there was @ most 
bootiful Lady, who looked jest as if she had been cut off at her 
waste! 1 stood and I stared at her with perfound estonishment, 


when presently she smiled at me, and took up her fan and fanned 


SS 


OUT WITH ‘THE QUEEN’S.”’ 
My Derr Frrenp,— Do they think I like being let out of a cart and 


frightened to death, by being chivied for miles by mounted men, an 
hounds that are thirsting for my blood? If anybody is of opinion that 
I personally enjoy the sport for the s ort’s sake, or for any sake at all, 
he is labouring under a delusion an should be first locked up, then 
let out for arun and be pursued by blood-hounds over @& ailicu t 
country. WhatI say is—let all those who take part im this cruel 
unsportsmanlike sport be sent to—Coventry. | 
Yours, broken-hartedly, A Srrancr Eyr’D DEER. 


go I shall have to go again, when I quite means to arsk her how she 
eum for to lose both her legs, and nearly all her body, poor thing ! 
And now how can I atempt for to discribe the most wunderfullest 
site that hever I seed, and, as I werily thinks, as anyboddy else ewer 
seed, not ewen an hed Waiter ? 

Ony fancy a percission as doesn’t seem not to have no hend, and 
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NEMESIS. 


Inquisitive Old Gentleman. ‘‘ WHo’s Won?” 


Inquisitive Old Gentleman, ‘‘ WHAT HAVE YOU GOT IN THAT Bac?” 


First Football Player, ‘‘W’ve Lost!” 


Second Football Player, ‘‘THe Umpire!” 


JOSEPH IN EGYPT. 


J’y suis et j’y reste—foratime. If the poet Pentraour could but see 
Modern Thebes, he would surely discover a new inspiration in Me! 
How I pity that epical Copt, whom old RamEsks seemed to retain 
Asageneral utilityrhymester! Hissubjects lacked business-like brain, 
His rhetoric’s almost Swinburnian sometimes, but wants ‘‘ ideation,” 
And what Oscar WILDE calls ‘‘ Modernity!” Now for complete 
incarnation [smile— 
Of that none need look beyond me. Yet I now find myself—with a 
(Like an earlier Josep) set down by the side of the secular Nile. 
Extremes really meet in this world ; fancy Brummagem, Caucus, and 
Screw [was a ‘‘ do,” 
Meeting Memnon,—or was it Amenophis? Humph! They say he 
The Vocal One was. Always spoke when the rays of the sun smote 
his lips; [have lent tips. 
But clearly those priests to our wire-pullers might, had they liked, 
My,—well, let us say predecessor,—possessed a sly stone in his lap, 
Which uttered oracular sounds in response to a well-managed tap 
From the hands of the priests or their myrmidons. Memnon saluted 


_ _ the Sun, (had fun. 
His father. If they’d had the Caucus in Egypt, the Copts had 
Yes, history truly ‘‘ repeats itself.” Our Grand Old Memnon at home, 


He of the fine “‘ flowing tide” (don’t he wish it may speedily come ?) 
Responds, as his sycophants think, or pretend, to the ‘‘ quivering 
_ touc [—‘‘ not much! ” 

Of Titan’s ray””—meaning the dawn of Success. But no, Memnon 
Wire-pullers, political priests, ‘‘ work the. oracle” even at 
Hawarden, [Englishman's garden, 

As once in old Thebes, Humph! An orchid that’s cut from’ an 
Or lotus-bud culled from Lake Meeris—what much, after all, does 
it matter ? [chatter ! 

How little our eager ‘‘ hear-hearers”’ can gauge the true drift of our 
Not Memnon, the son of Aurora, am I, nor Amenophis. No! [‘‘ Jon.” 
Iam he whom the Caucusite lovingly,—not so long since,—would call 
But my ‘ brethren” just now are less sweet on me. Fancy ’twas 
digged the pit [doesn’t fit. 

Into which they have fallen, My coat, many-coloured, they think 


Ah! how ancient Egyptian—and Hebrew—analogies crowd on my 
mind ! find. 
But Memnon or not, I am JosEPH, as some of them some day shall 
My dreams may come true, after all, though my enemies laugh them 
: to scorn. 
Meanwhile, I am very well here—anyhow, till the coming of morn 
Makes it needful again to be Vocal; for that I’ve the eye of a lynx ; 
But until it is really at hand, I will try the old réle of the Sphinx ! 
Why, what did I say to the Bakers at Birmingham? * Bread- 
making now 
Is very much like what it was some five thousand or more years ago 
At the time of the PHaraous!” Precisely. And bread-making’s 
not the sole art [ing Ads part 
That has changed very little since PHaRAoH’s chief baker was play- 
As a dreamer of dreams. ‘Hawarden’s Oracle flouts the Septennial 
But I fancy ’tis only because he perceives in that popular pact [Act, 
Seven years of Conservative fatness. Ah! we , they are not yet 
run out, [I’m about. 
And what may come after who knows? But, I think I know what 
Like—well, like the earlier Josrpu, the dreamer whose vision came 


true. 
To prepare for the seven years leanness is what, after all, I must do; 
And Egypt is not a bad place to think over a question like that. 


And so on the whole I am glad to sit here—where Amenophis sat— 

Away an the fogs and the fumings; here, where every glance is a 
east, 

Like Memnon in dignified silence—but keeping my eye on the east! 


Notes by The Lord Mayor’s Fool. 


Guan to hear that Alderman Voce Moors has once more recovered 
his Vor. After that brutal assault Voce was nearly reduced to Nii, 
—not the Sheriff; but in future he must not walk home alone, 
Alderman Savory, as a companion, would sweeten any locality. 
Voce looks forward to the companionship. In his best French he 
puts it neatly, thus, ‘‘ C’est vrai et moi,’—which is, we believe 
meant, in international pronunciation, to imply Sav’RY and Moors! | 
This is the effect of being a Liveryman of the City !! 
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JOSEPH IN EGYPY. 
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Captain Steerer, R.N. 


VENEZUELA. 


THE Place to spend a Happy Day! 


[‘‘ United States Consul PLUMACHER sends to 
Washington from Venezuela a very remarkable 


report, especially interesting to students of natural 
history.”’—Brooklyn Eagle, ana London Papers.) 


Or vermin, on a liberal scale, a 
Variety has Venezuela ; 

In fact that favoured land must be 
A School of Natural History ! 

And quite a rising health-resort. 
Read Consul PrumacHEr’s Report ! 
The Student starts with being bled 
By vampires as he lies in bed, 

And he will be relieved to know 
They ’ll only tackle his big toe. 

At breakfast time an omelette 

Of Alligator’s eggs he’ll get, 


With (he’ll grow of the dainty fond) a 


Cut from the juicy Anaconda! 
And when his morning walk he takes, 
He ll meet some interesting snakes ! 


The Boa, inclined to be ** constrictive,” 


But seldom (till annoyed) vindictive ; 
The Tiger-snake from Macaurel”’ 
Tis easy, from their bite to tell : 

The one is deadly, savants state all, 
The other’s fang is merely fatal. 

The Sobadora should amuse him, 
(Especially if it pursues him) 


For when, as cads would say, it ‘cops’? him, 
That sarpint sets to work and whops him ! 
Its head will superintend the whacking, 

Its tail, like any horsewhip, smacking. 


To cool the smart our Student soon 
Will take a dip in some lagoon ; 


Though he his fate will surely go to seal, 
Should he disturb the gum Gymnotus eel! 


Uncomfortable too will he be, | 
If spotted swimming by ‘' Caribe,” 
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JoHNSON, AND WE’LL Tow HIM HOME ASTER 


‘¢ UNSHIP THAT FORRARD BEGGAR, 
rks in greed alike, | ; = 
| LATEST FROM THE LAW COURTS. 


They ’re tiny fish, to sha 
h—all needle-like ! 


With double rows of teet 
Should he contrive to gain 
His mind he’ll turn 
The capture of a Scorpion 

ld him scientific fun, 

tious handling it will need. 

h the’ Centipede.) 
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—will ‘‘ plant you /@.” 
ent he dreads, 

the quadrupeds ; 

or native hog, 

is faithful as a dog ; 

If savage, on the contrary, 
It chivies hunters up a tree! 
y term them ‘ 
th their loud staccato. 

to BUFFON,” 


to insect-lore : 


(Tis likewise wit 
A casual nip from so 
To use a hybrid phrase 
Next, if no acci 
He’ll interview 
The Peccary, 
When tame, 


Big apes (the ‘ Araguato”’) 
Fill forests wi 
are monkeys ‘* known 
h, at the Zoo, fun ; 
ill be warming 

‘‘ swarming,” 

we may assume, a 

f the Puma, 


: that ‘‘ females” would not be the better 
And most who furnis 
With ardour, too, he w 
To find Carnivora are 
He’ll soon acquire, 
Familiar knowledge 0 
Distinguishing th 
From Wildcats, merely 
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To add—'‘ These 
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Carnivora we hav 
And study at a W 
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(A Spinster in the Box.) 


Question. How old are you? 

Answer. Lreally don’t know—besides, it 8 
rude to question a Lady. 

Q. Will you swear you are under forty ? 

A, No—but I may be. 

Q. Is it not a fact that you will never see 
your fiftieth birthday d 

A. So I have been told. 

Q. Have youeyer had an offer of marriage ? 

A. Never—to my knowledge. 

Q. Is it not true that you are one of the 
ugliest of your sex 

‘A. So it has been said by other Ladies. 

Q. Ladies! That is the second time you 
have used that expression. Will you swear 


word ? 

‘A, Well, perhaps it might. 

Q, And you are the sort of woman that 
would stay in Court during the Besant trial, 
in spite of Mr. Baron HuppLEsTon’s remon- 
strances, are you not 

‘A. Yes, 1 suppose I am. 

Q. And can you imagine anyone more 
degraded or horrible ? 

‘A. Well, to be frank with you, I cannot‘ 
But there, pray excuse me further attend- 
ance, as I wish to see a man sentence 
to be hanged ! 

[The Witness then hurriedly withdrew. 


nS 
ooo 


Mem. Anovur THE COLSTON Banquets.—l 
would rather dine at the * Dolphin,” where 
one would be expected to drink like a fish— 
as they do, I suppose, on ‘* The General Por- 
poises Committee”’ in the City—than be 
invited to the ‘‘ Anchor” to dine with the 
Anchorites. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Novempur 23, 1889, 


“ EXCLUSIVE.” 
Our Philanthropist (who often takes the Shilling Gallery—to his Neighbour), | day to listen to the proceedings. We—and we think 


ONLY A MIDDLING Hovsz,” 


A MEDICAL OWL. 
[An Owl has taken up his abode in a tree at Guy’s Hospital.] 


An Owl seen at Guy’s! We may surely surmise, 
That the bird of Minerva seeks knowledge ; 
And comes to the place to find favour and grace 
At the hands of the men of that college. = | 
They may say, ‘‘It’s absurd to encourage this bird, 
Like the hero of Lear’s famed fasciculus ; 
But why that should be so we really can’t see, 
There are many things far more ridiculous, 


No man can deny that, in ages gone by, 
The Owl for his wisdom was famous : 
This bird may aspire, with a clinic desire, 
In medical culture to shame us. 
At the lectures we feel he will certes reveal 
Strict attention, in every attitude ; 
With a wink in his eye (Do owls wink, by the bye ?) 
When Professors indulge in a platitude. 


Minerva we know, in the ages ago, 
Was the patron of physio concoctors ; 

Why shouta not the Owl, as the goddess’s fowl, 
Be enrolled on the list of our Doctors? 

Let us see that he gains the result of his pains ; 
Make him free of each medical mystery ; 

Till we hail Strzx M.D., as he sits on the tree, 
To practise,—the first time in history! 


ROD AND (HARD) LINES. 


Mr. Justice Marx (in giving judgment for himself and 
Mr. Justice Wonts) said: ‘‘ This is a case in which we 
are asked to give our judicial decision as to whether caning 
is, or is not, a suitable unishment to inflict on boys. A 
school-master is charged with assault, for having caned a 
recalcitrant scholar on the hand ; and the Learned Counsel 
for the Defendant naturally asks—If a boy may not be 
caned on the hand, where may he be caned ? What, 
then, is the ideal punishment we should be! disposed to 
recommend? My learned Brother and vaypelt have come 
to the conclusion, that if a boy who had offended were 
made to read twenty pages of the ‘Law Reports,’ he 
would never commit the offence again. Flagrant cases 
of insubordination might involve a perusal of Coke on 
Lyttleton, or even attendance at this Court for a whole 


boys as well—would prefer this system to either of the 


Unwashed Artisan. ‘‘AY—THAT SIXPENCE EXTRY, "RATHER HEAVY FOR THE | two methods which the Learned Counsel has humorously 
LIKES 0’ HUZ, Y'KNOW. BUT THERE’s ONE THING—IT KEEPS OUT THE Ruirr-| described as the palm-oil’ and the ‘switch-back” plan. 


The Defendant is discharged.” 


2 


STATESMEN AT HOME. 


DCXXXV, Tue Marguis or HARTINGTON AT DevonsHire& Hovsnr. 


*bus in Piccadilly, pleased to hand the 
y he modestly demands, you observe on 
) a high brick wall, once red in hue, but 
moke of London. Passing between the 
doorway, you find yourself in the great 
Although the date 1379 still 
the mansion, where the heir to the 
is not of great antiquity. 
built in 1658 by Sir Joun 
Stratton (whence Stratton 
before» she died. In 1693, 
fearful for her young 
welt with Lady Mart-|P 
presently shows you a 
Ww every morning, she 
ark towards distant Westminster. 
e foot of the staircase, ever put the 
Do you see anyone 
8 voice as he tells how the 
ARLBOROUGH with news 
were dead, childless, and hailed this last 
daughter of James THE SEconD and 
owned CLARENDON, Queen of Great Britain 


As you descend from your 
attendant conductor the penn 
the right-hand side (going up 
now held in the grip of the s 
Jambs of a fifteenth century 
courtyard of Devonshire 
lingers on the principal tower 
dukedom of Devonshire lives w 
It stands on the site of Berkeley House, 
LEY, created Lord BERKELEY of 
QUEEN ANNE lived 
quarrelled with 
life, escaped to 
r sole companion 
e staircase, up w 
e, and gazed across the 
LBOROUGH, standing at t 
‘* Sister ANNE! 
There is a break in your host’ 
, and finally came the Duke of M 
ILLIAM and Mary 
member of the Stuart Fa: 
granddaughter of the ren 


WILLIAM THE THIRD, and, 
Berkeley House. Here she d 
and your host 
ich, at cockero 


anxious question, 


Berkeley House 
Kent, third Duke 
structure in whose 


the flames in 1733, and Witt1am 
e, built on it the massi 


( ve but simple 
w pillared entrance hall you li 


is the winding marble staircase at the head of which, upon oceasion, 
your host stands and heartily welcomes Mr. Wicerns, Mr. Juss 
CoLLInes, and other statesmen and luminaries of social life. As 
the ancient servitor throws open the State Drawing-Room and 
announces you, you observe your host standing on the costly hearth- 
rug in the act of yawning. The action is so perfectly coincidental 
with the opening of the door, that, for a moment, you suspect 
some cunningly devised connection between the Norman doorway 
and your host’s facial arrangements. But before you leave you 
have opportunity of observing, that the gesture, so to speak, is 
distinct from the doorway. Your host is always ready to fill up 
any pauses in your conversation with a hearty yawn. 

PENCER CoMPTON CAVENDISH, Marquis of Hartington, leads you 
from the State Drawing-Room into the Saloon, calling your atten- 
tion as you pass to the beautiful ceiling, earliest work of BELLINI. 
But, before you go, you find yourself enjoying the varied beauties of 

AUL VERONESE’S ‘* Adoration of the Magi,” over the doorway ; 
Giacomo Bassano’s ‘‘ Moses and the Burning Bush” ; In Cata- 
BRESE'S ‘‘ Musicians” ; MICHAEL ANGELO CARAVAGGIO’S ** Barrel- 
organ,” the musician earnestly regarding the upper windows of a 
modern house; Cranani’s “ Virgin and Child,” and JORDAENS’S 
‘‘ Prince Frederick Henry of Orange, and his Wife.” You notice 
the picturesque feeling, quite unusual in this Master, in the arch 
with the vine-tendril climbing across, and the parrot peaking at it— 
both dark, against a dark sky, the better to bring out the light on 
the lady’s forehead. You say this to your host, who yawns. 

_ Your host, firmly poising his right hand in his trousers-pocket, 
his left arm swinging loosely but gracefully by his side, leads the 
way into the Saloon, where you pause to Secure a number of family 
pores, by Sir Goprrry Kwnerimr. Here is the first Duke of 

evonshire ; and in the courtly curl of the lip, the swft glancing of 
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MR. PUNCH’S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. No. 8. 

e, you fancy you discern traces of the | by the power of their wings, when 
oidal hovt. In the Green Drawing-room is one of Satvator Rosa’s | ment to the Dining-room. You ma 
primest pictures—‘‘ Jacob’s Dream.” You have just time to note Ladder, but, passing on h 
hat the angels ascending and descending are poised upon the ladder | wearing towards one o’cloe 


lineaments of your 
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e a feint of nachos under the 


ave time to note that, though the day is 
k, there is no white cloth on the comfortable 
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——————————— 
cosy table, which stands erect on four legs, 


the pone ay a ie 
i re and there adown its mahogany limbs. Your hos 

ee ca the room, pointing out on the walls the Yh 
VANDYKES. Here is MARGARET, Countess of Carlisle, and her little 
daughter ; here HUGENIA CLARA ISABELLA, daughter of PHILIP sa 
FourTH of Spain, widow of the Archduke ALBERT ; and here ox 
SrRAFFORD, happily taken previous to his execution, which affords 
you opportunity of noticing his massive jaw, his curling whiskers, 
and his haughty brow. Your host will presently take you across 
the hall into the Blue Velvet Room, where you notice MURILLO S 
“ Infant Moses”—a chubby little boy, seated, proud delight gleam- 
ing in his eye at the discovery that he has five toes to each foot. On 
the opposite wall, Gurpo Reni’s ‘' Perseus ‘ and Andromeda, 
Standing under this, while “J oe,” the long-haired Maltese terrier, 
and “ Randy,” the London waif, cur] themselves up comfortably on 
the hearth-rug, their owner, with aring of a Grand Master o the 
Drury Lane Lodge on his finger, tells you the story of his life. 

The Cavendish history goes back further than the bold Baron 
CavenpisH of Hardwick created in 1603. Since then, there has 
always been a CAVENDISH in the Commons, and a Devonshire in 
the Councils of the reigning sovereign. Your host points proudly 
to the great seal that dangles from his waist, carrying the arms of 
the Family. You have scarcely time to notice the three bucks’-heads 
cabossed, argent, when your host calls your attention to the crest, a 
serpent nowed, proper, supported by two bucks, proper, each wreathed 
round the neck with a chaplet of roses, alternately, argent, and azure, 

‘You see, Toby,” says your host, ** we were always for Union.” 

You pleasantly suggest, that your host probably does not include 
matrimonial union. SPENCER CompTon CAVENDISH, Marquis of 
Hartington, stares blankly across your head, fixing his regard on 
the portrait of his ancestor, Lord RicHarp CAVENDISH, painted by 
Sir JosHuA REYNOLDS in the very prime of his power. You are 
about to explain your joke when the sight of his carriage out among 
the poplars in the wooded garden reminds him that he is already 
due at the House of Commons. ‘‘ Roasted Chestnut” and ° Hot 
Potato” are conveying the future Duke of DevonsHrreE rapidly 
South-west, while you, emerging from the walled garden, stand 
once more on the pleasant pavement of Piccadilly, and hail the 
returning ’bus. 


FISTS AND GLOVES : OR, THE OLD STYLE AND THE NEW. 
Tur Past. 


Tux battered pugilist at length became conscious. For a fortnight 
he had rambled in his talk in the throes of delirium. His eyes were 
still closed, and what 
remained of the bridge 
of his nose had been 
removed by a skilful 


he come?” 
asked the sick-almost- 
unto-death bruiser, as 
‘“ Has he come ?”’ 


Pelican Club. 


well as he could minus three-fourths of his teeth. 
Then entered his patron, who, placing in his hands a bank-note, 


exclaimed, ‘‘ You have deserved it, my lad! Six hours’ hard 
fighting with your fists is enough for any one!” 
‘* Five pounds! ”? murmured the nearly dying prize-fighter ; and, 


with a sigh of intense relief, he fainted away for joy! 
THe FUTURE. 


The boxer was smoking a cigarette at his Club and sipping a lemon- 
os era He paused for a moment to adjust a piece of sticking- 
plaster, about the size of a three-penny-piece, on the little finger of 
his left hand. 

‘Just my luck!” he growled; ‘‘just my luck! 
knocked about when I put on the gloves!” 

He lighted another cigarette, and, taking out the gardenia from 
his button-hole, inhaled its perfume. 

Will Dircwarer never come?” he continued. ‘Surely an 
appointment with me is more important than ‘a debate in the 
Lords.’” At this moment the Duke entered, and, bowing to the boxer, 
with some hesitation placed in that gentleman’s hands a cheque. 

Oh, mi! What’s this? Hi! here!” shouted the indignant 
pugilist. ‘‘I was at it with the gloves for nearly seven minutes, 
scratched my little finger taking ’em off, and you haven’t given me 
more—hang me!—than a thousand pounds!” And uttering an 
expression of intense disgust, he absolutely swore! 


I always get 


ForrHoomine Worx.—The Lark Lunatt 
et i ateen fos Censunmnioen 8 for Lunatics. By the Author 
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“THE LITTLE STOWAWAY.” 


A (LAW) COURT LADY. 


T u1xe to listen to—well all that sort 

Of thing one wouldn’t hear except in Court. 
I’m of the class that’s ‘‘ privileged.” The Judge 
Can’t turn me out of Court, so I don’t budge, . 
But sit to hear wigg’d barristers with three tails 
Describe what journals call ‘‘ disgusting details,” 
At which, next day, they scarcely dare to hint. 
So, being deprived of reading it in print, 

I go to Court to hear what I can’t read, 

And I enjoy it very much indeed. 

Yet there may come a day (forbid the thought !) 
When rudely I may be ‘‘ ruled out of Court.” 
Public opinion is a strong sledge-hammerer, 

I may be crushed, and cases heard im camera, 

As was a recent one we know. But then, man, 
The Baron, bless him! doesn’t rule like DENMAN. 
When there’s another like this last, or near it, 

I, as a lady, hope that I may hear it. 

And if the Baron’s there the sex to chaff, 

He’ll be satirical, and we shall laugh. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
(Financial Independent.) 


GuILELESs.—The return from your New River Debenture Stock is 
much too low. Buy a few City of Timbuctoo Waterworks. This 
Company holds a monopoly from the 
ruler, and, as a large part of the city is 
situated some distance from the river, 
the demand for water is great. The 
natives certainly use wells at present, 
but the bad quality of water from such 
a source is well known, and this fact is ‘| 
merely another proof of the need of a 
better supply. The capital is only 
£200,000; and actuarial statements exist 
showing that, if only the hopes of the 
promoters are fulfilled, a dividend of 10 
per cent. can be paid. These hopes may 
possibly be exceeded. 

FarHER OF A Famity.—Sulphates MURR |\ 
have again been depressed by the bears, ALU — 
but we advise you to hold on. The well- \\ 
known financier who rules the market 43 : 
has just bought a new country-house, and An Inquiry for Bar Silver. 
it is, we think, rightly pointed out that this portends something good. 

A Country CLERGYMAN.—We hear well of two Mining ventures. 
One, the Sweet Hope Mine, has bought a farm, about eight miles 
west of the famed Josephsburg gold-field. Surveys have shown that 
the estate is in a direct line with the run of the reef at Josephsburg. 
The vendors have been generous enough to take £90,000 out of the 
£100,000 capital in cash, thus leaving the public the benefit of any 
increment in value. The second is a more ambitious undertaking. 
Mr. Dorm Brown, the vendor, has discovered that the Nile, at a 
certain spot at present kept secret, contains gold in its bed. Bya 
simple process—also a secret—the Nile Diversion Company. will 
divert the river into a new course for a few miles, and thus obtain 
possession of a rich gold-field. The first issue of capital will be 


£1,000,000, and is sure to beargely over-subscribed. 
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there will be no exception, 


To this rule 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


«¢ Vous aimez les tableaux changeans: je veux vous contenter.”’ 
Le Diable Boiteux. 


“ Trés volontiers,’’ repartit le démon. 


XII. 

‘“Mannoop,” my guide remarked, 
‘*is a great dower, 

The hope of fglory, and the prop of 
power, 

In every prosperous nation. 

O’er its displays. the daintiest critic 
gloats, 

And half its hours a polished world 
devotes 


Unto its cultivation. 


‘With what results? Our visits of oh) i RAH) AWWA | 4 
to-night Bice ea Mme (22 Dt AUB AG Bal 
Upon that question, friend, should 
throw some light. 
In the great Titan tussle 
Called Civilisation, sense may not 


refuse 
To recognise the 


ever-growing 


\\ {| 


use 
Of nerve and brawn and muscle.” 


‘¢Tncarnate sneer!’ I said, ‘‘ you shoot awry. 
To doubt the virtues of virility 
Were surely sheer insanity. 
Else what the meaning of the athletic rage, 
Or that peculiar portent of our age 
Called ‘Muscular Christianity ’ ? 


‘‘The running ground and the gymnasium 


now 
Are adjuncts to the Church. Youth’s noble 
row 
Must sweat—or soul will sicken— 
Tf not at labour then, of course, at sport. 
The boxing-chamber and the tennis-court, 
The idler’s pulses quicken.” 


‘¢ Most true!’’ rejoined the Shadow. 
and see 
The majesty of muscularity 
- Growned in the modern manner ; 
Not with the parsley chaplet of the Greek. 
A modest champion is as far to seek, 
Now, as a stainless banner.” 


A curious scene! Full midnight, and a mob 

Of moneyed ruffianism! Purse and fob 
Well filled and smartly furnished, 

Broadcloth in sable acres; faces fine 

Or brutal, fushed with furious zest and wine, 
Bronze cheeks, like copper burnished. 


All eyes concentre on two brawny churls, 
Whom diplomats and dandies, “‘ Sports” and 
earls, 
Eagerly scan and measure. 
Two coarse athletic animals, whose might 
Nudely ee moves many a brilliant 
ight 


‘‘ He howls applause, he whom one swashing 


ow 

From’a clown’s fist would suddenly lay low. 
See there, hard by his shoulder, 

A vulgar, vulpine visage, smile-wreathed, 


peers, 
And whispers hideous hints into his ears— 
As base a brute, but bolder ! 


‘‘ Bolder, and, so far, better than the boy 
Who finds a frantic, yet effeminate joy 
In such fierce mutual mauling 
Of venal ruffianism. There are men 
Engaged in ‘manly’ sport in this shy den, 
Though like mad Menads bawling!” 


‘“Mammon and Manhood,” murmured I, 
‘* appear 
The twin divinities of this strange sphere.”’ 
‘Tt sees their mutual action, 
Replied my cold companion. ‘‘ Mammon rules, 
Whilst ‘ Manhood’ it bewitches and befools, 
To their joint satisfaction. 


‘‘ Ask any keen expert at modern Sport _ 
What ‘Champions’ are. He’ll answer in a 


** Come 


sort, 
If frank, which may surprise you. 
That burly brute’s a champion—atithis game ! 
Exactly how he won, or stole, that fame 
Inquire not, I’d advise you! 


‘+ At least, not here. Sharp words, and blows, 

come quick trick, 

From sleek supporters of the ‘ Champion’ 

When fearing its exposure. [leec 

Ask awkward questions, and some lurking 

Of the blood-sucking brood upon your speech 
May put most summary closure. 


‘Sport ? The true sport of all these greedy 
knaves slaves, 
Is pigeon-plucking. They are Swelldom’s 

Sycophants soft but sinister ; 

They ’re panders and purveyors to the mob 
Of affluent noodles; but those gulls they rob 

To whose base tastes they minister. 

‘‘ Mark those two shiny, silent, black-browed 
men ! 
They are the ruling spirits of this den. 

Should we their footsteps follow 
Into their private room, where, without fuss 
Of morals or of manners, they discuss 

Their business brutish, hollow ; 
‘Strange side-lights onthe wondrous ‘ World 

of Sport, 
So popular from clerkdom to the Court, 

Our darkness might illuminate. _ 
Shallwe? Nay; from the task I see you shrink. 
Such harpy-souls are a foul seething sink, 

O’er which ’tis ill to ruminate.”’ 


8 : 
Of learning or of leisure. 


“This,” smiled the Shadow, “ is the shrine 
of Sport ! 
The monarch Muscle here holds secret- court, 
In sinew like to languish. __ 
Whilst wealth and culture find delight acute 
In the achievements of the human brute, 
Careless of fleshly anguish ? 


‘6 Tt must ennoble manhood to look on 
In safety, as in days fools fancied gone, 
And watch men pound and batter 
Faces and forms out of all human shape, 
Whilst they, the well-dressed watchers, bet 
and gape 
And curse and chaff, and chatter. 
‘6 Look at that low-browed peer; no coarser 
cu pub. 
Ber ‘spread himself’ at a low sporting 
See how his fool face flushes 
As one grim gladiator makes strong play, 
‘And one, the gentler, vainly strives to stay 
Brute blows and fierce bull-rusbes ! 


VoL, xcvul. Z 
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SASSIETY SMALL-TALK. 
(From the ‘‘ Twopenny Twaddler,”) 


Her Masesry, on her return from Scotland 
last. week, travelled the greater part of the 
way in a railway carriage. ‘The QUEEN (who 
is in excellent health) closed her eyes several 
times during the journey. 


It is reported in literary circles that Mr. 
SmirH is writing a life of Mr. Jonus, and that 
be JONES is engaged on a biography of Mr. 

MITH. 


The new Lorp Mayor is very popular in 
the City, and has given great satisfaction to 
his guests at the Mansion House by intro- 
ducing turtle soup into the menu of his Lord- 
ship’s dinners. 


The rumours that QurEN ANNE died some 
years ago has now received confirmation. 
This piece of intelligence will be welcome 
news to the Historical Research and Investi- 
gation Society, of which Mr. Tomxrins, the 
eyes | antiquarian, is the respected Presi- 

ent. 


Next week Monday will be followed by 
Tuesday, and Thursday be preceded by Wed- 
nesday. It has been arranged that Friday 
and Saturday shall come before Sunday. 


We are authorised to state that the an- 
nouncement made in this column some time 
since, which we denied, and subsequently 
confirmed, is entirely devoid of foundation. 
We shall, no doubt, have more to say on this 
subject on some future occasion, when the 
pressure of news on our space is less than at 
present. 


A CHEAP SCOTCH TOUR. 


Snr the Tooth Drawing Exhibition at Messrs. 
Toorn’s (why not call themselves ‘‘The 
Teeth” at once?) Gallery inthe Haymarket. 
The Firm should be known as ‘‘ The Wisdom 
Teeth,” since they rarely if ever make a mis- 
take in their Show. This time it consists of 
over fifty pictures of the Rivers of Scotland, 
by Mr. Davip Farqunarson. Notwith- 
standing the large number, it is astonishing 
the variety to be found in the Collection. 
No two pictures are alike; they all have 
the impress of being painted on the spot, 
and have no ‘‘studio-taint” about them, 
too often acquired by re-touching a fresh 
transcript from Nature in a murky town 
painting-room. They are broadly painted, 


h|but with a marvellous knowledge of effect 


and feeling for colour. ‘There is such a 
wondrous breeziness and reality about them, 
that you begin to wish you had come as a 
Philibeggar in a kilt, ready to have your 
fling, and after ‘‘a wee drappit in the ’ee,” 
reel out again. We present this little notice 
as a contribution of ‘* Butter Scotch,” and 
advise everyone to at once take the Cheap 
Seotch Tour, personally conducted by Mr. 
DAvip FARQUHARSON. 


RoBeRT DE Panis.—At the déjeuner given 
by Lord Lyrron to H.R.H. the Provcr and 
Princess oF WALES, the first item on the 
menu was ** Gufs da la Robert.” A certain 
City Waiter of our acquaintance not un- 
known to fame looks upon this as ‘‘a ninter- 
nashnal cumplimint.” ‘* Heggs is Heggs, 
nowerdays,” he writes to us; ‘ speshully in 
Parris, where a ‘Uff aller Robert,’ must 
mean a neg as kostes a bob.” 


REVIVAL oF PueiLisu.— Great Celebration 


| of Boxing Day this year at the Pelican. 
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WHAT WILL THEY DO WITH IT ? 


OR, THE GENEROUS LANDLORD AND THE THREE JOLLY TRUSTEES. 


A Vote of Thanks put in the form of a Ballad, 
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THERE was a munificent host 


At the sign of ** The Tankard,” whose boast | 


Was this, that the Poor 
_ Never turned from his door 
ba fsa having had sip and sup from his 
store, 
And feeling as warm as a toast. 
And oh! what a snug, cosy world it would be 
Were only all Landlords as hearty as he! 


The name of mine host was Nep GUINNESS - 
He knew what the right use of ‘‘ tin’? is, 
To earn, save, and spend, 
Bless the poor, help a friend. 
And they who dispute the more generous end, 
Must be the most miserly ninnies. 
But oe ! phat a many starved mouths might 
e fe 


Were all Landlords as wise and as kind as| 


was Nzp! 
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And there were three jolly Trustees, 
Who sat with their hands on their knees, 
Like the Postboys of song, 

| And they thought, ‘‘ It seems wrong 
That the Poor should be horribly housed for 
But then we can’t do as we please. [so long, 
We would give them snug homes, if we could, 
| without doubt ; 

Meanwhile, let us call for a tankard of Stout!” 


They called for the stout, and they drunkit. 
(There was Rowron, and Rircarn, and 
There they sat, these Trustees [PLUNKET) 
With their hands on their knees, 
And they said, ‘‘To give labourers sweet 
homes and ease 
Is a very stiff job, and all funk it!” 
“What, all?” cried mine host. ‘‘ Well, I 
trust that you won’t [don’t !”’ 


aS \ WN YY ‘ 
A > 


Talk like that in my house, for Z certainly 


NESS 
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Then he came;from behind his snug bar, 
With a bottle (some say ’twas a jar) 
Of a Pantomime sort. 
And he said (in his sport) 
‘* Here’s a magnum, my boys, not of Cham- 
pagne or Port, 
No, no! something better by far. 
You’ ve heard of a big pee of money, no doubt, 
Well, here’sa big bottle of—let us say Stout!”’ 


Those jolly Trustees they all stared ; 
To believe their own eyes hardly dared, 
It was such a whopper, 
Pure gold was the stopper. 
Cried, PLunxer, ‘Great Scott!” (The re- 
mark was improper.) 
Whilst Rrrcnre and RowrTon looked scared. 
But the Landlord laughed loud and cried, 
** Test it, this minute! 
The great Inexhaustible One is not in it! 


LSP 


Novemper 30, 1889.] 


““ Do I look delusive or shifty ? 

Well, Thousands Two-Hundred-and-Fifty 

You ’ll find there secure, 

And it’s all for the poor! 

I have earned a full right to give freely, I’m 
sure, 

By being successful and thrifty. 

There ’tis, boys! You three will make good 

use, no doubt 

For the poor, of this bottle of—shall we say 

Stout ?” 


Bravo! O munificent host! 


Your magnum is something to boast. 
Magnanimous man, 
You have hit on a plan 
To encourage in giving the many who can, 
And shame those who shrink from the cost! 
A rare pot of money, indeed ; all made out 
Of other big pots—of your excellent Stout ! 


No wonder those jolly Trustees 
Sit struck, with their hands on their knees. 
But each must be goose 
If he can’t find good use 
For so noble a gift without waste or abuse. 
Mr. Punch will just watch, if you please, 
That big bottle’s future. Just now he gives 
honour 
To good EpwarD GUINNESS, its generous 
donor ! 


‘“DaRNLEY v.MELNOTTE.”—Striking names. 
The one recalling the history of Mary Queen 
of Scots, and the other the celebrated Claude, 
likewise the Dame Melnotte, in Lord Lytron’s 
Lady of Lyons. Therefore generally inter- 
esting, but specially so to dramatic authors 
and actors, as showing that for once and 
away there is a Judge willing to understand 
theatrical terms and customs, and not above 
observing to Counsel, who was questioning 
Mr. PinEro as to what he has written for the 
stage so as to identify him, that ‘‘Mr. PrnERo 
required no introduction.” This was very 
nice of Mr. Justice MarnEew. A _ great im- 
provement in courtesy since The Chief 
expressed himself absolutely ignorant of 
the existence of two such celebrities as 
CorNEY GRAIN and Corny,—no, CONNIE, 
GILCHRIST. 


1s my Paystc!” 


THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF BRITISH. ARTISTS. 


Tux good old ship in Suffolk Street sails on her winter voyage 
with less press of canvas than sometimes, but possibly that canvas 
is of a better quality than usual, and better able to withstand the 
blast of rude Boreas, the critic. Gone are the startlers, with which 
the Whistlerites, the Symphonists, and the Impressionists used to 
deck the walls! Vanished are the Spanish pictures of HuRLSTONE 
the mild landscapes of Gostine, and the prismatic, half-dresse 
young ladies of WooLMER, which flourished in this gallery in a more 
remote age. And the good ship—which has weathered many a storm 
—sails pleasantly and smoothly on an even keel. Though the 
number of pictures has been reduced, there are over six hundred 
and fifty works of art—more or ‘less—in the present show. Among 
them may be noted two clever landscapes in Provence by Miss Hitpa 
Montara, ‘* Moonlight” and ‘* Planting Potatoes.” ‘** Unveiled,” 
by H. T. ScHArer, seems to demonstrate that all Mr. Horsiry’s 
expostulations are unavailing: ‘‘ The Home of the Sea Fowl,” by 
Horace Cavry, bright, fresh and true; * The Rehearsal,” by J. 
CLARK, somewhat sombre in tone, but carefully painted; ‘‘.4 Connois- 
seur,’ by W.D. ALMonD, full of character; ‘‘In the Wake of 
Winter,” by F. 8. SPENLOVE, a very clever landscape; ‘* Ashore,” 
by F. BRANGWYN, a good ona ile told. This artist also con- 
tributes a powerful bit of reality, ca ed ‘‘ Spinning Yarn.” ‘* Home- 
wards,” by F. C. RoBrINson, is a careful transcript of Nature ; ‘‘ Be- 
trayed,” an excellent water-colour, by C. CATTERMOLE ; and ‘‘An Old 
Romance,” by P. H. CALDERON, R.A., iswell worth attentive perusal. 
There are a number of excellent sea-pieces by G. S. Watters ; ‘‘ The 
Mill Stream,” by J. H. SNELL; ‘“ When the Sun is Low,” by L. 
Grier; ‘A Misty Morning,” by R. HALFNIGHT, an a propriately- 
named artist to paint such a subject ; a clever picture from Sketches 
by Boz, by W. H. Prxe (where was Pluck ?); ** On the Loddon,” by 
Yerenp Kine; and others that well meritthe attention of the spectator. 


=e —, 


“DE GUSTIBUS,” &c. 


Doctor. ‘* AND HOW’S YOUR APPETITE ?” 
Patient, ‘I cAN EAT VERY LITTLE, AND 
Doctor. ‘‘ AH, THEN, FOR THE PRESENT, STICK TO THAT |” 


DRINK VERY LITTLE-—ALL I CAN RELISH NOW 


FRENCH HOSPITALITY. 


‘France has been able to offer her sympathetic hospitality to millions of 
foreigners.”—Speech of M. Tirard. 
‘* SYMPATHETIC hospitality ”’’s a very pretty word 
For inadequate hotel accommodation, 


O gushing Monsieur TIRARD, 
To advance a claim like that 
Folks visited your wondrous Exhibition, 
Thronged fair 
But, in more than one 


don’t you think that it’s absurd 
for your French nation ? 

a vast crowd 

Paris to the end from the beginning ; 

hotel, it’s universally allowed, 


That they underwent a process known as ‘¢ skinning.” 
There is little doubt you welcomed every nation with good will, 


And we know what gr 
But it’s hardly hospitality that sends us in 


great attractions Paris offers ; 
a bill, 


Nor do hosts expect their friends to fill their coffers. [Yankee, 


You were welcome to our sovereigns and 


the dollars of the 


And your Show was worth the utmost we could spend ; 


But Lurerr, for our largesse, 
And not boast of hospitality, 


think, say 


might at least, we 
[‘* Thank ye,” 


my friend! 


EE eee 
————— 


Haunrep Hovusrs.—Typhoid, according to the Daily Telegraph re- 


port, seems just now to 
ancient country houses. 


be the awful spectre appearing in many 
The only way of laying this Insanitary 


Spectre, is by sending round the Sanitary Inspector. 


aD 


“SomprHing IN THE Crry.”—It is understood that AUGUSTUS 
DruRIOLANvs, in consequence of his distinguished Pantomime and 


Operatic Spectacular services, 


and Mr. Lewis WINGFIELD, for_his 


noble effort in the cause of artistic effect on Lord Mayor’s Show day, 
will be elected honorary members of The Worshipful Company of 


Spectacle Makers. 


ROYALTY AND REVOLT. 


King Arthur and the burden of Royalty—The Coming Mimes. 


ical th eter of the Royalty has gone down tofreezing- 
sone Be ae Corsican Brothers. Blame not alone the bard 


SN 


\ EES 
RAN 


\ \ 
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“ Actor, Manager, and Arthur too” (to himself). “ My! what a frost!” 


Mr, Crom RaLEIGH,—whose Great Pink Pearl was an ornament to 
the stage, and who is the author of several good things,—but blame 
everybody, including Mr. ArrHuR Roserts, who had anything to do 
with the production of this apparently plotless and witless extrava- 
ganza. Perhaps the author was attempting to give us something 
quite novel, and in this he has succeeded, for it is not within my ex- 
erience to see ARTHUR RoseErts absolutely dull, as he was, except 
or a few moments when he did a bit of his own peculiar comic 
business, and at another time when he gave imitations of the Music- 
hall style of vocalisation. This last the audience would have had 
over and over again, but ARTHUR positively declined. There is no 
other burlesque actor or actress of note in the piece, and so the whole 
weight, which Sanpow and Samson would stagger under, is on poor 
ArrHur’s shoulders. : : 

The Composer, too, has made a mistake, and light, sparkling 
catchy music is conspicuous by its absence. The compositions 
may be scholarly, admirable, and all that a musician could wish, but 
the patrons of opéra bouffe and extravaganza know the sort of thing 
they want, and it’s no use giving them German Meyerbeer when 
they demand Parisian Offenbachanalian champagne. A Composer 
who rejoices in the name of SLAUGHTER ought to write killing melo- 
dies. The best thing is a Chorus of ‘‘ Hullo There!” sung by the 
Members of The Carnation Club. If Artaur Ropzrts had, at least, 
three good comic songs and an eccentric duet, with—with—well, who 
is there there to sing it with him? And ifthe piece were cut down, 
so as to play from 9°30 to 11, it might have a chance, as, nowadays, a 
bad start frequently results in a long run and a brilliant finish. But 
ARTHUR must have two or three strong and talented assistants to 
pull this coach along. 

‘Les Deux Asax.”—There are to be two Pantomimes this year ; 
one of course, ‘* 7ze Annual,” at Drury Lane, and the other at Her 
Majesty’s. The 
first under AuGUS- 
Tus DRURIOLANUS 
IMPERATOR, and 
the Opposition un- 
der ‘‘ CHARLES” — 
\ not ‘his friend,” 
My and not the 
CHARLES who has 
been up a tree in 
the Royal Oak at 
Drury Lane,—but 
CHARLES his 
brother. The 
latter, says that 
DrvgioLanvs has 
taken the idea of 
a certain Grand 
Procession from 
him. This Drurto- 
LANUS denies, and, 
as far as we can 
judge, disproves. 

he question if 
stolen a march” on the other? Solvitur 
ambulando. Perhaps, they may yet come together at the fraternal 
festivity of Christmas, and, embracing, may exclaim with the two 


characters in The Beggar's Overg “ ! 1 
both ion the wernig ggar s Upera, ** Brother! Brother! we were 


RECONCILIATION. 
“A consummation devoutly to be wished.” 


left in doubt is, which has ‘ 


~ 
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[Novemsnr 30, 1889, 


THE HEXLEY-SPUNSER CONTROVERSY. 
The Smoking-room of the Adelhaide Club. Time, Afternoon. 


Old Gentleman (turning over recent numbers of ‘‘ The Times sh 
It’s the duty of every English citizen, my son tells me, to study 
the science of political ethics. And I believe he’s right. What’s 
the use of talking about the Land Question, or any other question, 
until you’ve got the light of clear, impartial, impersonal inquiry 
shed upon it. That’s what he says, and there’s a good deal in it. 
When two men like Hextzy and SruNsER discuss anything, they 
stick to the point. There are no digressions, no personal recrimina- 
tions, nothing but calm sober at _Now then, let’s begin some- 
where in the middle. Never mind the introductory letters. 

[Selects any Number of ‘‘ The Times,” and reads. 

‘ Srr,—As Professor Hexiry admits that his friend A. B.’s dog 
is white,—as, by implication, he admits white is closely allied to 
grey,—as he acknowledges the possibility of a shade of grey being 
mistaken for black by gas-light, I do not see in what respect his views 
on the compensation for inconveniences caused by compulsory 
muzzles are other than analogous to my’own opinions on the precisely 
similar point discussed by me in my last letter ?” 

I had an idea that it was all about the Land Question. Well, I sup- 
pose this is a side-issue, or an illustration, or something in that way. 
Perhaps I ought to have begun a few days back. No matter—I’ll 
just skip a few lines, and go on again. : : 

‘* And as I have already shown that all difficulties with regard to 
unearned increment, relative ethics, linoleum, hair-wash, bindles, 
and speculative diagnosis are fully dealt with in my little book, Zhe 
Data of Ethics, which should be on every man’s book-shelves, it only 
remains for me to point out, that it is the special province of the 
exact sciences—as Professor HexLEy himself knows—never to have 
the same opinion for ten minutes together. I regret that anyone 
should have supposed that I intended any of my conclusions—which 
were all of them reasoned truth—to be ever treated as such. At 
the same time, I fail to see that any one of my theories is any the 
less practical because it was not intended to work, will not work, 
and would not be any good if it did. I may, therefore, leave the 
Land Question, and pass on to a consideration of absolute political 
ethics.’ 

Land at last! But why does he leave it, especially when he has 
not yet got there? Of course, he may feel more at home with the— 
with the (refers to paper)—ah, ves, ‘‘ absolute political ethics.” 

““If anyone attempted to cure me of some complaint without 
having previously consulted Professor HEXLEY’s Lessons on Elemen- 
tary Physiology—a treatise which is invaluable to the medical 
practitioner—I should at once denounce—— ” 

This is all very well, but it’s neither Land Question, nor the—the 
other thing. It almost seems as if the man was—but perhaps it’s 
an illustration. There’s no saying—— 

‘**——J should at once denounce him as a charlatan. Similarly, 
Professor Hextry might just as well confess that any attempt to 
solve a social or political problem without reference to one or more 
of my published works would be madness, In fact, if he will only 
scratch my back, I am perfectly willing to reciprocate the attention. 
I have no desire to be combative, and I shall never write any more 
letters on this subject as long as I live. Professor Hextzy has only 
to state his belief that absolute political ethics area real exact science, 
and all will be forgiven and forgotten, and I shall continue to recom- 
mend his hand-book on physiology. This closes the controversy, as 
far as ] am concerned. If my letter to-day has—as I trust it has— 
helped to make the great facts of absolute political ethics more clear 
to your readers, it will not have been written in vain. 

“Tam, &e., HERBERT SPUNSER.”? 


More clear! Why, I know as much about it as I did when I 
started. Perhaps it’s the other man who does the clear, impartial 
inquiry. 

[Selects the Number containing Professor HEXLEY’S reply, and reads. 

‘‘ Str,—After a careful perusal of Mr. Spunszr’s letter in the 
Times of to-day, I can only reiterate my declaration that I never 
agree with anybody, except myself. Mr. SpunsEr’s efforts to prove 
the contrary are founded on an ignorance of history, and his ethical 
system rests on pure assumption. Mr. Spunser said that private 
ownership in land was seis wrap set up by force or fraud. He stole 
that out of Rousseau, and I saw him take it myself. I should be 
ashamed! However, as Mr. SpunsEr, 
has put me on my defence, I shall say no more about the Land 
Question, but simply go for Mr. Spunser. His suggestion that 
patients should be treated by deduction from physiological principles 
was hardly prudent—addressed, as it was, to a man of my superior 
attainments. No practitioner, who is sensible of the profound 
responsibility which attaches to his office, will dream of treating 
cholera or small-pox by deduction. He would use induction, and, if 
the patient had both cholera and small-pox, there would be a reduc- 
tion, There always ought to be a reduction on taking a quantity. 


leaving the main issue aside, 


} 
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‘“There is no analogy whatever between medical practice and 
Mr. SpunsER’s absolute political ethics. Yah! Gar’n! Go home 
to your mother ! 

‘“‘T am, Sir, your obedient Servant, TT. R. HEXLEY.” 

Worse and worse! I wonder if there’s any more of it? Oh, yes. 
Here’s another letter from SpunsER—I thought ‘‘the controversy 
was closed, as far as he was concerned.” ‘Then there’s another, 
from SpexLEy or Hunser—I mean, HunsLxy or SprxER. What’s 
it matter? Ill just glance through it. (Reads.) 

‘‘ Srr,—It seems to me to be a pity that the discussion which has 
been carried on in your columns should come to an end before 
Mr. LArDLER’s able letter has been considered on its merits.” 

_ But I never read Mr. LAIDLER’S letter. Positive—ladle, compara- 
tive Larpter. IfI’d only had the Lazper, of course he’d have 
helped me, Asit is, Ill just leave out that part. Here’s a postscript! 

‘Mr, SPUNSER, in the letter which you publish to-day, says t at 
he learns from me ‘that the principles of physiology, as at present 
known, can never procure for a doctor an introduction to his patient. 
Nothing of the kind is discoverable in what I have said. Without 
denying for one instant a close analogy between social and physio- 
logical laws, I never asserted that the connection was one or cause 


deed ? 


very awkward. I wish I could 
see my way out of it. 


(Aloud.) 
‘¢ Provisional Government,” in- 
What do I know of it? 

Son of the People.—If you are 


still ignorant, we’ll soon enough 
manage to enlighten you. Know, 
wretched Derm that your rule is 
over ! 

One and Indivisible reigns su- 
preme. 


The Federated Republic 
You, vile traitor to your 
country as you are, are deposed ! 


The Emperor. The Emperors 


of Brazil have ever faced all odds, 
and yielded only at the last 
moment to overwhelming force. 


[ Gets under the table. 
Son of the People. (pulling him 


out again).—Ha! miscreant, we 
had foreseen this, and had taken 
measures to meet it accordingly. 


(He gives a signal, upon which the 


and effect. Mr. SpunseR were already acquainted with the 
present relations of physiology and therapeutics, no introduction 
would be required. You should bow, but not shake hands.” 

Well, I’m thankful, that’s all. No more SpunsLEY and HkxER 
for me. Where’s this week’s Punch ? SpmnsLEy and HuxER sounds 
something like sherry and seltzer. That reminds me—ah, Waiter ! 
SE), ee 


folding-doors of a back drawing- 
room are flung open, disclosing the 
guillotine, set up with head-basket 
and all ready for use.) Now, dare 
to give us much trouble, and we 
shall make short work of you. 
The machine is in excellent work- 
ing order, as you will soon find out. 
The Mob shout approval. 

The Emperor (turning slightly 
pale), Be itso! Struggle is use- 
less. (Asede.) And now for some 
disguise in which to effect my 
escape. I must at any rate en- 
deavour to manage this somehow. 
Son of the People (anticipating 
his intention). And think not 
myrmidon, to escape our watchful 
eye. A guard is set upon every 
exit, and the orders are to fire 
and spare noone! Ha! ha! Be- 
ware! Beware! You will find 


best 
short Sun- 
day service 
with which 
we are ac- 
quainted, is 
that be- 
tween Dover 
and Calais, 
in one of the 
foo. ©: D, 
Company’s 
newe st 


boats. No} our bite every bit as bad as our 

: Serm 0n.| bark. 
Collection| The Emperor (making his way 
PUGILISTIC REVIVAL. on board, a8| hurriedly to the back). If that is 
Matches in Box, and Boxin’ Matches. usual, the case, and I see no reason to 


doubt it, the sooner I get out of 

this decidedly the better. 

[Mixes with the crowd, and even- 
tually having shaved off his 
hair, his eyebrows and whiskers, 
and assumed a comic red shock 
wig and disguised himself as 


ROSE=LEAVES AND REVOLUTION; OR THE LATEST DEPOSITION. 
How (ACCORDING TO ALL ee How (IN FACT) IT ACTUALLY DID. 


DENT) IT OUGHT TO HAVE tee | The Scene represents the Intervor 
OFF. of an Apartment in the Em- 


The Scene represents the Interior | peror’s summer retreat at Petro-| qcabman, and borrowed one 
of a Reception-room inthe Im-| polis, on the morning of @| shilling and ninepence from his 
perial Palace on the morning change of the Constitution of the| Major - domo, finds himself 


of the violent outbreak of a 
bloody revolution. Barricades 
are erected in all directions, and 
the air is dark with the explosion 
of shells and the hail of flying 


Country. Thereis no outward 
and visible sign of any unusual 
commotion, the birds singing 
sweetly in the sunshine without. 
As the Curtain rises, the Im- 


towards the evening hanging 
about the docks im search of 
some vessel bound to set sazl 
that same night for Europe, 
and at length, after hiding him- 


shot. As the Curtain rises, the perial Family are discovered| self away on several and getting 
Imperial Family are discovered,| finishing their simple breakfast| aiscovered and warned off, the 
terror-stricken, and cowering| quietly, while a Retired Solici-|  «mperor,” now with only 


tor, arrayed in a red scarf of 

office, representing the New 

Government, isushered into thew 

presence by a Court Official, 

bowing respectfully. 

The Emperor (inspecting card 
which has been handed to him, 
and reading). ** Representative of 
the Provisional Government.” 
(Smiling blandly), Excuse me, 
but I do not quite understand. 

Retired Solicitor. No, Sire! We 
hardly expected you would. But 
we thought the best way of pre- 
serving your Majesty from any 
unpleasant shock, which, I fear, 


in a corner, while a furious 
mob of desperadoes, headed by a 
‘© Son of the People,” bursts into 
the chamber, and advances on 
them with threats and impre- 
cations. 


The Emperor (facing the Mob). 
Well, ruffians, do your worst! 
And you, who call yourself a 
‘Son of the People,” know that 
I defy you! 

[ Attempts to get under the table. 

Son of the People. And know, 
too, Imperial Wind-bag! that I 
am here to beard you in your den, 
and proclaim as the herald of the 


Bee 
pence in his pocket, succeeas mn 
secreting himself inthe hold of 
a second-class collier, and in 
the midst of privation and con- 


fusion, sets sail for Europe as 
the Curtain falls. 


On Commisston.—As it b 
edema should be made in 
pai 


proletariat the doom of your|is inevitable under the circum- | that they will discover the truth. 
accursed house and race ! stances, would -be for me to call} Press will assist in poh ee it. 
The Emperor (aside). This is personally and explain matters. Lordships a respectful adieu. 


| 
| 


has been suggested to me that some acknow- 
recognition of the graceful compliment 
to the untiring industry and conspicuous 
myself and ‘‘those others to whom thanks 
in the management of our part of the Special Commission, I have no 
that it is my deliberate opinion i 
talent in performing what still remains to be 


the greatest pleasure in trusting (with them), 


eT 
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The Emperor. Quiteso. Pray 
proceed. (Referring to card.) 
‘Provisional Government” ? 
Then I conclude there has been 
some change ? 

Retired Solicitor. There has, 
your Majesty. The fact is the 
country is no longer an Empire, 
but a Republic; and you, Sire, I 
almost regret to have to inform 
you, but I was commissioned to 
break the truth to you as deli- 
cately as possible, are deposed. 

_ The Emperor. Dear me! This 
is very interesting. Coming, 
however, of -a long line of 
Royal ancestors, I feel bound, at 
least, to say that I can ‘“‘ yield 
only to force.” 

Retired Solicitor. Justso. Your 
Majesty, we had foreseen this 
display of your Imperial spirit, 
and had provided for it. e 
whistles. Lwo Newspaper Editors 
and another Retired Solicitor, 
enter, bearing garlands of flowers, 
which they gracefully entwine 
aboutthe Emperor.) You see, Sire, 
thus we hold you in chains, You 
must confess that you are indeed 
our prisoner. 

The Emperor (still smiling 
blandly). I see. Struggle is use- 
less. And now let us get a Bra 
shaw, and see what time the first 
boat starts for Europe, 

Retired Solicitor. Your Ma- 
jesty need not trouble yourself. 

our passage is aleety booked ; 
and, to make matters pleasant on 
the voyage, I have been requested 
to press your acceptance of this 
little cheque for £50,000,000. 

[ Offers it. 

The Emperor (taking t). 
Thanks, very much. (Moved.) 
I really shall often think of 
‘* noor old Brazil.” 

[ Wipes away a tear. 


Retired Solicitor. Do, your 
Majesty! And now, is there 
anything else that you would 
like. You have only, believe 


me, to mention it, and your 

Majesty’s wishes—— 

The Emperor. Quite so. (Con- 
sidering.) Well, no; nothing 
beyond. Stay; I may as well have 
the Crown jewels and—the 
throne ? : 

Retired Solicitor (with alacrity). 
They shall be made up into a 
neat brown-paper parcel for your 
Majesty at once. 

[And, shedding a quiet tear of 
joyful gratitude, with his family 
comfortably around him, and 
his pockets full of the ready 
money provided for him by 
““noor dear old Brazil,” the 
deposed Emperor starts, amid 
every luxury andcomfort, for 
Europe, as the Curtain falls. 


are due,” 
that their Lord- 


and satisfactory 


if 
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Hostess, ‘‘You ARE LATE THIS MorNING, MONSIEUR. ALPHONSE !” 


M. Alphonse (who is fond of English Idioms), 


COULD NOT DESCEND IN TIME!” 


THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[November 30, 1889. 


— =F 


fii 
i 


S es ~ 
“3 eae SOREN = = = = 
=e 2 > se b 
= — . — Sli 
= = o= : ~ —5 = 
—_— Sa =~, . : 
— =o = ¥, ‘ ree 
eee < Ss > — ce SS . . 
+ ; & - <h- aad ~ = e 
————_— Zs, =< - SS 
: FF SLOSS 
~ = Pas SS \ ase ~ 
= So : ae 
- ————™ = LS << SS SSeS oS 
aS SS = SS —— 5 
SS S <- 


— 

— : 

-_——= 
SS 

SS 2 
SSSA 


7 
y 
Y 
yy | 


W ) | 
ED 


= eal OF 


> = 
SSs— -? 


IS SOMETIMES SPOKE. 


‘*Yxs, MapAM, I ’AD ZE MISFORTUNE TO SLEEP OVER MYSELF ZIS MorRNING, AND I 


THE NEW CRUSADE. 


AT last! The anti-human Demon, long 
By aid of mortal selfishness so strong, 
Now stands at bay before the banded league 
Of nations. Ruthless power, or sly intrigue 
Will scarce avail him now to force or foil 
The ranks that close around, or snatch his spoil, 
Insatiate ogre, in the old safe way. [day ! 
CLARKSON, you should have lived to see this 
WILBERFORCE, GARRISON, and all great hearts 
Who played far-scattered solitary parts 
Against the common enemy of all, 
In days when Civilisation held the thrall, 
Lucre’s fair prey, and luxury’s mere tool, 
When even Christianity sought to school 
he emancipating gospel to the need 
Of eet indolence and huckster greed, 
How woul you in this welcome scene rejoice ! 
AVIGERIE, triumph that your rallying voice 
as urged the nations to the New Crusade; 
Not against Paynim force but godless Trade ! 
Once more the Cross is lifted, not alone 
Against the Crescent as when GopFREY shone 
Amidst the ranks of Kurope’s Chivalry ; 
N o gallant Saladin indeed is he, 
Gainst whom these Christian swords you fain 
would urge ; 
The Demon of the Shackle and the Scourge, 
Lowering and shrinking hideously, stands 


Cireled and trapped by those cross-hilted | T 


brands, [base 
Not GorrHx’s mocking fiend was black and 
As this vile ogre of the Afrit face, 
Africa’s subtle bane and potent blight, 


pee itoneeat champion of the powers of 
nignt ; 


Still strong, for all those swords, and not yet, 


slain ; 
At bay, but till stretched stark, too sure 
again 
To rear his hateful crest in some foul lair, 
And, like an incarnation of Despair, 
Dominate riven hearth and ruined home 


Of those to whom the New Crusade should | A 


come 

Like the cool water-drop of Lazarus 

To Divs in his agony. ’Tis thus, 

And thus alone, this fiend may yet be foiled. 

He, quintessential devil, hath despoiled 

Earth’s fairest scenes for ages, taking tithe 

Of the poor simple race, who might be blithe 

Even in ignorance, save for that foul foe, 

Whose breath lays hope’s most humble blos- 
soms low, 

Blasts in their birth the germs of happiness, 

And make of Life a synonym for Distress, 

Now he’s at bay, like Mephistopheles 

Before the students’ cross-hilts. And will 


these, 
Civilisation’s gathered champions, hold . 
The cross, the blade at need, loyally bold, 
Unitedly impregnable, until 
The hideous incarnation of all ill 
Fails utterly before them, fails and falls 
No more to shackle or to scourge his thralls, 
No more to traffic blood for gold, no more 
o strew the sands from tropic belt to shore 
Of the Dark Continent with his dusky 


rey 
Butdhered in wrath, or fallen on the way 
Beneath the lash? England looks on with 


hope, 
She, the first Champion who dared to cope 


With the great Slavery Demon. Not alone 
She standeth now, for Freedom’s Guard hath 
grown. : 

Good Cardinal, and you magnanimous king, 
Who brought your Belgium into the great 


ring 

Of exorcisers, Punch applauds ye both, 

nd papers no hidden greed, no selfish 
slot, 

Nor calculated callousness of Trade, 

Will eat the heart out of your New Crusade. 


‘*Wauat’s Your Lirrtz Game Now ?”— 
All the world’s a playground, and everybody 
—_ in it merely 
playa must 
e the obser- 
<M vation of the 
Na Merry not the 
#4 Melancholy Jaquxs, 
/ who with his Son— 
A ithe firm is Jaquss 
AND Son—has in- 
47 vented the indoor 
WS games of Tiddedly 
_< Winks (he should 


invented has beaten the ancient Battledore 
and Shuttlecock, which can be made nearly 
as scientific as Lawn-tennis. 
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THE NEW CRUSADE. 


Slavery Conference opened at Brussels on November 18, All the plenipotentiaries were present.””— Zimes. 


“The Anti- 
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highwayman in the snow—most uncomfortable for both—but some- 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. body gets decidedly the best of it, and consequently the highway- 


TE industrious SUTHERLAND Epwarps has given usa delightful | ™@> the worst of it. The Fiery Furniss ends the Number— 
couple of volumes about The Idols of the French Stage, published which, by the way, is all snow and fire, ogee Christmassy,—with 


by Reminaton & Co. The chapters dealing with the life and death hints for Tomay’s dressing-up in the holidays, Tommy being recom- 
ee; of the witty SopHIE ARNAULD are as interesting mended by the Fiery One to cause great sport to his friends and 


as they are entertaining. Poor idols! everyone relatives by trying to look as much like several distinguished persons 
with a history, and all the histories bearing a | 28 possible. Poor Tommy! And, if he’s caught making raids on 
strong resemblance to each other. In the bio- Grandpapa’s linen, and requisitioning collars, in order to look like 
graphies of men we say, Cherchez la femme; but GLApsToNnk, and Grandmamma’s cloaks, to look like Tennyson, and 
here it is always, Cherchez ?homme! Poor talk- | 8°, forth, it will end in Tommy’s getting an extra dressing, which 
ing dolls! worshipped as idols, then shattered | Will be the reverse of what the gardeners call a ‘‘ top-dressing.”’ 


or neglected, and the cult transferred to a rival, | Poor Tommy ! 
parang ly ore oe He sag the vere 

AUCOURT, whose virtue brought its own rewar “s ” 
and had its price in the betting-list ; and curious, : THE HOO CASE. 
Wi nowadays, when the Curé of St. Roch invites}. To be published, in one volume, with ecclesiastical binding, that 
”' the Company of the Comédie Frangaise to cele- | 18; if anything ecclesiastical can be binges in such amatter, a short 
: brate the tercentenary of CoRNEILLE at his church, history of re case, to be entitled, Hoo’s Hoo and What’s 
to read how Christian burial was refused to so many actresses, even What? It will be illustrated with snatches of song by T. DrspIn, 
when they had become ‘“‘ reconciled ” on their death-beds. Bossurr’s|a specimen of which, entitled, ‘‘ Hoo Cares?” (vide Drspiy’s 
letter Sur la Comédie is evidence of the rigorous ecclesiastical rules | Ballads, Boun’s edition, p. 91) we place before our readers. It has 
then in force according to the Rituels de Paris. Mr. Epwarps, in | quite the nautical smack of Drspin about it, as one might expect 
the course of his amusing account of the capricious Soprano, | from one who assists in steering the ecclesiastical barque in the See 
Madame De Saint Hoperry (afterwards the unfortunate Countess of Rochester. Here it is:— 


d’ANTRAIGUES, married to a F renchman who might well have And then when ill-fortune has crowned his endeavours 
been named Count d’Intrigues) tells us how, on one occasion, "Twixt parties the peace to restore, 

being annoyed with the conductor of the orchestra, she declared, Well, what if so be if the public he favours 

that if he appeared in his place at night, ‘‘she would undress her- With reasons why, Hoo, and where-fore ? 

self, and refuse to sing her part.” Surely Mr. Epwaxps has here Now, bless the kind Bishop who treats with good-nature 
inverted the sequence of events, Her refusal to sing, which would Friend, enemy, false or true, 


be on the stage, must have preceded her act of undressing, which Though oppressed by Hoo cares, he “— give a poor creature 
would have been in her loge. Still in those days they did odd things. His ben’son,—but what cares Hoo! 

As usual, Mr. Joun Larry, Junior, brings out his Penny Illus-| We do not know when the volume is coming out, but due notice 
trated Christmas Number of the Penny Tliustrated Paper well in | will be given in the Hoo and Cry. 
advance of all the others. Miscalled Joun Latey, evidently ee 
Joun EARLY. The cover shows travellers be-lated in the snow. 4 
Good, this, to begin with. Plum-pudding and turkey await them. Tue Anti-Enjoyment-on-Sunday Society might turn its attention 
Joun Eagty has written a story with a well worked-up sensation, | to the Sunday ’bus traffic, as represented in a letter to the Zimes of 
and FrEep BARNARD shows us a struggle between somebody and a November, 19, by a Director of the Tram Car Company. 
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PUNCH’S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. No. 9. 
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“HANSOM IS AS HANSOM DOES.” 


(A Ballad of a Police-Court Case, set to the ancient rhyme of 
‘* Billy Taylor.’’) 


THERE was a young and Hansom Cabby, 
Which he had a sweet young wife, 

Annoyed by a willin base and shabby, 
Who werry nearly worried her out of her life. 


He dogged her footsteps whenever he met her, 
Wrote her many a billy doo; 

But the sweet young wife gave every letter 
To her Hansom hubby fond and true. 


So the Hansom Cabby, up to him dashin’, 
Descends from his perch,—‘‘ Take that!” says he. 
When he’d given the willin a well-deserved thrashin’, 
He gave hisself into custodee. 


And the Magistrate says to the Hansom driver, 
‘*T can’t help applaudin’ wot you ’ve done ; 
But I must bind you over in a fiver, 
To keep the peace to everyone. 


‘© Which, talking of ‘ peace,’ you go to the Adelphi, 
Where there ’s a melodrama fine ; 
You take your wife, and you’ll see yourself, I 
Think, as a Hansom Cabman Shine. 


** As you know the science of fisticuffin’, 
Which the gent can say who felt your knocks. 
The Gattis may Hansomly admit you for nuffin’, 
Or a friend will square up for a Private Box.” 


Tux GotpEN Girt.— Notice to Correspondents.—As by 
this time at least a quarter of a million repetitions of the 
one joke about ‘‘ pounds” and ‘‘ Guinness” (guineas) 
have been made in various forms, of which Mr. Punch 
has received his full share, he hereby gives notice that 
on and after this Wednesday, Nov. 27, any perpetrator 
of this joke or anything like it, or anyone attempting to 
pass it off as original, will be proceeded against with the 
utmost rigour of the law. 


BraziL1an News.—The Revolution in Brazil will make 
no difference in the price of Nuts, nor in the cost of 
Crackers for Christmas. 

“ Quand j’étais roi de Beeotie, 
J’avais des sujets et des soldats,”’ 
is the air which the ex-Emperor, who knows his Paris 
uncommonly well, now contentedly hums to himself. 


(Vas. 


STATESMEN AT HOME. 


DCXXXVI. Lorp RANDOLPH CHURCHILL AT CONNAUGHT PLACE, 


THERE is a certain flavour of modernity about the name of the 
street where. Lord RanpotpH CHURCHILL resides that abruptly 
strikes you as you seize the knocker at No. 2. There is, or used to 
be, an expression common in Ireland which bracketed Connaught 
with an alternative place of destination. Probably Mr. W. H. Smiru, 
Lord Grorce Hamriton, Mr. Stannope, and other colleagues of your 
host in a recent Ministry may have thought of this saying as, upon 
occasion, they wended their steps towards Connaught Place. But 
the terrace which your host modestly shares with other eminent 
persons did not receive its name directly from the Irish province. It 
was so called after one of the Queen’s sons, an accession to the 
Peerage which goes back but a few years, and stamps the locality 
with ‘the notion of newness which struck you just now when, as 
mentioned, you were pulling the bell—signal of your desire to be 
ushered into the presence of the amiable nobleman who is impatiently 
awaiting you. 

But, though Connaught Place is new, the locality is old, and is 
connected with some of the most interesting scenes in the social life 
of London. As you stand with your host at the window of the two- 
pair back, he shows you the very spot where Tyburn tree spread out 
its gaunt arms, and dangled its ghastly clusters of fruit. Hither 
came the condemned, riding in a cart from Newgate, carrying the nose- 
gay that had been presented to him on the steps of St. Sepulchre’s 
Church, and cheered with the flagon of ale he had halted at 
St, Giles’s to drink. Here came to his death JoHN SHEPPARD, a 
person singularly unreliable in the presence of portable property. 
Here came JoNATHAN WILD, who, as the Chaplain prayed with him, 
picked his pocket of a corkscrew. Forty years later Mrs. Brown- 
RIGG, formerly resident in Fetter Lane, also rode to the corner of 
what is now Connaught Place, and never more returned. 
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‘ NICE-LOOKING YOUNG GENTLEMAN THAT FRIEND 0° yours, SIR CHARLES, 
I SUPPOSE HE’S SOME LoRD?” 


TOWERS WHEN HIS FATHER DIES.” 


‘© Aq, I THOUGHT HE WAS SOMETHING OF THAT SORT. 
BEGIN MYLORDIN’ ’EM TOO youNG!” 


263 


S \\N 
SAINI CAL WY \\ 
( W\\s 
SWUUEL! | \)s ayy Ve 
ANY 
1" AA \\ Xi) 


It 
MY Win Mt 


= <= ~ — = * ae a L. = 
S 2 é 
= ae , ~ > 
= —— ss —< ROME Velen t 
SS a. YS 2 SS 
~ SS eee \, Y SS x oa Z aS 
5 SS = y SS > 
SS Sips — aus Sew a = == Gy, SN SS 
fo Se See 9 = Y SSS 
<3 SS. =a x S 
tA = = (op fh; =e. 
=. = : — =, _— -—< . 2 =F a a 
SSS a 


THEORIES OF THE TRAINING-STABLE. 


HE’s My Coustn, Lorp Rirrincton. HE’LL BE DUKE OF ALL- 


BuT IT DON’T DO TO 


‘*- You see,” says your host, tugging at the overhanging eaves of 
his moustache, ‘‘they used to harbour pleasant company in this 
neighbourhood. But our occasional visitors were not all drawn from 
the elasses which Mr. SHEPPARD and Mrs. Brownrice adorned. We 
had the Rev. Dr. Dopp hanged here for forgery ; and there was 
Earl Ferrers, who murdered his steward, and was hanged over 
there with a silken rope. I often think,” continues your host, 
reflectively, ‘‘that the re-introduction of the occasional use of a 
silken rope in the House of Lords at this day might be attended 
with consequences conducive to the welfare of the State.” 

Turning away from what you gather is a favourite place for 
reflection, and casting a passing glimpse on the distant glades of 
Hyde Park, where across the wilderness of fern and bracken you 
see the October sun glistening on the balustred bridge thrown across 
the winding sheet of artificial water, where the golden hues of the 
chestnut contrast with the bright blue of the maple, the piquant 

ink of the wild cherry, the rare red tone of the beeches, and the 
ide and amber of the pitiful pine—your host, crossing the paved 
hall adorned with old oak, African weapons, antlers, and Indian 
shields, ushers you into the dimly-lighted room where he is wont to 
compose letters addressed to Lord SALISBURY or to Mr. CHAMBERLAIN. 
Seated at a blue-enamelled writing-table, with brass handles pendant 
to its many drawers, RanpotpH HENRY SPENCER-CHURCHILL, third 
son of the seventh Duke of MatBoroveH, tells you the story of his life. 

Except for the charm of his conversation, the lambent play of his 
fancy, and the acrid solution of his humour, you would say that 
the narrative is superfluous. The framed documents close to the 
door commemorate all important epochs in his career. The first is 
a collection of his speeches delivered in the House of Commons when 
he still sat below the Gangway, and led to death or victory that 
remarkable body of statesmen known to contemporary history as 
the Fourth Party. The second, effectively divided into four panels, 
contains, in the first panel, his attacks upon Mr. CHAMBERLAIN In 
connection with the Aston Park Riots ; another panel in the same 


ee 
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is alliance with the Member for West Birmingham 
Alaa rds The third embraces proots of growing 
fost in connection with the i teriseat as per ee 

ice that the fourth is just now a blank. — 
Ge D csine collection, showing your host’s attitude Mowers the 
Irish Members at ee epochs of is is 
i iversified, be : 

emiely delighted to find his versatility appreciated, and, as 
he lights another cigarette at the massive silver and ormolu electric 
lamp that stands upon the terra-cotta table at his side, whilst his eye 
rests upon a picture of Lord SALISBURY, In which the master~hand 
of REMBRANDT has brought out all the latent strength of character, 
he muses on the past: ‘‘I don’t mind telling you, Tosy, old fellow, 
he says, ‘‘ that sometimes I regret chucking things over as I did at 
Christmas, 1886. The fact is it was Christmas that did it all. I 
was thinking of a surprise present for the Markiss ; something, you 
know, that would make him sit up on Christmas Day in the morning. 
Turned over in my mind several little projects of the artificial toy 
order. Then it suddenly flashed upon me, ‘ a ean I was to 
resign?’ As you know it proved, nothing could have been more 
startling or unexpected. I had only been a month or two Chancellor 
of the Exchequer; I was Leader of the House of Commons; we had 
had our Cabinet Councils, and settled a good deal of the business of 
the coming Session. We had squared Harrineron and CHAMBER- 


is interesting career. 


MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 
No. XIII.—Tue Minrrary IMPERSONATOR.’ 


To be a successful Military Impersonator, the principal requisite 
is a uniform, which may be purchased for a moderate sum, second- 
hand, in the neighbourhood of almost any barracks. Some slight 

: : acquaintance with the sword 
: exercise and elementary drill 
is useful,though not absolutely 
essential, Furnished with these, 
together with a few command- 
ing attitudes, and a song pos- 
sessing a spirited, martia 
refrain, the Military Imper- 
sonator may be certain of 
an instant and striking success 
upon the Music-hall stage,— 
especially if he will condescend 
to avail himself of the ballad 
provided by Mr. Punch, as a 
vehicle for his peculiar talent. 
And—though we say it our- 
selyes—it isa very nice ballad, 
to which Mr. McDovcatn 
himself would find it diffi- 
cult to take exception. [It 

77 is in three verses, too — the 
U limit understood to be form- 

ao gail’ ally approved by the London 
se gN County Council for such pro- 
| “” ductions. It may be, indeed, 
that (save so far as the last 
verse illustrates the heroism of our troops in action—a heroism 
real and too splendid to be rendered ridiculous, even 
by Military Impersonators), the song does mot convey a par- 
ticularly accurate notion of the manner and pursuits of an officer 
in the Guards. But then no Music-hall ditty can ever be accepted 
as a quite infallible authority upon any social type it may under- 
take to depict—with the single exception, perhaps, of the Common 
(or Howling) Cad. So that any lack of actuality here will be rather 
a merit than a blemish in the eyes of an indulgent audience. Having 
said so much, we will proceed to our ballad, which is called,— 
IN THE GUARDS! 
First Verse. 
I’m a Guardsman, and my manner is perhaps a bit ‘‘ haw-haw”’; 
But when you’re in the Guards you’ve got to show esprit de corps. 
[Pronounce ‘‘ a spreedy core,” 
We look such heavy swells, you see, we’re all aristo-crats, 
hen on parade we stand arrayed in our ’eavy bearskin ’ats. 
Chorus (during which the Martial Star will march round the stage in 
military order), 
We're all ‘‘’Uaurzs,” ‘‘ Berries,” ‘ ARCHIES,”’ 
a In the Guards! Doncher know? 
Twisting silky long moustarches, 
_ _ [Suat the action to the word here. 
; : Bein’ Guards! Doncher know ? 
While our band is playing Marches, 


Of the Guards! 


Doncher know ? 


> NOTICE.— Rejected Communications 
In no case be returned, not ev 
there will be no exception. 
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LAIN. GLADSTONE’s people were divided and disheartened. Every- 
thing looked blooming tor us, and no Ministry ever anticipated a 
happier or merrier Christmas. : 

‘Only the morning before I let fly, Smrru was talking to me about 
a turkey he had bought—the biggest in the market—and such a 
plum-pudding! His honest face, beaming with delightful anticipa- 
tion, was too much for me. Perhaps if I could have managed some- 
thing by which, as he stuck his knife into the turkey, the bird would 
have stood up on its hind legs, and iy bi what was left of its 
wings, it would have served; or if I co have conveyed into the 
plum-pudding a little detonating powder, that would have gone off, 
as dear OLD MorAiry thrust in the expectant spoon, I might have 
been satisfied. I thought of these things, and then came the notion 
of the resignation, which would spoil all their Christmas dinners. 
Once conceived, I could not resist the temptation, and so it came 
about. It was a tremendous piece of fun; fully equalled my 
expectations ; but it proved rather expensive.” ‘ : 

A tear slowly courses down your host’s cheek, and, withdrawing 
from the sight of this sacred sorrow, you pass out on tip-toe, 
endeavouring, as you walk under the mullioned fanlight, and skirt 
the site of Tyburn Tree, to concentrate your thoughts upon 
Sixteen-stringed Jack, hanged here in 1774, for robbing the Princess 
AmeEtta’s Chaplain in Gunnersbury Lane. He suffered in a pea- 
green coat, with an immense nosegay in his hand. 


And the ladies stop to gaze upon the Guards, : 
Bing-Bang ! 
[Here amember of the orchestra will oblige with the cymbals, while 
the Vocalist performs a military salute, as he passes to— 


Second Verse. 


With duchesses I’m ’and in glove, with countesses I’m thick ; 
From all the nobs I get invites—they say I am ‘‘ so chic!” P 
[ Pronounce *‘ chick.”? 
It often makes me laugh to read, whene’er I go off guard, 
‘*Dear BERTIE, come to my At Home!” on a coronetted card! 


: Chorus. 
For we’re ‘* Bertrss,” ‘‘’ Uaures,” ‘‘ ARCHTES,”’ 


In the Guards! Doncher know ? 
With our silky long moustarches, 
In the Guards! Déoncher know ? 


Where’s a regiment that marches 
Like the Guards? Doncher know? 
All the darlings—bless ’em !—dote upon the Guards, 


Bing-Bang ! 
Third Verse. / 


[Here comes the Singer's great chance, and by merely taking a little 
pains, he may make a tremendously effective thing out of 1. 
he can manage to slip away between the verses, and change his 
bearskin and scarlet coat for a solar topee and kharkee tunic at 
the wings, it will produce an enormous amount of enthusiasm, 
only he must not take more than five minutes over this alteration, 
or the audience—so curiously are British audiences constituted— 
may grow impatient for his return. . 


But hark! the trumpet sounds!... (Here a member of the orchestra 
will oblige upon the trumpet.) What’s this?... (The Singer 
will take a folded paper from his breast and peruse it with 
attention.) We’re ordered to the front ! [ This should be shouted. 

We Savor, the foe how ‘‘ Carpet-Knights’’ can face the battle’s 

runt! 

They laugh at us as ‘‘Brummels”—but we’ll prove ourselves 
‘** Bay-yards!”’ 

[Now the Martial Star will draw his sword and unfasten his revolver- 
case, taking up the exact pose in which he is represented upon the | 
posters outside, 

As you were! ... Form Square!... Mark Time!... Slope 
Arms! ... now—’Tention!... (These military evolutions 
should all be gone through by the Artist.) Forward, Guards! 

[To be yelled through music. 


Chorus. 
Onward every ’ero marches, 
In the Guards! Doncher know ? 
All the ‘‘’ Ucutss,” ‘‘ Burtizs,”” * ARCHIES,”’ 
Of the Guards! Doncher know ? 


They may twist their long moustarches, 
j For they’re Guards! Doncher know? 
Dandies ? yes,—but dandy lions are the Guards! 
. de ra ! 
[Red fire and smoke at wings, as Curtain falls upon the Military 
Impersonator in the act of changing to a new attitude. 


He Tn omnibus caritas”’—most difficult to practise when it’s * full 
inside” on a wet day, and you’re in the company of twelve damp, 
stuffy, stout, irritable and unyielding persons of both sexes. 


Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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XI. 
‘* A Workman seeking work he can- 


not get, 
Than (ip1pus.or Hamlet is a yet 
More tragic figure.” Truly ? 
So says, at least, your soberest plat- 
_ _ form Sage,* 
Who little shares the weakness of 
the age, 
To emphasise unduly. 


‘6 Hamlet in fustian! Ah!” the 
: Shadow smiled. 
66 Think mou oniety would be be- 


guile 

__ To see that sordid drama,— 
Society, to which the labourer lone 
In dull suburban suffering is un- 


known, 
Well-nigh, as the Grand Lama ? 


‘Well, we at least may watch it, if 
_ you care 

For witnessing unpicturesque despair, 
Undecorated sorrow. 

This man, no (idipus, knows not to-day 

How to procure his children food, or pay 
The landlord’s claim to-morrow.” 


I looked into a scantly-furnished room— 
A lamp’s low flame scarce glimmered through 
the gloom ; 
And yet a certain trimness 
Of none too tasteful Cockney carefulness 
Spake in the pictured walls, the woman’s 


ress, 
Through all its doleful dimness. 


A head set smartly on, an apron clean, 

A face not vixenish, though worn and lean, 
Hair glossy, though dishevelled, 

These mark the better sort of workman’s 


wife 
Who in the humble joys of labouring life 
For prosperous years has reyelled. 


Revelled in almost radiant content, 
The well-stocked cupboard, and the ready 


rent, 
Materials for gladness. 

Modest, yet all-sufficing, were her own, 

And not till now has the poor creature known 
The sharper pangs of sadness. 


Now? Well, yousee her ‘‘Man” is ‘‘ out of 
work !” (lurk 
Menacing phrase, in whose dread meaning 
Ruin and helpless anguish; | 
To Toil it sounds the tocsin of despair,— 
Once raise it, and in many a joyless lair 
Labour unfed must languish. 


Footsore and faint, from a long foodless 


tramp, 
Through miles of City suburb, drear and 


amp, 
In leafless, grey November ; : 
Her husband has returned. Behold him 
there, 
Cowering and shivering in the close-drawn 


chair, 
Over the fire’s last ember ! 


Hamlet, in fierce soliloquy near the throne, 
Larger, more searching, sorrow may have 
nown, 
Not more complete prostration 
Of manly energy and struggling hope. 
They only know it who have had to cope 
With such a situation. 
Mile after mile, with ever lessening force! 


Shop after shop, with voice more faint and 


_ hoarse ! é 
Still tramping, still appealing! 


wlll 
al 


i 
} 
{ 


i 


a 
Pisses! IM! 
i <j) | 


Picture that daily task for many a week— 
Rebuffed all round, with ever-paling cheek, 
And courage still congealing. 


‘Chance of a job?” The dismal shibboleth 
Repeated bide, dropped eyes and bated 


rea 
At entry after entry, 
Becomes a burdening horror. Now ’tis o’er, 
Hope’s latest portal ’s shut, and at the door 
Sullen despair stands sentry. 


The shame of it! The once smart-vestured 


wife 
Looking appeal that cuts more like a knife 
Than any loud reproaches ; 
The hungry children’s clamour hardly hushed, 
Their tear-stained cheeks with ruddy health 
once flushed, 
On which the white encroaches. 


The halt-stripces chamber, and the vacant 
walls, alls— 
On which his dizzied glance, despairing, 
Ay, and that open letter, 
The angry, ee s last demand! His 
ea 


his knees. Great Heaven! were 
e dead, | 
For them were it not better ? 


“You read that in his eyes, and read aright,” 
The Shadow said. ome forth into the 
night ! . 
Yonder rolls on the river, 
Fog-hidden, silent, fascination wild 
For many a soul grief-stricken, sin-defiled, 
Lone girl, or evil-liver ! 
‘¢The winter mists hide it, and it hides all,— 
So dreams, at least, full many a hopeless 
thrall 
Of poverty or sorrow. 
The fate-scourged soul’s surcharged with 
woe to-night ; [ligh 
What if the body, with dawn’s breaking 
Drift down that flood to-morrow ? 


‘‘ The woe, at least, is over, and the strife 
With the twin harpies of the toiler’s life, 
Hunger and Debt. Who knows them? 
Not Hamiet and not Hprrvs. They wage 
Ravaging war upon a pettier stage, [them. 
These scenes, good friend, disclose 


‘‘ Snectres unpicturesque! Ambition, lust, 
Volcanically wreck; these twain, like rust, 
Silent, and slow, and stealthy, 

Eat into humble souls ; their utter stress 
Strains not the imposing strugglers in life’s 


Drops o’er 


lol-de-rol- 
institute a de 


let us be serious. 
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‘ Tras yolontiers,” repartit le démon. ‘ Yous aimez les tableaux changeans: Je veux vous contenter.”’ 
Le Diable Boitenusz. 


**'The poor to plead for, or to champion want, 
Strikes your great ‘Thunderer’ as, ‘the 
sorriest cant ’— 

And I am not a canter,” (ae 
Murmured the Shadow. ‘‘ Nay, shopkeeper 
Artisan out of work, or Sweater’s thrall, 

Tis better ‘form’ to banter. 


‘* They ’re not heroic, are they, friend ?—to us 

Like halting Hamlet, fate-scourged CEDIPUS. 
And are they not protected ? 

‘Freedom of Contract’ is their guardian boon, 

What more, by doctrinaires who dream and 
(Like MortEy)—is expected? [moon, 


‘+ Wreedom of Contract! ’Tis delightful fun!” 
‘¢ And what,” I murmured, ‘‘ has that bless- 
ing done 
For the wrecked workman yonder?” 
‘‘ Well, he contracted—freely—for his rent, 
(Upon bis normal wage how much per cent. 
That means, let pundits ponder). 


‘Freedom of Contract, plus that force 
; majeure secure— 
Which binds the toiling throng in toils 
Stern need of shop or dwelling, 
And narrow limitations of their choice— 
There breed such bliss as scarce an angel’s 
Were adequate to telling. [voice 
‘6 Wor the results! Friend did you hear that 
splash ? 
Poor fool, dull, unappreciative, rash ! 
His idle hands deliver [heart, 
One o’erstrained head, and one impatient 
His ‘freedom’ bids him choose despair’s last 


part— 
A plunge in the cold river!” 
(To be continued.) 


THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF PAINTERS 


IN WATER-COLOURS. 
‘“‘Ou, WHAT a vastand avaried variety—You 
see in the Royal Water-Colour Society! ” Why 
shouldn’t I sing ? Why shouldn’t I ‘*drop into 


po'try”? It’s nice rimey weather. They 


wouldn’t allow me to do it at the Institute. 
It’s all ee here! Fol-de-rol, lol-de-rol, 

iety. Mr. RieE, the Keeper, 
Looks as if he were about to 
lunatico inquirendo—says it’s 
rigidly forbidden. Ha! ha! Not bad. But 
Eh! What! ‘‘ The Fleet 
Saluting!” Suggests ‘‘ Kiss me quick, and 
go!’? Nothing of the kind! Charming study 
of Spithead last August, by Miss CLaza Mont- 
ALBA, who has at least a dozen capital works 
in the Gallery. Stacy Marks has some clever 
pictures. Stay, see Marks, by all means. ; 
Look especially at his ‘‘ Lloyd’s News,” and 
his ‘* Sulphur-crested Cockatoo.” ALFRED D, 
F rrp has only one picture. There is no frip- 
pery whatever about the ‘‘ Sta Hole, Han- 
bury Down,” but an excellent, an earnest 
study of Nature, painted at Lulworth. SirJoHN 
GILBERT appears, with all his old force and 
splendour, in ‘‘ 4 Bishop.’ Good to look at. 
Just the man for a see. HERBERT MARSHALL 
has marshalled his talents mostly in Holland, 


approaches, 


¢| and only gives us one view of London, namely, 


‘* Westminster Abbey, from Lambeth.” This 
is so good, that we cannot allow him to go out 
of London again for along while. J. H. HEn- 
SHALL’s ‘* In Wonderland,” isa clever picture | 
of a pretty little damsel, with a pair of shapely, 
sable-hosed legs, over the arm ofa chair. We 
cannot help wondering what the little lady’s 
mamma will say when she sees her lolling and 
dreaming in this fashion. F. SMALLFIELD’S 
pictures, especially Sadak, and ‘* When the 
‘Bloom ison the Rye,” show his versatility, and 
demonstrate that his field of observation 1s 
anything but small. ‘‘ And there are lots 
more I could name with propriety, That are 
hung at the Royal Water-Colour Society |” 


press— 
* Mr. Joun Moruzy, at the “ Eighty” Club. | The wicked and the wealthy. 
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A WORD FROM THE MOUTH OF THE BOURNE. 


Now that the subject of winter resorts is before the 
world, some account may appropriately be given of that 
Bournemouth to which so many visitors return. The 
town seems to have been built in the midst of pine- 
forests, through which roads have been cut in different 
directions ; and it is significant that every thoroughfare 
in Bournemouth, with but one exception, is still called a 
“road.” The whole place, as HAYDN, or his librettist, 
might have put it, is “* with verdure clad”; the rich 
greens of the pine-trees and the firs being, in many places, 
relieved by the scarlet berries of the mountain ash, or 
the pink flowers of the rhododendrons. Snowdrops and 
winter roses may here and there be seen; but the general 
uniform of the place is green sprinkled with red. 

At Bournemouth I was, for the first time in my life— 
but not, I hope, the last—inveigled into taking up my 
abode at a temperance establishment. It was not even 
an hotel—not at least by name—the proprietor of the 
house being specially forbidden by the terms of his lease 
from calling it one. He was prevented, moreover, by 
clause in this formidable lease from applying for a wine 
and spirit licence. A feeling of depression comes over 
"| the visitor, when on crossing the threshold of the ‘‘ Im- 

perial,” he finds an announcement staring him in the 
face, to the effect that the proprietor does not possess a 
wine licence, and is bound not even to ask for one. 
** All ye who enter here, leave drink behind,” the solemn 
inscription seems to say. 

But an hotel, even though it be furnished like a well- 
appointed private house, and bear no special designation, 
is still an hotel ; and though an hotel-keeper may have 
bound himself not to apply for a wine licence, this does 
not prevent him from enabling his customers to order 
wine from another hotel. A sort of cheque-book is 
brought to the visitor, who draws for whatever draughts 
he happens to require ; whether for lunch, dinner, or the 
intervals between regular meals. This plan of ordering 
wine beforehand might advantageously be adopted at 
all hotels. It would save delay, and that rushing to and 
fro on the part of the waiters which must necessarily 
take place when wine is ordered only at the moment of 
sitting down to table. 

The rivers of Bournemouth and its neighbourhood are 
full of fish. The Bourne contains tittlebats ; the Avon, 
near Christchurch, is famous for its salmon—‘’ saumon 
de Christchurch,” as itis called in our London menus ; 
while the Stour, on the other side of Christchurch, is 
celebrated for its pike—the turnpike—that stands on the 
bridge by which it is crossed. 

In the beautiful cathedral-like church of the village 
of Christchurch, fine stone architecture and droll wooden 
sculpture are to be seen; a remarkable example of the 
latter being an admirably-carved representation of a 
preacher in the form of a fox, holding forth to a congre- 
gation of geese; the duty of the clerk being performed 
by a crowing cock. In the churchyard I noticed an 
epigram and an enigma—both excellent. The former is 
as follows :— 
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CHARITY THAT BEGINNETH NOT WHERE IT SHOULD. 


(‘AND WHAT ’S ALL THIS I HEAR, BARBARA, ABOUT YOUR WANTING TO FIND 
SOME OCCUPATION ?” 

‘‘ WELL, YOU SEE, IT’S SO DULL AT HOME, Uncte. I’VE NO BROTHERS OR 
SisrTERS—AND PAPA ’S PARALYSED—AND MAMMA ’S GOING BLIND—so I WANT TO 
BE A HosPiTaL NuRSE.” 


eae 
regulation, and sent it as a rare curate? the Académie des Inscriptions of 
Paris. Close to the pier is a lofty sand-hill, peiay destitute of vegetation ; 
on which some facetious member of the Town Council has caused a notice to be 
set up, entreating the public to ‘‘ protect the grass on this ape : : 
Ultimately, I discovered on the top of the sand-hill, widely dispersed, just 

thirteen blades of grass; and I have opened a subscription for the exhibition of 
a second notice which, I propose, shall be in these words :— 

If you’d seen this grass before it grew, 

Youd give the gardener all is due. 


With a contented mind, a cheerful spirit, and enough experience of musical 
and dramatic performances, to render an occasional absence from them a 
leasant change, one may pass a few days, or even weeks, agreeably enough at 
ournemouth. The open sea, the jagged, many-coloured and picturesque 
cliffs, the golden sands, the green pine-woods, the hedges of laurel and rhodo- 
dendron, are delightful to the lover of Nature. But no amusements are rovided 
which, to a Londoner, would seem worthy of the name; and in this, above all, 
lies the inferiority of Bournemouth, as of all other English watering-places, to 
Nice, Monte Carlo, and the favourite health-resorts of the Riviera. 


——— oo 
THE GOOD MUSICIAN. 


Poor dear Freppy Cray! No common Clay. Gone from us last week after 
seven years of suffering. His disposition was as sweet as were his melodies. 
He Bey collected about him a band of devoted friends ; nothing false or dis- 
cordant ever fell from his lips, or from his pen ; he never made an enemy, 
and lived in harmony with all whol knew him, for all who knew him loved 
him. I knew him well. Requiescat ! ¥F. 6: 3 


eS 


6‘ Live well, die never ; 
Die well, live for ever.” 


The enigma runs thus :— 
“‘ Wewerenotslayne brt rays’d; | “‘ What rest covld th living have 
Rays’d not to life When dead had none? 
Byt to be bvried twice Agree amongst yov. 
By men of strife. Heere we ten are one.”’ 
‘‘ Hen : Rogers Died Aprill 17, 1641.” 


The ancient explanation of this epitaph in the form of 
a riddle was a most unsatisfactory one—‘‘ that ten men 
having been drowned, their bodies were recovered, and 
buried together in one grave.” What is evidently the 
true solution has been found by the present Rector of 
Christchurch, who, starting from the fact indicated by 
the date, that the re-interment took pete during the 
Civil War, came to the conclusion that Cromwellian 
troops, in want of bullets, must have dug up the ten 
bodies with a view to their leaden coffins, and then 
re-buried them in one common grave. : 

Boscombe, an interesting suburb of Bournemouth, is 
remarkable for the fineness of its sea-view and the 
humour of its inhabitants. At the entrance to its pretty 
little pier may be read this exhilarating announcement : 
“Dogs are not allowed on this pier for promenading 
purposes.” I have made a copy of this strangely worde 


Next Porr.—There_ can no longer*be any doubt of it, the next Pope 
pate Mr. Sreap, of the P. M. G: What title will he assume? Pope Linus 
was the immediate successor of St. PETER, 80 Mr. Sreap, on the strength of 
his ‘‘ Letters from the Vatican,”, might appropriately style himself Pope 
| Penny-a-Linvs. 


eee 
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re a ER SET 


but, being still of an eccentric turn, elects to reappear on her 
wedding day in the costume of the Red Hussar, _ 

Billy Taylor was a ‘‘ fine young fellow,” and so is Ralph Rodney 
(Mr. Bew Davins). Billy was pressed and sent to sea: RaLrH, 
pressed by debt, enlists and joins the army. Billy's young woman 
was a ‘‘maiden fair and free” (I forget her name, and believe she 


PICKING UP THE PIECES. 
A Golden Piece at the Criterion—A Tempestuous Piece at the Lyric. 


4s7Tk is a masterpiece. It is full of those touches of nature which, 

as “affecting the pe of pookst-handisceyiae ae e\sciee An 
e washer ; 

A CastTr AT THE Cri, AND A’ ORY AT THE It is : Feaiat itty comic ; it is 
CASTE. irresistibly pathetic. With 

two exceptions, namely, 
CRITERIUN first, that speech of Esther's 
~ about *‘ ga oping over the 

| HEATRE upturned faces,” and the 
AS, an expression of Ger- 

7 ‘lA ASTE ridge’s about WD’ Alroy 
CED. clasping his wife in his 
“great, strong, loving arms” 
‘qd —both of which are quite 
f; > out of ‘keeping with the 
“NV AeveRy characters in whose mouths 
. HAY EVENIN the words are placed—the 
gi —=__ piece is free from all tin- 
Rar es, ot sentimentality, Part of 
eee Se mission was to 

upset the conventional love- 
making which, till his time, 
had been etpets from 
stage-lovers. In Caste the 
lovers talk as they would 
and do, in.real life,—stupid 


Tria Juncta in Una. 
never had one in the ballad), so is Ralph Rodney’s sweetheart, who, 
when Ralph is enlisted, follows him to the wars in the disguise of a 
Pn alte eee Red Huse Ny Te Sxoept to gy 
: ase Site iteri just as Billy’s young woman follows him to sea dressed as a sailor, 
The elise pee oa ober his stick, gee the ery saa her hands aaieched ‘* with the nasty pitch and tar,” “ under the name 
P 2 table. His business, con-|0f Richard Karr.” Billy’s sweetheart, finding him faithless, shot 
siderably developed, when he holds the audience watching him|him and his new flame, and received the 
as closely and as intently as though he were about to commit a|¢commendation of the Captain for the deed, ee 
melodramatic crime, when he is simply filling and lighting his pipe, | 2 well as promotion in the British Navy from ee 
without saying a word, is a triumph acknowledged by a round of |@ Government, that evidently knew how to 
genuine BeErmntive applause. reward merit in those days.. But Miss Kitty 
The performance of Mr. Lronarp Boyne and Miss OLGA Branvon, | Carrol, whenshesees Ralph with Barbara Bel- 
as George D’ Alroy and Esther Eccles, is as near perfect as it can | /asys (Miss Fro- 
be: and his scene with the baby zs perfect. Miss LOTTrE Vennr’s|BENCE Dysart), 
Polly Eccles is Ecclesent,—I s all say, excellent. Mr. Broox-| doesn’t do any- 
FIELD'S Sam Gerridge is a living type of the honest mechanic ; careful} thing at_all, as 
and economical, he is bound to get on in the world ; kind and|far as I could 
generous, he will win the affection of those who come to know him;|make out — not 
yet capable of turning so nasty if anything rubs him the wrong way, | having a “book 
that one trembles lest after the honeymoon is over, the lively Polly | of the words” for 
may occasionally regret her bargain. reference — but, 
BRooxrretp- Gerridge’s genuinely hearty and awkward shake of | taking the situa- 
Hawtree’s hand is an Inspiration, but Major Hawtree, a brave | tion in the friend- 
liest possible 
spirit, dashes 
recklessly into the 
Song of the Regi- 
ment, by way of 
bringing down the 
Curtain on a ga 
Sinale. The Thir 


S : talk, that raises a sympa- 
“SS thetic smile by its perfectly 
x natural inanity. 


$ . 2D 


> 


Dame, and he has produced a Lady Snobbess, 
The Play is one which no lover of the Drama ought to miss seeing. 


It commences at the rational hour of 8°45, May I b i A eres. a . 
; e permitted ct seemed unne- : . ae 
suggest, for the benefit of those who hate Agen eet of Thee cessary, except for “Ah si Ben Mio” ; or, The Lyric edition of 
omes after dinner,” that from the Criterion dining-room to the | Hayprn Corrin’s Hemy Sere 


song, which is not the happiest of Composer SoLomon’s inspirations, 
To my mind, there’s not an air in it equal to the ‘‘ Bake-a-roll” in 
Pickwick. It was a cold night. I came into the theatre myself, and 
I went out Coffin’, and hayen’t been the same man since. erhaps I 
may now get engaged as a tenor, or to replace one of the supers, who 
shaved off his moustachios in order to do his best, ashe said before 
the Magistrate, for the success of The Red Hussar. Bravo, super ! 

The scenery and costumes are charming. This Red Hussar ought 
to do what no soldier ever should do, and that is,—run. 


Theatre is but a BED and, if you don’t mind a few more steps, you 


Royal in Regent Street, superior to any similar Restaurant in Paris 


> Lempestuous Nights at the Lure te The Red Hussar, Mr. 
c an Opera, and scored : 
tour Mr. 4H, OTTINGER STEPHENS, has suit aedaed 
ming & good Inbretto. It might have had a second title, The 

, if that hadn’t been done years ago at the 


Hortanp Hovsz at Monte OaRto.—Fogs, snow, North-east 
winds, sunless, joyless weather in London, and then to read the 
journalistic summary of the very summery state of the weather at 
Monaco and Monte Carlo, where the new Métropole Hotel, under the 
Management of Mr. Atrrep Horianp, has just been opened fresh 
as one of the Dutch natives. Would that we could take a month’s 
Hollanday, and be like the swallow flying South towards the South 
A or pts ‘ee yeeee Pee ty nae ae =) 0 such oe and 
Hoht t uck’s every at Monte Carlo; so we hope there’s plen i 

ght pants, reddy, aye, redd —very dandy boots—and with a Song | with the new nad superior sanitary avhapeouered ae oy 7 fad 


of the Regi t hi i rs 3 ‘ 
egiment, which is full of ‘go. “Act IIT House,” in the Paradise of Principalities, where play is work, and 


es the man she loves, | demand-notes, Schoolboard-rates, and taxes, are unknown, 
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THE ROBIN. 
(With apologies to ‘* The Throstle”’ that sang in October.) 


‘* CHRISTMAS is coming, Christmas is coming. 
I know it, I know it, I know it! 
Goose again, gifts again, peace and good-will again.” 


. 


Yes, and the bills again—blow it ! 


Here’s the tailor’s—new suit for my younger son WILL, 
it Reseating the same, same repeated. 

Bill, bill, bill, bill!”? Be thankful your bill 

Need not be receipted. 


‘*Tce again, frost again, all the pipes burst again!” 
I wish Christmas came in the summer. Mure f 
You can’t get the plumbers to work, little friend ; — fed 
At Christmas you can’t get a plumber. oS in 


‘* Beer again, beer, beer, lots of beer W? 
Oh, yes, it’s drink that’s the reason. 
Christmas is coming, is coming, my dear, 

And I wish you joy of the season. 


i 


ne 


2 
eo y 


A GorpEen Boox.—The best of all the Christmas Books 
we’ve at present seen, the one that comes nearest the 
true spirit of Christian Christmas is Mrs. MEYNELL’S 
touching story of The Poor Sisters of Nazareth, illus- 
trated by GrorcE LaMBERT, and charmingly got up by 
Messrs. Burns & Oates. Some years ago GEORGE 
Avevstus Sata powerfully pleaded for the funds of 
this noble Institution with the best results. Miss Mry- 
ake : delightful book must touch all hearts and open all 
pockets. 


A Real Musical Treat. 


Siz Song-Stories for Children,” 
Will be to them a joy 
With pictures by Huten MAckEnzIx, 
And music by Jimmy Mottoy. 
Youll sing them in Christmas play-time, 
The time for cakes, crackers, and apples, 
Though not to be Bee a Churches 
You’ll always get them at CHAPPELL’s. 


THE MYSTERY OF A CITY DINNER. 


THERE is a curious paragraph amid the rare fashionable announce- 
ments of the Daily News. It records how a dinner was given at 
the Albion Tavern, to Mr. J. C, PARKINSON, Mr. EpmunD YATES in 
the Chair. 

“The guest of the evening (we read) was presented by the Chairman on 
Percy Macquor. Get it from SKEFFINGTON AND Son (if SKEFFING- behalf of the subscribers, in a feeling speech, with a handsome service of 
TON isn’t in, ask the son), and give it to your for-bears for Christmas. plate, artistically designed to illustrate the most celebrated characters and 

The Encore Reciter sounds like a personage who asks twice for incidents in the works of CHARLES DICKENS. The presentation was from 


: open ad ) . + ae Mr. Parkrnson’s private friends in acknowledgment of recent public 
whiskey, but it isn't. At s a collection,—most of us dislike collec-| .oryices in connection with an archeological and philanthropic association, 


ele ate cen pri ih yous modest coin end! #3) toms bupht and af ee PARKINSON has been a leading member for a quarter of a 
entertaining books for children. I think if they’re lured on to learn ; . r : : : 
the Reciter by heart, they will be quite quiet till it is time to return a ate of questions at ne eg —~ ot #1 thea cal and 
to school, and they can give the recitations there. From JAMES Crarx | Philanthropic association thus darkly a utc. Sir, 
& Co. comes The Rosebud Annual. Blooming again! Examine its quae ease chet Teas ats aa oe ruid ar — ae 
leaves. I have to turn on a band of skimmers and a crew of skippers eterna Ys ne for? Fee Liruikerohiel es bale 
to look into these Christmas books, otherwise the Bold Baron would bos ‘ ne : 1 bscribed by these i ri 
sink under the task. Alone, he can’t doit. But he can guarantee for any stray item in the service of plate subscnibi. oF See ee 
the opinions given by he skimmers and skippers (who “ know the able private friends to a hitherto unsuspected Public Benefactor. 
ropes’) on all they pick out for choice. So the Baron’s examining ——————————— 
chaplains pass as first-class in one line—here’s the line :—Miss A. B. 
Epwarpes’s Midsummer Ramble in the Dolomites—not quite a book 
for very little children. So don’t be misled—Miss (A. B. E.) led—by 
the sound of Dolly Mites. Elder children look out! So for CooPER’s 
Leather-Stocking Tales, and our dear old friend, The Last of the 
Mohicans. Hang it! This must be the very last of the Mohicans ! 
He’d been lagging behind, and has iost his way, because he got out 
of the coe of The Pathfinder. That’ll do for this week. 
As for the Cards, they’re pouring in. Old Father Christmas 
hasn’t himself, as yet, left his card with us—at least, the Baron 
doesn’t see anything like his old friend’s face in the brilliant flowers, 
birds, and lovely designs worked out by Messrs. HILDESHEIMER AND 
Favutxner, for example, with whom he will begin, and, for this 
week, end, Plenty more to review. The cry is still they come; 
but I can only notice ‘‘here a one and there a one,” says, emphati- 
cally, the friend of everybody, Baron DE B.-W. & Co. 
aaa 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Ir her name is any indication of the director of her literary talents, 
Mrs. Satu BaRKkeR ought BAR to write nautical stories. The 
children will be as contented with her charming annual as must be 
RovutiEepGs, and the Sons of RouTLEDGE, who put it before them. 

Pepin, the Dancing Bear, by Mrs. Macauorn, and illustrated by 


A Very Curious Corncrpence.—‘' There have,’ the Pall-Malt 
Gazette complacently remarks, ‘‘ been two rather curious instances 
of journalistic coincidences this week. One is the Cartoon in Punch, 
and the Cartoon in the Pall-Mall Budget, both ie 
Mr. CHAMBERLAIN as the Sphinx. The other, the Daily News an 
the Pall-Mall Gazette both adopting the parody form in reviewing 
Mr. Morris’s Roots of the Mountains.” Not_ the least curious 
feature in the coincidence is, that it was a little late. Punch is in 
the London newspaper offices on Tuesday afternoon, the Pall- Mall 
Budget coming out on the following Thursday ; whilst the idea of 
reviewing Mr. Morris’s book in the particular form alluded to 
appeared in the afternoon issue of the enterprising sheet, with much 
else already familiar in the morning papers. 


Tue Pigmies of South Africa are, it is said, in a letter to the 
Times, *‘ gradually disappearing: A striking illustration of ‘small 
‘*A Very Mucnu OVER-RATED Prrson.”—The London citizen. by degrees, and beautif ly less.’ 
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A PARDONABLE MISTAKE, 


Young Mother (lately from Girton), ‘‘ CoME IN, DEAR, EXxcUSE ME FOR ONE MOMENT. I’M JUST ORDERING A CRIB FoR HERODOTUS.” 
Fair Friend (not from Girton). ‘‘OH, THAT’S WHAT YOU ’RE GOING TO CALL DEAR Baby, 18 17?” 


FRIENDS (?) OF EDUCATION. 
A Sone or THE ScHoon Boarp. 


Atr—"‘ Three Students were travelling over the Rhine.” 


THREE strangers were travelling townward one day, 
And together they paused to hobnob by the way. 
Oh, far might you wander before you would see 

A grislier group than that terrible Three ! 


For not the Three Ravens of legend looked foul 

As these Three with the ‘‘mortar-board,” ‘‘ stove-pipe,” and cowl; 
And not the Three Fates, when intent on their thread, 

Had an aspect more harsh, a demeanour more dread. 


There was he of the ‘‘ mortar-board,” 
With the book and the birch that the little ones fear : 
The grinder of hearts and the racker of brains, 
Moloch-service the price of his dubious gains. 


pedant austere, 


The Teacher as torturer, poverty’s scourge, 
Who the lesson would force, and the school-fee would urge, 


Though poor bairns to his rostrum should siaarer tacked come, 
With the penny that left them all starving at home. 


And who is his villanous plump vis-a-vis, 

Of the visage suffused with such sinister glee ? 
That ruddy-faced rogue is Society’s curse: 
His hands ever grope in the fat Public Purse. 


Plump hands and prehensile, they grub, and they pick, 
And, oh, how the gold to those digits will stick ! 
That’s J papery, thiefdom incarnate is he, 

And perhaps the worst knave of the rascally Three, 


As sly Jerry-Builder he best loves to pose, 
ut that cynical eye, and that fee-sniffing nose, 
Into everything peer, into everything poke, 
Where there’s chance of a ** job,’ which he hails as a joke, 


eS 
eS 


And the third of the Three, the strange spectre, and thin, 
With the cowl, and the bowl, and the skeleton grin! 

Ah! Pedantry callous, and Jobbery foul, 

Find companionship fit in the Thing with the Cowl ! 


“Drink, Gentlemen! Fill up your cups to our Cause! ” 
And they rap on the Board with effusive applause. 

For the stuff in that bowl is right stingo, you see ; 

And they all love a dip, do those sinister Three. 


And these be thy friends, Education! The grub 
Who would ruthlessly cram the poor famishing scrub, 
The knave, of whose life base corruption is breath, 
And—auxiliar of all things, destructive !—pale Death. 


Education! O spirit benignant and kind, 

To the ghouls who dishonour thee canst thou be blind ? 
Not this was the promised Utopian bliss, 

Of thy kingdom s0 lately cata baked a this ! 


Thy task is divine, but ’tis badly begun. 
Autolycus, Herod, and Moloch in one 
Appears this new idol that some would set up, 
To drink childhood ’s bane in a poisonous cup. 


Hath Justice no power—hath Law not a hand, 

To sweep jocund Jobbery out of the land ? 

’Tis our newest Utopia, and lo! he creeps in, 
Hob-nobbing with Death, with its menacing grin ! 


The fumes of those draughts are of deadliest breath, 
Pedant cruelty, knavish corruption, and Death! 
Education ’s a spirit benign, with fair ends, 

But Heaven deliver her from her new friends! 


Oxp French Morro ror CremEr.—“‘ Toy que j’aime.” Ask to 
see the Grenouille nageuse att** the Cremeries.” Froggee would a 
swimming go. The Country House of the Cremeries, where the toys 
go for their spring, must be at ‘‘ Dollis Hill.” 
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complete suit of camphorated white linen clothes that have been 
already prepared for him. He is now finally enveloped in a large 
but tight-fitting india-rubber waterproof overcoat, buttoned close 
up to the ears, and having a lighted strymonium cigar put in his 
mouth, and receiving a last sprinkling of carbolic acid from a good- 
sized hand-syringe, may be regarded in safe condition to see his 
patient, and be ushered without further ado into his presence. 

Such, Sir, is the ‘‘ process,” by a rigid adherence to which I 
flatter myself I have as yet managed to preserve myself and the 
members of my family from the dangers of imported infection. Itis 
true that, nicely as it reads on paper, its practical execution has cer- 
tainly given rise to several misundertandings with the various medical 
men whom I have from time to time called in; one, for instance 
strongly protesting against the burning”of his clothes, the value of 
which he ultimately recovered from me by means of an appeal to the 
County Court; while another bitterly pay lok me, because the shower- 
bath of Condy’s fluid had had the result of turning him a rich deep 
brown colour, that lasted quite a month. Though I tried to explain 
to him that so far from objecting to this, he ought, on the contrary, 
rather to hail it as a welcome advertisement to everybody who met 
him, that he, at least, was one of the careful set of medical men, and 
had been thoroughly disinfected ; still, he did not seem to see the 
matter in this light, and threatened to put the whole affair into the 
hands of his solicitors. However, whatever happens, I mean to hold 
religiously fast tomy programme, and fully hope and expect to be 
able conscientiously to subscribe myself as 
ONE WHO HAS SUCCESSFULLY CoMBATED THE INSIDIOUS GERM. 


Srr,—I have followed the correspondence on the danger of the 
spread of infection by Doctors with interest, but I have not, as yet, 
come across any gee specific that equals my own. Mine is 
simple. I never cal octor at all. Not that I am without 
medical aid. When ailing, I turn to the advertising columns of my 
daily paper, and try the first patent medicine that meets my she As 
I am constantly ailing, my recourse to this form of remedial aid is 
tolerably frequent. Indeed, I may say, I almost live on drugs. My 
life is, therefore, not quite a happy one. I am often overwhelm 

with melancholy ; still, as long as there is a self-recommended Pill 
in the market, I feel I have something to fall back upon, and that, 
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Lords Justices BowEN and Fry are prepared to break the windows of the 
Court, and relieve the asphyxiated Bar. 


Srr,— What is all this new-fangled nonsense about the Doctors 
“spreading infection?” ‘** Do they?” Why, of course they do 
But it’s all in the day’s work. I should like to know what busy 
practitioner has got time tothink of changing his coat, or, for the matter 
of that, of washing his hands because he has just come from seeing 
A.’s family who are down with scarlet fever, and has happened then 
to look in on B.’s family who have only been got hold of by the 
mumps. Bless my soul, Sir, what ave we coming to next, when these 
sort of precautions are expected of us? Why everyone who isin the 
swim knows that if it wasn’t for a rattling epidemic now and then, 
we poor, struggling, hard-working practitioners couldn’t keep our 
heads above water. ‘‘Spread it?” Of course we ‘¢ spread it.” 
That's all fair enough, for how should we keep our business up, I 
should like to know, and get our accounts to look something lke 


a ie 
In order to deaden the sense of smell, second-hand clothes-pegs will be used 
by the Bench and the Bar. 


Srr,—I am sure that the thanks, not only of rather cautious 
people, like myself, who take their own little measures for self- 
protection, but all who give a moment’s consideration to the matter, 
are due to Miss Copsx for calling attention to this deadly scourge 
working in our midst, the modern disease and destruction- 
distributing Doctor, Some years since, if was my bitter misfortune | 84¢ I 1 ‘ met 
to have introduced into my defenceless and unsuspecting household, ship-shape, when we send them in at Ferran if wedidn’t ? Any- 
by one of these secret pests of our existing social system, a virulent how, those have been my sentiments for the last five-and-twenty 
epidemic of nettle-rash, of the worst type; and it was this final out- | years, and good sound sentiments too! And it will want something 
rage that roused me to think [out, and carry into execution, the | more than all this squeamish and rubbishing talk about ‘‘ Disin- 
subjoined plan, which, I submit, is the only possible safe method, | fectants,” and Heaven knows what other old woman’s tomfooleries, to 
under existing circumstances, of calling in, and getting the advice of | take the wind out of one who is only too prond to subscribe himself an 
the ordinary medical practitioner. There may be a little trouble in- M.D. or THE ReautaR Goop OLD ScHOOL. 
volved in carrying it out, and it may not always be easy to come [Vrain 
across, sepeciaits in a busy neighbourhood, a medical man of a 
sufficiently ‘scientific bent to induce him, for the accustomed fee, 
which I never exceed, of three shillings and sixpence, to fall in 
agreeably with the little extra trouble involved in giving effect to the 
few precautionary measures which my sense of obligation to myself 
and family obliges me, when seeking the assistance of my medical 
adviser, necessarily to adopt. However, such as they. are, I have 
much pleasure in communicating them for the benefit of your 
numerous readers. : 

On a case of illness occurring in my household, and the Doctor being 
summoned by telegraph, a due watch is set for his approach, and, as 
goon as he comes in sight, he is played upon by a hand garden- 
engine charged with a powerful disinfectant. On entering by the 

hall-door, which is opened to him by a couple of servants bearing 
large lighted torches, giving off volumes of smoke, for the pur- 
pose of fumigation, he is enveloped in a large sheet steeped in vinegar 
and water, and conducted to a conservatory at the back of the house. 
Here he has to take off his clothes, which are taken from him and 
burnt, he the meanwhile being requested to step into a shower-bath popularl passed for poetry. 
of Condy’s fluid, upon emerging from which he dresses himself in a | Maxim Gun”’ of the nineteenth 


‘KEEP UP THE CHRISTOPHER!” 


We hail with satisfaction the news, taken from that invaluable 
compilation of news called London Day by Day, in the Daily 
Telegraph, that Mr. CHRISTOPHER SYKES, of Brantinghamthorpe, 18 
to be presented by the Electors for the Buckrose Division of York- 
shire ‘‘ with a memorial of the Parliamentary tie which has existed 
between them so long.”” The ‘‘ Parliamentary tie ” weve generally 
seen round the neck of Mr. SYKES, M.P., in the evening, has been a 
white one. What better memorial of a spotless record of twenty- 


three years spent in the service of the Buckroses, than a stock of 


virgin-white ties? If the Buckroses adopt the notion, Mr. CHRIS- 
TOPHER SYKES can retire into private life, and be known as The 
White Tie-Coon, X M P. 

— 

‘¢ His NAME HAS PASSED INTO A Provers.”’—Marrtin F. ToPPER, 
famed for his Proverbial Philosophy, has joined the majority. He 
was thoroughly in earnest, and said many a true thing in what 
He will be remembered as ‘* The Great 


eentury. 


[December 7, 1889. 
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MR. PUNCH’S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. 
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“ EVERY EXCUSE.” | 
Brigson (excited). ‘‘ HULLO !—THERE GOES A——” [Ups with his gun! 
His Host (clutching his arm). ‘‘'Goop HEAVENS !—YOU ’RE NOT GOING TO SHOOT THAT Fox?” : 
Brigson, ‘‘My pear F'LLER ! WH’-WH’-WHY NoT? THIS IS THE LAST Day I SHALL HAVE THIS SzasoN—AND I—I FEEL As IF I 
COULD SHOOT MY OWN MOTHER-IN-LAW—IF SHE ROSE in ee 


green, but not so decidedly patriotic in tone as the ribbons that knot 
the breeches at the knee. A high hat, with exc eedingly small brim, is 
rakishly set on one side of your host's head, and you do not fail to 
notice the ‘‘cuddy” stuck in the rusty band that confines the base 
of the crown, and has braved many storms in these lovely Wicklow 
mountains. 

Advancing with hearty bonhomie, you holdout your right hand to 
grasp that of the Irish Chief, and, waving your leit comprehensively 
around the scenery, you remark, with the late poet MooRE :— 

‘« Sweet vale of Avoca! how calm could I rest 

In thy hosom of shade, with the friends I love best, 

Where the storms that we feel in this cold world should cease, 
And our hearts like thy waters, be mingled in peace es 

‘Ah, well,” says your host, without catching your enthusiasm, 
‘if you are tired with your walk, you had better come inside to 
rest. You will find it less damp.” 

You follow your host’s example in stooping under the doorway, 
and find yourself in the outer of the two rooms that seem to compose 
the mansion. A creeper-clad verandah shades the F rench window, 
under which a massive pig reposes at full length, and grunts 
inquiringly at the entrance of the stranger. A faded Turkey carpet 
covers the floor. But its proportions are not so exact as to hide 
from your scrutiny the fact that underneath it lies the mud of virgin 
earth. On one of the low walls under the smoke-grimed rafters, 
which have, doubtless, covered many a cheery company, hangs a 
Bartolozzi engraving of Adam and Eve ; portraits of JosEPH GILLIS 
BiceaR addressing the House of Commons; Trim Heaty in wig and 
gown, disputing with the Town Clerk of Ephesus, and seemingly 
getting the better of him; whilst a portrait of Mr. ASHMEAD 
BARTLETT in his court dress, does duty for a fire-screen. This last, 
however, is not sufficiently massive to cover the generous space, 
over which hangs a bulky cauldron, from which there flutters a 
breath of inviting steam. As your host draws up to the fire an 
ormolu and gilt chair (for the day is chill), and rests his feet on the 
well-worn straw hassoeck, you adroitly affecting a slight cold, sniff, 
for peradventure you may make a bappy guess at the contents of the 


STATESMEN AT HOME. 


DCOXXXVH. CHARLES STEWART PARNELL AT AVONDALE. 


SpEEDING in the train to Holyhead, crossing the Channel in the 
well-appointed boats designed for the Mail Service, landing in 
Dublin, and passing through Wicklow on the way to Rathdrum, you 
have opportunity to reflect on the varied experiences that fall to ieee 
lot in the task which, impelled by a sense of public duty, you hav 
undertaken. Most frequently your business calls you into communi- 
cation with the great and the rich. All your men are eminent, and 
all their houses well furnished. You know most of the Stately homes 
of England—how beautiful they stand !—have made an inventory 
of their chairs, their carpets, their line-engravings, and their 
umbrella-stands. But there is another aspect of the picture, another 
surface of the medallion; and, as you pick your way across the 
prickly potato-field that environs the mud-cabin which has descended 
to the Irish Leader as a feature in his paternal estates, you sternly 
set yourself to disregard the unusual environments of your company, 
always ready (as Mr. W. H. Smiru once said) to do your duty to 
your Queen and your country. 

As you draw near to the mud edifice, you discover your host 
standing in what may be called the doorway, apparently surveying 
the beauties of the country. At home, among his own people, 
CHARLES STEWART PaRNELL conforms to the habits of the locality. 
This afternoon he wears a coat in which you recognise the beginning 
of the dinner-dress which you are accustomed to wear in the higher 
circles of society in London. It is, perhaps, cut away a little more 
than usual at the hips, the skirts more decidedly resemble the 
outline of a swallow’s tail, andthe collar is a trifle high. But these 
are details. His breeches are tied at the knee with ribbon, vividly 
green in hue. Stout brown worsted stockings, a little the worse for 
wear, cover his shapely limbs, ending in a pair of brogues that have 
not recently been submitted to the blacking-brush. A waistcoat, 
half unbuttoned, displays a blue cotton shirt ; a high collar, such as 


Mr. GLADSTONE wears in holiday time, is loosely tied with a kerchief, 


that the echoes of the outer world h iT 
en ee bos ttrume wor ave scarcely reached 
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re i thing recognisable in the way of odour 
Bees hear a dre sound as of succulent meats. 
you take at the invitation of 


cauldron. But. 
though wu eee hear oe eae 

ippendale dos-ad-dos, W y ¢ 
aA Aen om you presently learn, in the possession of DANIEL 
O’ConnELL, who presented it to the great grandfather of your host, 
Sir JoHN PARNELL, who held for many years the office of Chancellor 
of the Exchequer in the Irish Parliament, and resigned rather than 
vote for the Act of Union. CHARLES STEWART PARNELL, lightly 
reaching out his hand towards the low-ridged book-case, enamelled 
with velvet of dead gold, draws from a receptacle a long pronged 
iron fork, which he plunges into the cauldron. After an active 
search, which you follow with keen though dissembled interest, he 
produces a mealy potato. Placing it, fork and all, on the carpet, 
at a safe distance from the other resident in the room, prone near the 
window, whose interest in current events has received a sudden 
fillip, your host proceeds to take off his coat. _ 

‘© As you may have read, Toxsy,”’ he says, with a pleasant though 
somewhat chilly smile, ‘‘I always take off my coat before approach- 
ing a serious question, and I do not know anything that requires 
nicer manipulation than the peeling of a potato that has been just a 
little over-boiled. May I offer you some luncheon? No? Perhaps, 
if you do not care to eat, you would like some refreshment. I can 
recommend our butter-milk. The Avondale brand is known for 
miles round the country-side.” 

You lightly aver that you lunched early, and your host, skilfully 
holding the potato on the end of the fork, carefully peels it as he 
proceeds to tell you the story of his life. It is full of interest, 
illumined here and there, by brief characterisations of the eminent 
colleagues with whom he has been at work for many years. 

** Yes,”? your host says, in reply to an observation you interpolate, 
‘© JosEPH GILLIS 7s a very remarkable man. There is about him an 
air of repose which conceals high aspirations, and far-reaching 
Brojent: He is our Chancellor of the Exchequer, you know, and I 

o not recall any sight more interesting than is to be met with during 
the Parliamentary Session on any Saturday afternoon — JosEPH, 
sitting in his office in his shirt-sleeves, with his spectacles on his 
nose, going through an account for travelling expenses, which one 
of the boys has sent in, and in which the keen eye of our Treasurer 
discovers a tendency to exaggerate disbursements.” 

You are proceeding to draw your host out with reference to other 
of his colleagues, when you are interrupted by a voice outside, 
singing, — 

“* And if ever a man, 
Stopped the course of a can, 
Martin HANEGAN’S aunt would cry— 
’Arrah, fill up your glass, 
And let the jug pass ; 
How d’ye know but your neighbour’s dhry >” 


‘Ab! that’s Mixx,” says your host, ‘‘My man-of-all-work. 
When I have a visitor, he always sings as he approaches, lest he 
should interrupt the hatching of high treason.” 

And Mike entering with a large bundle of letters and telegrams, 
your host affectionately bids you farewell. You have scarcely 
quitted the cabin, when CHARLES STEWART PARNELL commences to 
peruse the correspondence, which bears many foreign post-marks, 
and contains a pleasing agglomeration of remittances, 


SOMETHING LIKE A MEETING! 


Prace—Somewhere. Time—Any hour. Tur CHARACTERS— 
Purely imaginary. 

fhis Majesty (heartily). Why, my good friend, I am glad to see 
you. How are you? 

Lhe Pasha, Very well indeed, Sire. 

Hl. M. Capital! But you mustn’t call me that—I am simply a 
Dom now. I suppose you know what I have been doing ? 

Lhe P. (with consideration), Well, Sire, I have been away so long, 
my ears, 
. No doubt your Majesty (whose reign 
extends to Jubilee proportions) has had a glorious time, Possibly 


And your Majesty ? 


you have led armies to victories—defeated your enemies—extended 
the frontiers of your Empire to 


twice its original proportions ?P 
HI, M. (slightly disconcerted), Well, not exattly. (Frankly.) 
Tee ati have spent a great part of my time in dear old Europe. 


The P. (after consideration), Well, then, your Majesty, you have 


been the cherished of your grateful le’s h 
‘fallen on their knees, a floaed pais Tate es ne 
MM. (much amused). Not a bit of it—they have kicked me out! 


The P, (surprised). Dear me! Thats awkward! 
HH. WM, (slightly annoyed). That’s all you know about it! Never 
was better pleased in my life, Infinitely prefer Lisbon to Rio, and 


shall probably settle in the new hotel they have juet opened at 


Monte Carlo. (With renewed 


what have yow been doing ? cartincss.) But tell me, my friend, 


i> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, 


there will be no exception, 


; ‘ whether MS , Printed Matter, Drawin 
I ase ha aturne nat . . > ’ gs or 
in no case he returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, 
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The P. Surely your Majesty has heard ? > ; 
H. M. (apologetically). No, I have not had much time for reading 
the newspapers recently; but I can guess. (With enthusiasm). A 
second and improved edition of Goxpon, [you have administered 
countless provinces of the mysterious Soudan with a rule, if not of 
iron, of kindly tempered steel. Your followers have been devoted to 
you, and looked upon you as a second father! ; 
The P. Well, not exactly. The fact is, my followers did nothing 
but imprison me, and then put me up again when someone was 
coming. (With a tinge of sadness.) They are most admirable persons, 
and ‘ am devoted to them ; but I don’t think they treated me quite 
nicely ! 
HM. indignantly I should say not! Well, you are back again, 
safe and sound P : 
The P. Yes, thanks to my kind friend, the Explorer. I tooka 
year considering whether I should escape with him, or stay with my 
eople, and then he seemed suddenly to think that we had better 
bot be off. So here I am ene ; but would you advise me to 
go back again? Because if you wo d, I think 
H. M. (laughing). No, no! You stay where you are! But have 
you no news to tell me? . ; ; 
The P. (eagerly). I should think I have, your Majesty! Will you 
believe it? I have absolutely found a new sort of Cactus ! 
Hi. M., (astounded). No!!! And Iam devoted to botany!- Pray 
show it to me at once ! . Dain 
The P. With pleasure, your Majesty. (In a tone of quiet triumph.) 
So you find, Sire, my labours have not been quite in vain. But I see 
your Majesty is impatient. This way, Sire. 
[Exeunt hurriedly to look at the new sort of Cactus. 


WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
TWENTY-SEVENTH EVENING. 


= to have been married quite soon—but — 
that is all over now. 

‘*The other afternoon I watched 
he children coming shouting and 
“S running out of school as usual, 
* there was the little girl waiting by 
the gate in her scarlet cloak until her 
| small lover should join her, as he 

generally did. Presently he appeared, 
' but he seemed changed, somehow, and 
did not seem to know exactly what to 
do. Just as he was about to join her, 
another boy came up. 

** © She ’s my sweetheart now,’ said 
the newcomer; ‘not yours.’ 

_““*No, I’m not—am I?’ said the 
little girl, indignantly—but her lover 
fa made no answer. 

“ «Yes, you are,’ insisted the other 
boy. ‘He went and sold you to me this afternoon for six brandy- 
balls—and he can’t say he didn’t either!’ 

ss ; Did you?’ asked the little girl. : 

*** Well, he wouldn’t let me have them no other way,’ said the 
boy in a mufiled tone. Pi 

f , There!’ cried the purchaser, triumphantly; ‘ now you see. 
you ‘ve got to come along with me!’ 

% ‘ Have I got to go along with him ?’ she inquired, 
I s’pose so,’ was the sulky reply. 

Now this little girl is a very obedient child, andalways does what 
she is told; so, although she did not like her new siomthoers nearly 
so well as the old one, she trotted off with him very meekly, for she 
was sensible enough to see that a bargain was a bargain. 

_‘' The deserted lover stood in the lane looking after them, and I saw 
his eyes beginning to fill with water. ‘She might ‘ha’ said she was 
sorry,—she might!’ I heard him mutter, ‘and them brandy-balls, 
they didn’t seem to have no taste in ’em, neither !? pS iT) 

‘This is only one of the many heart-tragedies that I see almost 
every night,” said the Moon, ‘‘and it is not children only, but quite 
grown-up lovers, who have to give up’ their love because they are 
unable to resist the good things of this world, when they find them- 
selves put to the choice. And when a Jover is in this most melancholy 
situation, he is so sorry for himself that there is no need for other 
people to pity him—and they very seldom do,”’ said the Moon. 
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Pictures of any description, will 
Cover, or Wrapper; To this rule 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


Trdg volontiers,” repartit le démon. ‘Vous aimez les tableaux changeans: je veux vous contenter.’’ 
e Diable Boiteun, 


XIV. (Parr First.) 


‘‘Lonpon is not all lurid, e’en 
by night ; 
There glow some scenes of 
gladness and delight, 
’Midst all its desert dimness, 
And sombre suffering. Must our 
steps unseen mien, 
Haunt only companies of mourn- 
And scenes of spectral grim- 
ness P” 


| Wearying of woeful sights my =—“j;\'\ Bg Lh a 
shadowy guide cre VF EG Laer Wi |) 
I thus addressed. Slowsmiling, |; == Mp sin a 
he replied, he ih VA a S. ;“ ; 
‘Good friend, you sought GZA"\ Zp (yy psi: 
revealing [secrets, those Apes AW Vie 

Of night-roofed London’s sterner * | A Paid “iil He 
eee 


That darkness-lovers from its 
honest foes 
The albums of suburban Philistines. 
The night-star of Belgravia mildly shines 


Find interest in concealing. 
‘They who love darkness rather than the 
O’er Clapham in the morning. 
‘‘ Bohemia now with old Bootia dwells 


light, £ 
‘Because their deeds are evil,’ woo the night 
In mutual amity. If gossip tells} 
Tales of Pandemos, verily 


In this wide-stretching city. 
It is sub rosa. How demure she looks ! 


It is no chaste Diana gleams upon 
The lifting lids of young Endymion 

Welcomed in boudoirs, eulogised in books, 

The Cyprian fares on merrily. 


In London,—more’s the pity ! 
‘“‘-You weary of long-suffering loneliness 

‘No mirth in this, my ‘friend? Must all 

mirth run 


And of gregarious vice, gloomy no less, 
Like shallow streamlets sparkling in the sun ? 


Se all its surface glitter ? 
Friend, this is not the Athenian wood, nor I 
Fribbles love not the ironic. 
Would we could make pure comedy of Life, 


Its merry Puck. In mirth I cannot vie 
With that nocturnal flitter. 
But whilst its farce with tragedy 1s rife 
Laughter will seem sardonic.” 


‘‘ There are no mysteries in the truly gay, 
La reine s'amuse ‘/—the Pandemonian Queen, 


And honest gladness, open as the day, 
Needs little night-unveiling. 

Whose spirit rules o’er every shifting scene 

Of this gay panorama. 


Nocturnal businesses are far from few, 
Dancing or dining, shrilling cynic song, 


Many may intermittent seem, but two 
Are pauseless and unfailing. 

Or lounging, tres décolletée, through the long 

Wild wastes of scenic drama. 


Pleasure’s gay flock to Feed and to Amuse 
Are Night’s twin-tasks. Its revelling Comus- 
La reine s:amuse—a little; then is led— 
For goddesses now hunger— to be fed. 


crews 
Still swell in zeal and number. 
Not on Olympian diet ; 


Ever the two keen cravings are awake, 

For food and fun; the slaves of pleasure break 
Ambrosial dishes and nectarean draughts’ 
Might suit the deities of the bolts and shafts, 
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Upon the realm of slumber. 
‘‘ Look on these shifting scenes!” I looked 


and saw Lapped in Elysian quiet. 
A chaos of mad mirth, whose sole fixed law | Byt these would, not subserve our Cyprian’s 
Seemed limitless indulgence. nedd ¢ 


Here footlights glowed, there dancing jewels 

gleamed, streamed, 

Yonder oer feeding hundreds gas-jets 
A ruddy-flamed effulgence. 


Venus Pandemos in her every guise, | 
Light-vestured, venal, flew before mine eyes, 
Flaunting factitious roses. : 

Here vulgar-bold, there virginal of mien, 
The one presiding priestess of the scene 
In swift metempsychoses. 


‘‘There,” said the Shade, “the Paphian 
pirouettes 

To please the gallery. How the Repicent whets 
The gods’ esurient senses 

Pink-hosed, provocative; the arts employed 
By this cheap siren of the stage are void 

Of hypocrite pretences. 


‘* Yonder the crafty Cyprian takes the shape 
Of decent daintiness, which art can drape 

To more seductive splendour [lies 
Than Cnidos knew. How soft the lacework 
‘On her chaste breast! How pure those azure 
Those scarlet lips how tender! [eyes; 


Nay, nor support our modern Ganymede 
(A millionnaire, or nearly). 
Behold his clients thronging halt the town ! 
Their cravings to allay, their thirsts to drown 
In cates and crus costs dearly. 


Whilst vulgar Venus topes the modest malt, 
The polished Pandemonian makes assault, 
With lips of lustrous scarlet, : 

On *‘ beaded bubbles, winking at the brim.” 

What if Amphitryon be a ‘“‘ masher ” slim, 
Or squat shop-keeping varlet ? 

What if the banquet at saloon or club 

Be spread, or laid at restaurant or ‘‘pub”’ ? 
Aristocratic ichor | 

And proletariat are alike in this, 

They need to supplement ‘ Amusement’s”’ 


liss 
With the delight of liquor. 
‘A contrast this” (the Shadow said), ‘‘ and 
foi 
To the too sombre worlds of greed and toil, 


And solitary sorrow! . 
Here light and laughter wait on Pleasure’s 


“‘ Her portrait, side by side with poets, seers, ueen. (scene, 
Royal princesses, local pulpiteers | Why look to-night behind the glittering 
And priests, you ’ll find adorning Or question the to-morrow 
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‘The Cyprians flourish, and the Caterers 
thrive, 
And eager myriads, in this monster hive 
Of drones and drudges, cluster 
Beneath, behind, beyond this dazzling show, 
Follow me, friend, it you indeed must know 
The morals of the muster.” 


(To be continued.) 


LONDON IMPRESSIONISTS. 


“Freer impressions” are ‘everything! ” 
would appear to be the motto of these clever 
but unconventional artists. It is a good 
motto, but sometimes ‘‘ Second thoughts are 
best”? is a more useful one. Why not organise 
another band of painters, and call them the 
“¢ Second-thoughtists?”’ If some of the gentle- 
men who exhibit at the Goupil Gallery would 
join such a society, they would doubtless 
achieve distinguished work. ‘“* The Marble 
Arch” and ‘* The City Atlas,” by SIDNEY 
Srarr—who by the way is a bright star in 
the Impressionist firmament — are full of 
truth, and have an absolute London tone 
about them, but they want carrying further 
—we do not mean out of the Gallery—that is, 
they require more finish and deve opment, if 
they are to hang within the range of ordinary 
eyesight. The same may be said of ‘A 
Spring Evening in the Row,” by GEORGE 
Tomson. It is excellent in intention—the 
artist’s intentions are strictly honourable, but 
they are not sufficiently defined. ‘* Pretty 
Rosie Pettigrew,” by P. Witson STEER—A@ 
pleasant steer-eotype of beauty—might be 
called ‘‘ Pretty Rosie Largergrew,” for she 
appears to be over life-size, but there is 
admirable colour and masterly brushwork 
about this picture. ‘‘ The Three Public Houses; 
Morning Sunlight,” by P. F. MarrLanp, as 
sunny—but was the subject worth pare 
The same may be asked with regard to the 
various Music-hall studies—full of cleverness 
as many of them are, by WALTER SICKERT. 
Charming in colour and tone is ‘‘ The Cinder 
Path,” by BERNHARD SickERT—but we are 
angry with him for not elaborating his sub- 
ject. Indeed, most of the pictures of this 
school give one the idea, that the artist has 
with enthusiasm dashed off a sketch, then 
become tired of the subject, and did not think 
it worth while to trouble himself any farther. 

If these works were hung ina gallery, with 
a rail to prevent the spectator approaching 
within twenty feet of the canvas, they would 
be vastly effective. If they are to take the 
place of ordinary pictures, it is absolutely 
necessary they should conform, in a degree, 
to the recognised rules of Art. There is so 
much talent, so much daring unconvention- 
ality, and so much thinking for themselves, 
about this school, that, when they have sown 
the wild oats of the palette, and abandoned 
the Bohemianism of the brush, we shall doubt- 
less find they will give us work that is not 
only original, but great. 


‘Tae Lorp MAYOR WILL OBLIGE AGAIN, 
GENTLEMEN !?—We have heard of a Dancing 
Chancellor, but a lyrical Lord Mayor is un- 
doubtedly a novelty. Weare glad to hear that 
his Lordship’s brave example is likely to be 
followed. it is whispered the Town lerk is 
an excellent tenor, that theSinging Sheriffs are 
admirable, that several rare alt: have been dis- 
covered among the Aldermen, thatthe Common 
Serjeantis good atacomicsong, andthata large 
number of carolling Common-councilmen have 
tendered their services. Sir ARTHUR SULLIVAN 
is, itis said, hard at work upon a ‘‘ Corporation 
Cantata,” which will soothethe savage breasts 
of Civic malcontents, and help to promote 
harmony during the Musical Mayoralty. 
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THE MISCHIEVOUS MONKEY. 


A New Soxe To A VERY OLD TUNE, 
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Mk. Jacko, the Ape, was a troublesome chap— 
Hepity, lepity, lee ! 
And would always be playing up pranks with a map— 
With a high dumble, dumble, derree ! 


“Odds bobs! ” cried the Ape, as he jumped on a chair— | 
+ : Hepity, lepity, lee ! 
The African Map is again hanging there!” 
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With a high dumble, dumble, derree ! 


So away scrambled he, till at length he did perch, 
3 Hepity, lepity, lee ! 
Near the map, and for something to spoil it did search — 
With a high dumble, dumble, derree ! 
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He discovered a bottle of very black ink — 
Hepity, lepity, lee ! ‘ 
Says Jacko, ‘‘ Odds bobs! this will do it, I think! ” 
With a high dumble, dumble, derree ! 


And he snatched up a pen, did this mischievous chap — 
Hepity, lepity, lee ! 
To scrawl ‘‘ Annexation” all over the map — 
With a high dumble, dumble, derree'! 


But in writing the Ape met with little success — 
Hepity, lepity, lee! 
But he sputtered the ink, and he made a great mess — 
With a high dumble, dumble derree ! 
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And when Mr. Butt came along with a stick— 
Hepity, a] lee! [quick— 

Poor Jacko the Ape had to move ouble- 
With a high dumble, dumble derree ! 


Odds bobs! cried the Ape, Mr. Buu is a bore— 
Hepity, lepity lee ! [sore— 

And he took to his heels, feeling dreadfully 
With a high dumble, dumble derree ! 


Moral. 
An Ape should not sprawl or spill ink on a 


map, 
Though that Ape be a smart Portuguee. 
Take a hint from friend Punch—Jacxo, 
there ’s a good chap— 
Or look out for the stick of J. B. 
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SOMEBODY'S DIARY. 


Monday.—Rather pleasant day. Inspected 
seventeen sy Hert: of Nigger Infantry. Not|- 
es up to the Tenth, but did fairly well. 

oming home, the horses frightened by the 
massed bands Escaped with a shaking. 

Tuesday.—Very agreeable morning! At- 
tended Durbar of Native Princes. Didn't 
understand speeches, but clearly complimen- 
tary. Returning to tiffin, slipped ,down a 
precipice. Fell on my feet. 

Wednesday.—Quite nice! Joined a game 
of Polo, Lot of swarthy chieftains deeply 
interested in our proceedings. Illuminations. 
Horse shied at fireworks. Dismounted un- 
expectedly. Flustered, but up again. 

Thursday.—A real good time. Went out 
tiger-shooting. Found, myself under man- 
eater. Equerry shot him. So nothing more 
serious than atumble. 

Friday.—Jolly fun! Opened new bridge 
across river (forget name, but something 
ending, I think, in ‘‘pore”), and called it 
Albert Victor. Just before dinner, slipped 
into the water. Fished up all right. 

Saturday. Went to see some elephants 
tied up. One fierce old Jumbo charged me, 
and I had to jump about as if I were dancing 
the polka! Hot work, but all right in the 
end. Looking forward to next week’s 
“novelties”? with pleased curiosity. One 
consolation—lots of good subjects for the 
illustrated papers ! 
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A FIRST LORD’S SONG. 


“ Lord Gzorce HamILTon certainly knows how 
to blow his own trumpet.”—Pith of Admiral 
Hornby’s Letter to the Tvmes. 


Yxno! my boys. Avast! Yeho! 
I think when all is said and done 
That I my trumpet p’raps can blow 
As forcibly as anyone. 
For what is the good of a Naval Lord 
Who can’t play a trump for himself and 
the Board? 
So when I want to boast of our speed, 
Of what’s elsewhere done I take no heed, 
But quietly quote, without a sinile, . 
Our sixteen knots on the measured mile. 
I vaunt our ironclads ready to fight, 
And so they are, if they meet a foe, 
Of British pluck one can’t make light! 
No matter, my boys; far away they o] 
But show me the subject a First Lord s uns ! 
Why, would you believe it, my boys, avast! 
I’m ready to point with pride to our guns, 
And ng they’re the best that ever were 
cas 
And if now and then er happen to burst ? 
When they do, well, I look out for a squall. 
I shan’t be the last, I am not the first 
To hear that old story told at Whitehall ! 
So here while I’m in my present place, 
I pretty well know what the ublic heeds : 
I meet every charge with confident face, 
And loyally back up the Navy’s deeds ! 
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A ‘FINANCIAL CRISIS.” 


Visitor (to her friend, o Transatlantic Cousin, who was trying on new Costume). ‘ A 
PERFECT Fit, DEAR!” Cousin. *‘ AH!—NOTHING TO THE ‘Fir’ my HvsBAND WILL 
HAVE WHEN THE BILL COMES IN, DEAR—YOU BET!” 

In Two Precrs.—Seldom has the Stage boasted two pieces of such equal merit as The 
Gold Craze, at the Princess’s Theatre, and Madcap Midge, at the Opéra Comique. They have 
the same motive—an innocent man accepting the onus of the crime of a guilty one. The 
heroine at the Oxford Street house is that charming actress, Miss Amy RosELLE; and in 
the Strand appears another charming actress, Miss Louise Lita. Mr. J. H. BARNES, in 
the North, is balanced by Mr. ARTHUR Warts (as ‘* The Living Skeleton”) in the South. 
Both pieces, too, on their first night, were received with the same public recognition, and 
they are both likely to secure an equal amount of success. Again, there is a quaint sun 
i fis Craze, and a mirth-compelling moon in the Midge. The heroine of the first obligingly 
sings a song, and the heroine of the second as obligingly dances a dance, and plays u n 
the banjo. hat further attraction can be needed? Well, on these occasions, woul 
it be pleasant if we could have our cigars and coffee, or other beverage, Music-hall fashion ? 


ae 


Lerrs’ Diaries of all sorts and sizes. Book-Letts for general use. Domestic Diaries, 
useful for cooks and housekeepers, may be remembered as the ’Ouse-and-the-’Ome-Letts. 
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Our Special Artist, Rip Van Drinkle, inepaeed by 
the example of another Special on the J. 
visits Les Caves de Pomméry. 


JOURNAL OF A ROLLING STONE. 


Srconp Entry. 


Governor still curiously anxious that I should ‘‘do something 
practical, at least as a stop-gap.” Feel inclined to be disrespectful 
and to say—but don’t—that I should quite enjoy getting some kin 
of work ‘‘ as a stop-gabble.” 

__ **Your old Cambridge friend Biocgerns,”’ he proceeds, ‘‘ has adopted 
the scholastic profession—become a schoolmaster at Wantchester, he 
told me. Why should not you do the same?” 

Just to pacity the Governor, who 7s so impervious to reason, I go 
and call on FLeEceM and Jinks, the great Scholastic Agency firm, 
and ask if they have any good berth now vacant at a Public School. 

_ Fueecem (or is it Jinks ?), who has an oily manner, but a roving 
eye (an eye that seems to dwell on anybody he is talking to as if he 

the stranger, were quite an unimportant feature in the general 
gpendeespe) begins to read out from a ponderous tome some of his 
places. 

_ “Ah!” he says—‘‘ I’ve got something here that I think will suit 
you. It’sa first-class place—a sort of prize of the profession—and 
ft shouldn’t mention it to everybody.” 

T express suitable gratitude, and he goes on—-‘‘ Wanted—by the 
commencement of the Summer Term, in a capital + 
school on the salubrious Lincolnshire Coast, a/ 
Master of high character and good attainments. | 
The Master will be required to live with the | 
Principal, to take the boys to Church on Sundays, | 
and to play the usual. games on week-days.”’ 
FLEECEM looks up; fixes his eye for a moment 
on the leg of an adjoining chair, and asks ‘‘ what 
I think of it?” I don’t think much of it. 

“* Lincolnshire ?”—I ask. ‘I don’t know of 
any celebrated school on that coast. Are you 
sure it’s a Public School ?”” 

‘* Oh, yes,” replies FLEECEM, cheerfully, ‘‘ quite 
public. Any boy can go to it. Never knew the 
Principal refuse any boy yet’’—and he grins, 

‘And such a wife!” he adds. ‘Between 
ourselves, Principal manages school, wife manages 
Principal. I would back that woman” — says 
FLEECEM in a burst of confidence—‘‘to sail as 
near to the wind in victualling her kids as any- 
body in England. I mean,” he goes on hastily, 
feeling apparently that he has been a trifle over- 
candid—‘‘she is economical. That’s all.” 

Ask, chiefly as matter of form, because I feel 
sure that this sort of thing won’t do for me— 

** What is the—em—salary ?” 

FLEECEM rubs his hands together greasily, and 
replies, ‘‘ Forty pounds per annum, and all found.” 

és Thanks!” J gay, rising, 

Not taken by the place?” asks FLEECEM, in 
genuine surprise. 

** Not a bit, Taken in by it, rather,” I answer. 

FLEECEM seems huffed, and asks politely but 
firmly for the usual fee for registering my require- 
ments—which I find is five shillings, Query— 
Didn’t the poet (uncertain which) refer to FLEECEM 
when he remarked that ‘‘ Something accomplished 
somebody done,’ had earned his night’s repose P 


Rip Van Drinkle, 0.8.A., is received b 
L. N., | Rheo Boam, Empress Jerri Boam, Crown 
and H.R.H. the Imperial Pint Prince. 


' 


“Mr. GLADSTONE was evidently deeply 
touched by this spontaneous outburst of 
almost personal affection. 
hands folded, head bent down, and legs 
quivering.’ — Extract 
Report im “ Daily News” of Mr, Glad- 
stone at Manchester, December 3. 


(The italics are ours, and the attempt to 


View of Rip Van Drinkle’s Quarters 


the Emperor t A 
(Camping out) ‘‘ the morning after.” - 


rincess Quart, 


LUXURY FOR PAUPERS. 


‘‘ At the Chester Board of Guardians yesterday, a discussion took place as 
to whether, in view of the Christmas dinner, it would be advisable to allow 
the inmates to have knives to cut their meat. It was explained, that at 
present the paupers had to tear the meat to pieces with their fingers and 
teeth. ... The Rey, QO. Rawson proposed, that they should buy knives and 
forks... Mr. CHARMLEY, farmer, opposed the proposal... The motion 
to hire knives and forks on Christmas Day only was put, and carried by 
thirteen votes to Ten.” —Standard, December, 5. 


Or the Chester Board of Guardians we are the Upper Ten, 
The fair noblesse of Chester, and the cult of VERE DE VERE; 
And we’re conscious of our lavishness—we’re deeply conscious— 


when 
The paupers get their dinner at the closing of the year. 


With open hospitality we give those beggars meat— 
Real meat and genuine gravy—but our noble souls are vexed 
When a democratic party votes them forks with which to eat, [next ! 
As if the brutes were duchesses. They ’ll give them tooth-picks 


Why can’t they live like dogs? It’s that which keeps the numbers 
own, eip; 
Makes starving women drown themselves before they ’ll ask our 
d serve them right for sinful pride—yes, let 
the beggars drown, 
Or let them take their food like dogs, and tear, 
| and scratch, and yelp. | 


|In the blessed Christmas season we give them 
actual meat, ; 
What they can want with knives and forks is 
more than we can see. ? 
We are the Upper Ten, and they’re the dirt 
beneath our feet, 
And the dirtier we make them the prouder we 
shall be. 


1 


*‘La Tosca.”—The Ecclesiastical Scene in the 
First Act ought to delight all artistic members of 
the Church and Stage Guild, if this confraternity 
still exists. It is the perfection of scenic art. 
Of the play and its performance I must postpone 
sending in my little account (such a seasonable 
phrase!) until I have quite recovered from the 
effect of supping full of dramatic horrors, and 
having sucha lot of BrERE the last thing at night. 
The Man’s Shadow is at the Haymarket, but the 
Man shudders at the Garrick. A weird success, 
"> |and the mise-en-scéne simply perfection. More, 
<== | anon. Your Critic oN THE EARTH, 


RapHAEL Tuck gives us a feast of Christmas 
Cards, a regular good Tuck-in. The newest Nerd 
in Sockt anD NatHan’s store are the autograp 
cards. The autographists have not been very 
happy in their quotations. 


He stood with 


from Picturesque Wes So eee 
GRIFFITH, FARRAN, OKEDEN, AND WELSH, form 

a quartet of palsies who have produced ‘* Sing 

me (it should have been ‘us’) a Song!” Music by 


illustrate the situation, our Artist’s—Ep.] | Scorr Garry, Too good for ordinary nursery use. 
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MR. PUNCH’S MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 
PRELIMINARY ANNOUNCEMENT. 


Mr. Puncw need hardly remind his readers of his zealous and 
unremitting efforts in these pages to raise the tone of Music-hall 
entertainments, and render them the powerful instruments for good 
which they are so eminently capable of becoming. It is with some 
humiliation that he confesses that those efforts have up to the pre- 
sent produced no. particular results; the ballads and ditties compiled 
by him for Music-hall artistes of every grade of talent have not 
hitherto been thought worthy of their consideration ; no composer has 
set them to undying harmonies,—and, as a necessary consequence, no 
vocalist has tried their effect upon a public which in truth is any- 
thing but exacting. 

Why this has not been done is not for Mr. Punch to say, though 
he may be permitted to hazard some solutions. The ‘‘lion 
comiques” and the ‘‘lady serios” doubtless felt that the songs were 
too long to be committed to memory without a mental strain to 
which they were not justified in su jecting themselves; they may 
have felt, too, with much reason, that these so-calle ‘** model ”” 
ditties were not essentially superior either in literary merit or 
attractiveness to those by the aid of which they have conquered the 
popular ear. Or they may even have suspected—how unjustly those 
who know Mr. Punch will decide for themselves — that beneath 
these innocent ballads lurked some treacherous design to invest the 
Muse of the Music-Halls with irreverent ridicule. Lastly—though 
this is almost too wild a supposition to be seriously entertained—it is 
just possible that they may not have read Mr. Punch’s poems. 

Whatever the true cause of this apathy may be, Mr. Punch does 
not intend to abandon his efforts just yet, and he purposes still 
from time to time—though possibly at, somewhat longer intervals— 
to offer his little ballads in the hope of eventually finding a sympa- 
thetic and appreciative interpreter. But a larger, a more ambitious 
scheme has lately been engaging Jr. Punch’s energies—a scheme 
of which the possibilities are too immense to be gauged at present. 
The origin of the idea was simple, as are the origins of all great 
ideas. 1¢ so happened that one evening recently, Mr. Punch 
witnessed at a certain Music-Hall that celebrated realistic Sensation 
Sketch, Zhe Inttle Stowaway. Praise of this grand regenerative 
production is es § has it not received the sanction and 
warm approval of the London County Council—to ey nothing of less 

et it suffice to 


lion’s share of the business, and also upon introducing a son and 
dance somewhere in the dialogue. This is natural enough, but it 
does hamper the action. However, these obstacles have all been 
satisfactorily met and overcome, in Mr. Punch’s first Moral Sketch, 
the title of which will be: 


THE LITTLE CROSSING-SWEEPER. 
A GRAND SENSATIONAL Musical REALISTIC Sxrtcu 1x Two SceNnzSs. 
Ask for it, and see that you get it. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Now that everyone is thinking of the adventures of STANLEY, 
Mr. Hour Hatierr’s ‘A Thousand Miles onan Elephant,” is perio 
larly 2 propos. This feat beats the record, and both the author and 

oe ae his bearer are to be congratulated on 


|), having performed a_ journey that has 
= ii//|,, yet to be rivalled. Mr. Hatterr in a 
| pleasant manner treats of a subject of the 
greatest national im ortance. Another 
work without which no gentleman’s 
library can be considered complete (to 
quote a hack phrase, which, however, on 
this occasion, is entirely appropriate), is 
Mr. Joseru Fosrer’s Alumni Oxoniensis, 
. 1715—1886, In four handsome yolumes 
the author gives the Matriculation Register of the University, alpha- 
betically arranged, revised, and annotated. It is worthy to rank with 
the other books of reference fromthe same pen, and this ispraise indeed. 

Boys and girls home for the Christmas vacation will have plenty to 
read. Mr. Fraser Rax has produced Maygrove, which as it is 
described as a family history, should be welcome in the home circle. 
Mr, Freprrick J. CrowEst gives his Advice to Singers, that can but 
add to the harmony of the evening’s entertainments. Miss ALICE 
WEBER tells ''a Nineteenth Century story”? in a book, which as it 
is entitled For Auld Lang Syne, is rather suggestive of the past 
than the present. That shade may be mixed with sunshine, the 
talented author of Molly Bawn, sadly recounts 4 Lzfe’s Remorse 
in the regulation three volumes of the circulating library. Mrs. 
Burnett SmitH (née ANNIE Swan), tells a Scotch story, w ich she 
appropriately ‘‘ lays at the feet’ (see Dedication), of the ** Duchess- 
Dowager of AtHorE.” It is to be hoped that her Grace will pick it 
up, and use her hands to turn over the pages, which, as the authoress 
observes, she (the D.-D. of A.) ‘‘ knows was writ amongst the silent 
hills.’ Perhaps we may have a companion novel some day, from the 
same pen, composed amongst the noisy valleys, consequently more 
valuable. Mrs. A. C. DICKER has compiled ‘A Romance of the Isle 
of Wight,” under the title of ‘*.A Cavalier’s Ladye,” with a final 
© 9? which carries us back to the quaint spelling of those ignorant 
folks the Roundheads. The heroine, Mistress Judith Dyllington, 
(with the ‘‘y”’) has man pleasant little chats with CHARLES THE 
Frrst, which will be full of interest to the general reader. Mr. 
Henry Frira (a good literary and artistic name) tells two tales of 
adventure called The Opal Mountain and The Captain of Cadets, 
which should delight, not only Master Tom, but also Messrs. JACK 
and Harry. That friend of early manhood, Mr. G. MANVILLE FENN, 
under the modest title of Three Boys, immortalises those talented 
individuals ‘‘ the Chiefs of the Clan Mackai.” The illustrations to 
this stirring history are full of spirit, and one, representing the 
effect of ‘stepping upon a loose stone,”’ must be seen to be thoroughly 
appreciated. ‘Another book, that will be loved by the same class of 
readers, is The Fortune of Quittentuns (a name that is perhaps not 
familiar to everyone), as its author has already bestowed upon an 
admiring world two popular works, called respectively, Shadowed by 
Guilt, and The Dead Alive. é 

Yet another record of adventure 1s The Diamond Hunters of South 
Africa, which coniures up @ vision of a chase of the most brilliant 
description. Eric; or, Little by Little, is ** a tale of Roslyn School ”’ 
that suggests that ‘‘ the pleasantest time of our lives” is not always 
entirely couleur de rose. Mr. WALForD, by calling his novel, A 


Sage of Sixteen, does not disappoint expectation. His story concerns 


stern Captain of the New Zealand liner comfortably in a deck-chair, 
fortifying him with sherry and cigarettes, and then singing for his 


tinctions will soon be swept away, and then upon the variety stage 
will dawn the sun of a new and yet more glorious Elizabethan era! 

Who will be the Marlowe of the Music-Halls, the Beaumont and 
as of the ‘* Vital Spark,” the Shakspeare of the Sensation 
Sketc 


| engaged in preparing a series of Moral Musical Interludes and 
Improving Sensation Sketches, which will shortly make their appear- 
ance in the pages of Punch, and which, it is fondly hoped, will find 
an abiding home upon the Music-hall boards. 
In his first attempt he has been content to follow the lines of the 
brilliant original to which he has already referred, but, as constant 
reproductions even of the noblest model end by becoming monotonous, 
he will in future essay a less ambitious flight, though he ventures 
to assure his Papago my monty and Sidi nbaaged og rey Aes 
un aiding principle of all his pieces. e chief difficulties 1eeny , r ( Aare 
of oie ee a that the dramatist is limited to time, and| Pictorial, cum multis alvis, whick must: being agent baa in 
cannot, therefore, observe the unities as strictly as he would wish ;| general, and the British Public in particular. 10 i 2% . ome 
next, that the male or female comedian for whom, of course, each | popular Almanack it 18, of ae a eee ty oe S is as 
sketch must be principally designed will insist upon haying the| everyone possesses a aron Dr Boox-W0 . 


That the heroine, a ehild, does not die in the final chapter, need not 
cause lasting regret, if it be clearly understood that she 1s not to 
survive in the pages of another volume. Finally, there are the 
Christmas extra numbers of the Illustrated, the Graphic, Truth, 
the World, the Queen, the Sou ae and Dramatic, the Ladves 
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HINT FOR THE SKATING SEASON. 


THE ADVANTAGE OF HAVING A DutcH NuRSERY-MAID, 


RESCUED ! 


“T am in perfect health, and feel like a labourer of a Saturday evening, 
returning home, with his week’s work done, his week’s wages in_ his pocket, 
and glad that to-morrow is the Sabbath.’”—Mr. H. WM. Stanley's Letter to the 
Editor of * The New York Herald.” 


WELL through, and welcome, old friend! Such a labourer seldom 
. returns 
To tell us the tale of his toil, and to look for his wage and his rest. 
But little we know of it yet, but the heart of the chilliest burns, 
“Se puss of sympathy beats in the timidest stay-at-home 
reast, 
The voyage of Maeldune, in the Laureate’s mellowest song, 
Isas nought to the terror and toil of the voyage that you have 
achieved. 
) traveller stout and sagacious, O leader, lusty and strong, 
Who fi — Dark Continent’s dangers have braved ant its captive 
relieved. 
When you ‘‘ gathered your fellows together,” like Maeldune, three 
_. years ago, 
Did ee dream of the ills and the horrors that 
the way ? 
The woes of that Congo forest, the fever that laid you low, 
And all those terrible throes in the wastes around Wadelai ? 
Did see genet what if you did? There is nothing in dreaming 
o daun 
A spirit that’s set upon duty, a heart that is bold to dare. 
Not the flight of the poison-tipped arrow, the fever’s feculent haunt, 
Or the slow insidious taint of that dreadful Yambuyan lair. 
But we who await you at home, we dream, with a shuddering dread, 
Of pb. Pustering cannibal dwarfs, of the sufferers bloated and 
rre ’ 


Of the men who as skeletons strode, of their comrades who sank 
down dead, 

In hundreds out of the hosts who so bravely wandered and warred ; 

Of ca ee Hant murdered BaRrrerort, of Sa eaton menaced with 

eath, 


Of the last surviving officer of the brave Banalya band, 
= ; 


waited for you on 


And ye mae story he told that could make even you catch your 
reath ; 
Of Bonny snatched from death, and of Emin saved—by your hand. 
We dream of the waded swamps, of the sun that scorched like aflame, 
Of the maddening throes of fever, the palsying pangs of thirst ; 
And through all the perils you fought, and through all the horrors 
you came, ‘ 
And now like the sun from shadows, again on our view you haye 


urst 
With your burden patiently borne, though it fretted a spirit like 
- yours, 
With the end of your efforts achieved, and good store of knowledge 


beside ; 
The romped of the pluck that dares, of the patience that calmly 
endures ; 
And we pene you back with joy, and will hail you at home with 
pride! : 
Rescued! You well may be glad of the peaceful Sabbath of rest 
That lies before you at last, that no labourer ever yet earned 
More manfully, patiently, well. Brave Emin, the goal of your 


quest, 
Will lend his tribute, be sure, to the courage that never turned 
Before the trials of danger, or those of a long delay, 
More wearying yet, perchance, to a resolute soul like you. 
But here you front us, at last, fit; gallant, and even gay, 
With your head that’s erect, though white, and your story so 
strange, but true! 
You pore quenched your thirst with blackberries under 
ine ; 
The Mountains of the Moon of the poets you’ve seen and know; 
You eee the last flower of knowledge from the region strange, yet 
ne, 
Where Ruwenzori, the Cloud King, sits robed in eternal snow. 
Hail and bravo, brave Sranzey! Your Punch, who knows you of 
Welcomes you now and thus, back from that terrible land; — [old, 
And when your foot next touches our shores he will not be slow 
To ae these welcoming words with the clasp of a welcoming 
and ! 
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| GIVE LITTLE TITTUP A MOUNT. 


Don’t mind her ; it’s only her 
really perfectly quiet.’ 
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“ Ah! I expect she’s got a fly on her.” ‘Don’t pull at her,—let her make her own pace.” 
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“ She ’s a wonderful performer,—nothing standing 
can stop her.”’ 


“ No,—she never did like water.’” 


THE PLAYGROUND IN THE AVENUE.—(By Our Lirrmie Bit oF A CRITIC.) - 


Homr for the Holidays? Yes! But no Pantomimes yet. So Uncle BuLcER said he 
would take us to the ‘‘ Playground in the Avenue,” which turned out to be a theatre, after 
all. It was full of children. And there were children on the stage performing a merry 
piece called The Belles 0 the Village. And, strange to say, they seemed to enjoy doing It, 


his white wand at them sometimes, to keep them in order. How we revelled in Mr. Fr1z- 
GERALD’s music to Mr. Fosrer’s happy rhymes, and how we nodded our heads and tapped 
our feet to the rollicking old English melodies which Grandmamma is 80 fond of playing 
sometimes. . Didn’t Frank Merrop look just like Old Nurse’s grandfather, as Gideon ? 
Didn’t we admire Lizzir PRIMMER as Phebe Bumpus, and BEsstE GRAVES as Ruth Ashton ? | 
How we delighted in FRED ALLWooD as William Green, and vociferously encored his horn- 
pipe! Were we not charmed with Lizzre DuneatE, ANNIE FIEBER, and BESssIz CoLMAN, 
who pretended to be Squire Fairfield, Captain Plume, and Sergeant Pike? And did we 
not laugh loudly at ALFRED BoviLL, who looked a real crusty old man as Beadle Bumpus ? 
Something like Pape when he cannot find his gloves before he 1s going out in the morning. 
Besides all this were the Two Roszs. Rosk BrGaRNIE—“ a RosE by any other name, ’ said 
Uncle B., ‘‘could not dance as well, unless it were Rosk KinERr, and she was certainly 
marvellous in her grace, finish, and dexterity.” Besides this, there were watchmen, gipsies, 
villagers, haymakers, fairies, bright dresses, pretty ballets, and merry choruses. We were 
gorry when it was over, and felt inclined to ask M. Marius “‘ for more,” only Uncle BULGER 
promised to take us somewhere to dine, and however good the Play may be, it never does 
to be late for dinner. 
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TOMMY ON MUSEUMS. 


As a Mausoleum 

To a palace of chasten’d fun, 
Is the British Museum 

To charming South Kensington. 
You go to the former 

With people you rather bar, 
Who wax no warmer, 

However agreeable you are ; 
Whose venom’d wonder, 

If you lightly open your lips, 
Like fossil thunder, : 

Shivers your fine-spun quips. 
And eyen more so 

If you honestly venture to say 
That a batter’d torso 

Would look much better away. 


When you have gulp’d your 
Comfortless coffee or soup, 
You scan the sculpture, 
Single, or posed in a group; 
And dust of mummy : 
Has got such a hold on your brain, 
That you think your tummy 
Will never be cheerful again, 
And you wonder however 
The lauded sculptors of old, 
Undoubtedly clever, 
Such soulless studies could mould. 
But, thank goodness, 
The insects no longer recline 
In their camphor’d woodness 
And creepy spirits of wine. 
For fusty antiquities 
Are joyous as April’s gales 
To the crawling Iniquities, 
Horrid with nippers and scales. 


But at Kensington straightway 

A delicate charm is spread, 
From the entrance gateway 

Till you dream of it all in bed. 
The people you go with 

Are so conducive and fair, 
That you ’d like to show with 

Them always, and everywhere. 
With their happy chatter, 

Their fancies pretty and keen, 
And laughs that flatter 

The happy silence between ; 
Their sun-bright faces, 

And girlhood’s dignity sweet, 
Like Grecian Graces 

Out for a godlike treat. 
The dainty grill-room 

With culture and comfort shines, 
And you find you’ ve still room 

For further viands and wines. 
And your waist grows tighter 

In a bountiful moonled way, 
And eyes are brighter, 

And brighter the things we say. 


O musty mummies, 

O classical dignity cold, 
O soulless dummies 

Of Orient empires old! 
Here gem and statue, 

Panel and carven shrine, 
Are looking at you 

With sympathy all divine. 
No cardboard, nor camphor 

No moth-fretted ghosts of beasts, 
And the long-dry amphor 

Is gay with remember’d feasts. 
And I give my graces 

Their pick of jewel and gem, 
Of priceless laces 

And picture and diadem ; 
And their sunny faces 

Are dearer than all of them. 


WE can recommend Karr GREENAWAY’S 
Book of Games—not yet played out. 


{[DecemBrr 14, 1889. 
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MR. PUNCH’S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. 
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A FORECAST—SAY, FOR THIS TIME NEXT YEAR. 


Tue agitation of the Curates for an annual stipend of 
not less than £300, has culminated in their determination, 
arrived at yesterday afternoon, to abstain from visiting 
their respective Churches and doing duty on Sunday 
next. It is said that 7000 Vicars and Rectors who are in 
sympathy with the movement have intimated their 
intention of manifesting it by also joining the lock-out. 
There are other matters under dispute beyond the mere 
question of pay. ‘‘ One Service a week, one Sermon a 
month!’ has now become a party cry. It is calculated 
that 15,000 churches of the Establishment will there- 
fore not open their doors to their congregations next 
Sunday. 

The Legal Profession, following in the footsteps of the 
Church, has struck for higher fees; and the Judges, 
forced by the pressure put on them by leading Queen’s 
Counsel, have joined the ‘‘Amalgamated Lawyers’ 
Union.” A Solicitor, who was caught yesterday seeing 
a client who had managed to evade the notice of the local 
pickets, was denounced as a black-leg, and hooted by a 
mob of yelling Attorneys, who followed him with 
threatening gestures till he eventually made his escape 
into Chancery Lane. 

_ The Medical Profession has not been slow to be 
influenced by the general strife of the Church and Bar; 
and yesterday, at a mass-meeting, held outside Guy’s 
Hospital, it was unanimously decided that the three- |. 
guinea fee should be the minimum, and that all medical 
men should join in a general lock-out forthwith, declining 
to see any patient at a lower rate. It was further 
agreed that these terms be presented in the form of an 
ultimatum to the Committee of Invalids, who have 
hitherto conducted negotiations on .the part of the 
general public, and represented them in the matter. 

There was some talk last night of the probability of a 
strike in both the Houses of Lords and Commons. This 
will probably startle Society into an endeavour to find 
some means of adjusting the disputes between Capital 
and Labour other than that supplied by an immediate 
recourse to obstructive combination. 


BLACKIE AND Son give us, among other publications, 
The Hermit Hunter of the Wilds. . Beautiful title! 


STATESMEN AT HOME. 


DOXXXVIII. Mr. JoszrpH CHAMBERLAIN AT HicHBURY, Moor 
GREEN, BIRMINGHAM. 


Tnx limpid waters of the River Trent, finest trout-stream in the 
Midlands, rush impetuously through peaty meadows to fertilise the 
land where, twenty years ago, JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN set up his 
ancestral home. Except, perhaps, on Sunday afternoons, when the 
turgid tide of Birmingham pours its thousands along the broad high- 
way, or when crowds assemble to witness Marquises and Dukes 
repairing in gilt carriages to dwell for awhile with your host, there 
are few more tranquil spots in England! than the broad expanse of 
low-lying pasture-land which girdles Highbury, bounded in the 
distant North by the Derbyshire Hills, and on the South by the 
thickets of the great Metropolis of the Midlands. 

In the busy world, Josep CHAMBERLAIN is known as a great Par- 
liament man, a trusted guide in political campaign, a Statesman 
towering among his peers. At home, in the quiet glades of Highbury, 
he puts aside the garb and the habits of thought of the man of the 
world, and lives the sweet and simple life of the English country 
gentleman. As he saunters down the walk, eager to meet you, you 
notice his stalwart form clad in a close-fitting velvet coat with a low- 
crowned serviceable hat, the tanned gaiters well-rubbed on the saddle- 
side, bearing evidence of many a well-ridden field. In his hands he 
carries a riding-crock, with which he lightly beats off the yearning 
leaves of the lingering maple, which, blushing red at the memories 
of wanton Autumn, still linger in the lap of Winter. 

Highbury has been in the CuamBERLAIN family for more than 
three centuries. The mansion bears in its many-sidedness evidence 
of the strong individuality of successive sires. As your host with a 
shrill ‘view Halloa !” lightly jumps across the grassy moat, he points 
toa beetling barbican, on which to this day in the strong sunlight 
miy be discerned the motto of RicHaRD DE CHAMBERLAYNE, who 
lived in the spacious times of .Queen ELizaBETH, and oddly enough 


formed a close connection with the Cxcm family, renewed in these 
later times by a still more illustrious scion of the Warwickshire race. 
elms that faces the back portico was planted in 
WILLIAM 
bold stand against his Royal master 
ield to the popular 


The noble avenue of 
a single day by JOSEP 


and Mary, and who took such a 
and friend when WILLIAM of Orange hesitated to 
d disband his Dutch Guards, and disperse the 
regiments of French fugitives who hustled British citizens in the 


demand that he shoul 
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Fancy a ‘‘ Hermit Hunter,” and fancy ‘‘ the Wilds,”— ‘Ir you PLEASE, Str, MAY I HAVE AN ExgeAT rRoM MONDAY TILL WEp- 
Oscak included. It is by Gorpon STaBLEs, which sounds | NESDAY—TO ATTEND THE FUNERAL OF MY GREAT AUNT?” 
horsey. It.is full of novel adventures, and StTaBLEs has ‘©OH—A—OF COURSE YOU MUST GO; BUT, I CONFESS, | WISH IT HAD BEEN A 
not been fore-stalled. NEARER RELATIVE |” 


H CHAMBERLAIN, who came over with 


precincts of the Court of St. James’s. 


The scent of many 


window into the parlour, 
heavy tapestry curtains, on w 


the story of the takin 


with its walls distempere 


green running below 
with blue-green felt, 


grace and dignity to the walls. 


flowers comes in from the old-time garden as 

your host, ascending the rustic staircase, takes you past his study- 

separated from the dining-room sae | 
hich is inwrought by hands long c 

g of Namur. Seated in this boudoir-like room 

d in pale fawn colour, a frieze of faded 


the corniced ceiling, and the floor coyl 


you have time to notice the portraits which lend 
They are all family portraits. 
‘The party in the parlour, I call them,” says your host, pleasantly, 


looking round; ‘‘all silent, and all—framed.”’ 


There is Mr. Kenrick, M.P., one.o 


PowELt WuiMs, M.P., in VANDYCK’s earlier manner. 
the delicacy with which the back of the hand is limned.) 


the most interestin 


Jxsse Contines. This is a pastoral piece, 


picture in the collection is the portrait of Mr. 
i the graceful figure of the 


Hon. Member being discovered softened by the misty pers 


three acres. He is wrapped in purple, with a garland of mingled 


f Jan Srery’s finest works ; 


covered 


(Notice 
Perhaps 


ective of 


corn and poppy hanging pendulous from his neek. His right hand 


rests gently on the neck of a co 

‘‘T always feel at home here,” 
legs astride on a handsome Persian rug, bj 
mantle-piece. ‘‘ There is no one to contradict me. 


few prejudices and o 
to a desire to have 


w—the cow by PETER PAuL RUBENS. 
> your host says, standing with his 
by the marvellous marble 
I am a person of 


f no strong likes or dislikes; but I must admit 


things go exactly as I fix them. 


You can 


ee 
————— 
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i ou like with me if you only let me have. 
ae if Saye to set up your notions in contradiction Mase | 
will not answer for the consequences. How sweet it is for bre aye 
to dwell together in unity ! Here,” he continued, glancing round a 
the portraits of the party, ‘‘ we are all one ; and that one 1s Me. ‘ 

Alderman JosePpH CHAMBERLAIN, M.P., throws himself on a the 
low-seated ottoman, quaintly and conveniently fitted with t res 
century-old Dutch tiles, and, lighting an eighteenpenny cigar, whose 
blue smoke curls quaintly upwards t rough the chill November sun- 
light that falls indiscriminately on Welsh dower-chests, corner cup- 
boards blackened with age, Persian rugs, and Lisle posset-pots, tells 

ou the story of his life. Retiring from the sordid cares of business 
whilst still a comparatively young man, your host, firmly fixing his 
eyeglass, resolved to devote himself to public affairs. Entering the 
Town Council, he rapidly rose to the dizzy heights of the Aldermanic 
grade, and thence stepped lightly into the Mayor’s chair. His 
boundless ambition. not satiated even with this, led him still onward, 
till he reached the House of Commons, and so passed by leaps and 
bounds into the position of a Cabinet Minister. Your host passes 
lightly over his triumphs in the Senate, and only modestly touches 
on his admission to the charmed circle of the Gentlemen of England, 
and to intimate acquaintance with Marquises, Dukes, &c. His heart, 
untravelled, fondly turns to home, and he prefers to talk of his daily 
life in these quiet glades. He is evidently prouder of the magnificent 
field of mangel-wurzels that skirts the carriage-drive than of The 
Unauthorised Programme,” and cares more for the flock of Hamp- 
shire sheep browsing on his green pastures than he does for all the 
clauses of the Bankruptcy Bill. : : 

“Sometimes, Tony,” your host says, ‘‘ I think of leaving London 
to itself, and letting the world rattle round without me. I am sick 
of the turmoil, and sorry tosee great people going wrong because 
they have declined my advice. When the buzz of the applauding 
multitude rings loudest in my ears, I turn with fondest regard to 
this quiet spot. Trmpxx, still in the prime of life, retired to Sheen 
to cultivate roses. Why should I not withdraw to Highbury to look 
after my mangel-wurzels, and dwell unthwarted and uncontra- 
dicted among my own party ?”’ : 

There isa far-away look in the eyes of your host, which, perhaps 
unconsciously, rests upon the doorway, and, taking the hint, you 
make your adieux, leaving the Squire of Highbury brooding over his 
half-formed resolutions. 


AMONG THE AMATEURS. 
No. I.—ANTICIPATION. 


ScenE—The Smoking-room of a Country House. Month, November. 
ee Time of day, 11°30 p.M. The usual furniture 

and fittings—easy chairs, sofas, light and sporting 
literature, A large table, loaded with drinkables, 
stands in a convenient place; a cheerful fire 
blazes in the grate; the air is scented with 
tobacco-smoke. Round the fire are seated four 
guests—Lord Sursiton, the host, Captain 
HARDROP, a sporting soldier, Mr, H. T. PEn- 
FOLD, a sporting literary man, Mr. DieBy 
Mason, a man of the world, and Bitty 
Ry) WintHrRop, a newly- fledged Barrister, 
Ke who finds that the cares of his profession 
yy <7 pernut him ‘occasionally to indulge in a 
pA little shooting. In a remote corner four 
ys other guests, Amateur Actors, particular 
friends of Lady Sursiron’s, herself a 
‘* distinguished Amateur,” are discussing, 
with many gestures, a subject of appa- 
rently the gravest import. Two of them, 
The Hon. Buckstong BoLpERo, and Mr, 
Ae TIFFINGTON SPINKS, elderly and expert- 
pe enced Amateurs ; the other two, CHARLIE 
GusuBy, and Harry Harty (usually known 
his devotion to Comie Songs), are stall 


Up te 
Wf, 


Pa 
as “‘ Music” Hatt, from 
comparatively young. 


Captain H. (laying down the ‘‘ Sportsman” with a yawn). I see 
Aristocrat's gone back to 20 to 1. Never can make out what the 
fellows in that stable are after. It’s a poor business, backing horses, 
(Drinks.) Where do you shoot to-morrow, SURBITON ? 

Lord S, The Warren to-morrow. We may get a stray pheasant, 
too. You held pretty straight to-day, HARDRUP. 

Captun H. Yes, pretty fair. But, dash it! you know. we ought 
to have had two more guns to cover the ground. Why didn’t GusHpy 
and BolpERO turn out? They were rigged out to the nines in patent 
Norfolk jackets, and boots and gaiters that would have made your 
keeper green with envy. What have they been up to all day ? 

Mr. Dighy Mason. My dear Harprup, do you mean to say you 
really don’t know? Why, they told us last night they hadn’t got 


their great scene in the Second Act of Heads or Tails quite perfect, 


(> NOTICE.—Rejected Communications o 
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n way. | As soon ‘as I heard that, I knew they wouldn’t come out to-day. 
Dioncot at i | My wife told me they were at it in th 


[December 14, 1889, | 


e drawing-room the greater 

art of the morning. But just look at them now. : 

Atithis moment SPINKS and GusHBY, who are supposed to be rivals 
‘for fame in refined comedy, have quarrelled, and turned their 
backs on one another. The other two are endeavouring to make 


eace, ‘ 

Bas old. Good heavens! did you ever see anything s0 ridiculous ? 
But they’re like that all day long. First, BorpERo bores you to 
death with his confounded imitations of Toorz; then that idiot 
HALL sings you out of your senses with ARTHUR Ropers and water 
—precious poor water, too; next, when you’re trying to get off a 
letter or two, that confounded young Gususy tells you he wants to 
consult you about a matter of life and death, which turns out to be 
merely the question whether he or Spinks ought to take the leading 
part in the comedy they ’re going to play at Windbury, and, last of 
all, old Sprnxs, who ought to know better, comes and tells you that 
dramatic criticism is a lost art, and that if everybody had his deserts 
he would be making £100 a week at the Haymarket at this moment, - 
You can’t get away from an amateur. I’ve been trying todo it for 
ten years, and I’ve failed miserably. They haunt you worse than 
any ghost I ever read about. i 

Lord §. Come, come, they ’re not quite so bad as all that. And 
after all, they ’re very obliging. 

Billy W. Ob! dashed obliging. The other day Hatt wanted me to 
sing a comic duet with him, and it turned out that I was to be kicked 
twice in each verse, and in the last to be chucked off the stage. No 
thank you. I’d rather go before old Fretp in Chambers any day of 
the week. [They drink, and puff cigars. Conversation continuing 

in remote corner. , 

Tifington Spinks. Well, I’ve only one thing to say. I’ve played 
that kind of part for the last twenty years. Now, honestly, BorpERO 
how is it possible that anyone can know the business better than 
do? The idea’s absurd. Kernpau’s all very well, and perhaps 
WyypHam might manage it; but even they are both machine-made 
—that’s what they are. 

Gushby. Well, Botpy, you heard what Mrs. DasHwoop said last 
week? Why, there wasn’t a dry eye in the house when I played it. 
The housemaid cried so much she couldn’t see to dust the furniture 
for two days, and the butler was carried out of the room in convul- 
sions. However, I don’t mind. Do what you like. I only thought 
you ought to know. 

Boldero (perplexed). Quite right, and I’m much obliged to you, 
of course. Still (with a wink to GusuBy), I think Spinxs ought to 
play it. You must take Jom Tilbury; there are some first-class 
lines in that, and you’ll do it better than any amateur of the day. 
As for the Pros, there isn’t one of them could get near you. 

‘ Busby (soothed). Very well; I’lldo whatIcan. What’s Hatt 
o do 

Hall, Oh, I’ve written up that scene in the Third Act, and 
brought in a song, which must fetch ’em. This is how it goes :— 

(Sings). ‘* The Boy in Buttons he said to me, 

‘What is the meaning of 0.D.V.? 
If O.D.Y. isn’t all my I, 
Why, blow me tight, but I’d like to try, © 
What would happen if I was to make so free 
As to ask for a tumbler of O.D.Y. ?’ 


“*Says I to the Boy in Buttons, ‘ Lor, 
Whatever on earth do you take me for ? 
You’d better be careful and stick to swipes, 
Or you’ ll see some stars and suffer some stripes. 
For I know it’s a case of U.B.D 
—d if you ask for a tumbler of 0.D.Y.’” 


* 


aie (ecstatic). That’s simply splendid; Hatt, you’re a 
Gushby genius. 


Captain H. (with more candour than politeness), Well, I’m 
blessed if I can listen to all that tommy-rot any longer. I’m off. 


Good-night, SurBrron. bene candle, 
Bly W. (shortly). Wait a bit, I’m with you. Lights candle, 
airtel: \ So am 1. Good night, Sunsrron. [Both light candles, 


Lord S. (As the host, sotto voce). I call it mean of you chaps to | 
desert me. However, good-night. 

[Exeunt WintHRop, Penrod, Mason, and Harprop to bed. Lord 
SURBITON sinks to sleep ona sofa, The Four Amateurs continue 
their discussion until, owing to the drowsiness of three of the 
party, the fourth begins to talk about himself exclusively, when 
they rise, 2 A.M., awake their host and retire. 


Tut Demon Cat, by C. W. Cote and W. Ratston, and let out of 
the publishing-bag by Srmpxin, MarsHatt & Co., is an account of 
the awful misdoings of a sat on board a man-of-war. Messrs. CoLz 
and Ratston forget. that the cat has been banished from Her 
Majesty’s Service. . 


r Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 


in no caso be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 


there will be no exception, 


Drormper 21, 1889.]} 
UNTILED; OR. THE 


PS 
(Part SECOND.) 


‘*‘ AwuSEMENT,” said the Sha- 
dow, ‘‘is a lure 

‘That subtly snares and saps 
the sage and pure.’ 

The tag sounds Puritanic. 

The sort of saw, devoid of 
worldly wit, 

wart by morality in a cold 


Or virtue in a panic. 
“Perhaps. The preacher 
perched above the throng, 
Like the bland singer of ideal 
song, 
Is vacuously moral, 
Vapidly virtuous, 
little more 
Of facts that round him like 
a maélstrom roar 
Than childhood with 
coral, 


‘¢ But so Amusement’s eager devotees 

Miss half its meaning; zealots on their knees 
Before the common Dagon, 

Have little care to glance behind the shrine. 

Who thinks to test the dregs of the bright 


wine 
Which flames in Pleasure’s flagon ?”’ 


‘‘ But you, you wish to see beneath the mask, 

The inner world of those who seem to bask 
In sunny public favour 

Is a strange spectacle. Behold yon churl 

Scolding, yet leering, at that trembling girl, 
The scene hath an ill savour. 


‘* Boringed, broad-neck’d like apuff-adder, he, 

A bullying satyr ; scarcely nymph-like she ; 
Unas are not too numerous, 

Nor lion guardians, here. Poor and yet pure? 

Lone, yet too proud to be a pander’s lure ? 
The notion is too humorous. 


‘©So she would think, that other prosperous 


knowing 


its 


ame 
| Whom fame and wealth make callous now to 


“ shame. 
Soft rugs, and the loud rattle 
Of hands applausive make amends for much, 
It is so hard to shun the smirching touch 
In life’s thick-fuming battle. 


‘Poverty that would keep untarnished plumes 
But cannot; swaggering wealth, drunken 
with fumes 
Of flattery, that cares not 
For pinions soiled, both meet us here. No 
more | 
This region charity loves not to explore, 
And cynic malice dares not. 


‘But pretty faces flushing o’er the wine 
That wanton wealth pours out at beauty’s 
shrine, 
With readiness so sinister, 
Or wearied limbs in garrets lone dispread, 
Or wandering spectres flushed unholy red, 
These are strange things to minister 


“To sleek Respectability. Youth’s frank 


JOYS, 
The honest mirth of blameless girls and boys, 
The ease of cultured leisure 
, And recreation of tired sons of toil, 
All good! But must Amusement’s trade 
make spoil 
Of souls, the wrecks of Pleasure? 


‘‘ Yon smooth-faced boy is dying, drugged to 
ea 
By so i pestilential breath. 
The girl who bends above him, 
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Scuttling swift-footed like wild forest things, 
In search of the scant prey such prowling 
To lowly jackal-duty. [brings 


I followed painted faces writhed with mirth, 

To homes compared with which the fox’s earth 
Is refuge sweet and cleanly. 

I watched the way of sin, and saw the wage 

Wherewith the sordid spectre of the age 
Rewards its dupes so leanly. 


Closed doors and lights extinct hid not from me 
The horrors of the garish haunts of glee, 
Where Pleasure plumes and prances 
Like a masked Mors amidst a festal throng, 
And Mammon grabs the price of Suffering’s 
And Folly’s frenzied dances. _—[song, 


‘* Enough!” eee: The Shadow strangely 


smiled : 
‘‘ The raiser of Life’s curtain is reviled 
By Pleasure ; even Pity [due: 
Reproves, and doubts. Amusement is man’s 
Ay,—purged from the foul taint whose 
wrecks bestrew 
The purlieus of the City!” 


MODERN ASMODEUS. 


CHRISTMAS AS IT IS TO BE IN 
CHESTER WORKHOUSE. 


(Dedicated, without Respect, to the Magistrates of 
a County of Cheeseparers.) 


Tue hungry paupers were assembled ready 
to tear their food to pieces in the good old 
fashion sanctioned by precedent. There had 
been a rumour that a clerical innovator had 
suggested that the Guardians of the Poor 
should purchase knives and forks for the use 
of the inmates of the Union: but the sto 
had been accepted as a canard. It was wall 
known that the love of economy amongst the 
Members of the Board outweighed sentimental 
considerations. Possibly this report had been 
spread by the appearance of a paragraph in 
the Macclesfield Courier, headed, “A _Dis- 
graceful Arrangement in Chester Work- 
house,” in which a meeting of the Chester 
Board of Guardians had been chronicled. In 
the pages of the popular provincial print in 
question it had been related how the paupers 
had to tear the meat to pieces with their 
fingers and teeth; how the Clerk had said 
that, after witnessing the spectacle last year, 
he had gone away disgusted ; and, lastly, how 
a farmer had declared that he often enjoyed 
his meals without any knife and fork—with 
the apparent result that a compromise was 
accepted. But that was only what a news- 
paper had printed, and who shall estimate 
the accuracy of the Press? 

So the expectant paupers waited for their 
food as beasts wait for thezr's at the Zoological 
Gardens! There was a pause, and then came 
the succulent fare that has made the Unions 
of Old Berend the admiration of the civilised 
world. The hungry inmates prepared to dig 
their fingers into the meat as per usual, when 
an authoritative voice bade them restrain 
their impatience until knives and forks had 
been passed to every inmate! Astonishment 
reigned supreme. So a distinction was at 
length to be drawn (on Christmas Day) 
between human beings and beasts of prey |! 
Who would have thought it ? 


{ Red-lipped and ashen-cheeked, to-night must 
ing 
Tired limbs in dances lewd, and smirk, and 


sing. 
Her misery is—to love him. 
‘And she, the siren with the face as soft 
Asher heart’s hard, and her eyes cold, how oft 
Her victim lying yonder (fooled ! 
Blent blandishment and mockery have be- 
Poor dupe, to dream such harpies could be 
schooled 
By service to grow fonder ! 


‘‘Ticht-footed as light-hearted steps she 

orth, . [ worth, 

Silk-shrouded, jewelled, wrapped in furs of 

Into a crested carriage. [taph, 

‘Dead,—oh, poor donkey!’ That’s her epi- 

Set ’twixt a shallow sigh and crackling laugh. 
She hopes for a ‘ swell’ marriage. 


_ ee if foiled by fate or some odd 


uke, 

Ducats sometimes are better than a duke, 
Yes, when the duke’s a duffer !’ 

You hear her hissing mot to her home slave, 

The pale-faced mother who her wrath must 


rave, ee 
And her coarse chidings suffer! 


‘‘ Amusement is—amusing, is it not? 
Its world-ward face is bright, with scarce a 


0 
To prove the foul infection 
That lurks within. The world might show 
disgust, 
Were all its tyranny, its greed, its lust, 
Bared to minute inspection. 


‘‘There’s a poor, mangled, maimed boy- 
acrobat. 
Little conceived the careless crowds who sat 
With half-voluptuous thrillings 
Of terror, as mid-air he twirled and tost, 
What, when the tale was summed, it really 
cost 
To gather in their shillings.” 
And I saw beaten boxers, bruised and sore, 
A weary waiter, bullied by a boor, 
Eyeing the clock-face eagerly; |. 
Trim-vestured girls, with trembling limbs 
who stoo [foo 


| Tending proud dames ; pale lads on zestless 
Feeding at midnight meagrely. 


And wan-faced waifs, ill-clad and furtive- 

eyed, [pomp and pride 

Writhing through scented throngs where 
Wait upon wealth and beauty, 


‘‘No,” replied an official, when the banquet 
was over, in answer to a question that had 
been put to him, ‘this is the exception to 
the rule. These knives and forks are not to 
be retained, but are to be returned immedi- 
ately. By a vote of thirteen to ten it was 
decided by the Chester Board of Guardians to 
hire them for the occasion !” 


SHAKSPEARE ON GAS STRIKE, 
“ Put out the light—and then ——”’ ?—Othello. 
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Taxes and Rates were rising fast, 

As through a burdened City passed 

A man who bore, with clenchéd thumb, 

A Standard, with the legend rum, 
Excelsior ! 


His brows were black ; hig eyes beneath 


Through “‘ gig-lamps” flashed, like sword 


from sheath, 

And like a fearsome fog-horn rung 

The sound of that too well-known tongue, 
Excelsior ! 

(The true significance of that sound 

Was simply ‘‘ Ten Pence in the Pound!’ 

And all too well the listeners knew 

It meant fresh turn of the Rate-screw : 
Excelsior !) 

oo ee 5 ae 


In ill-built Schools he saw the blight 

Of sewer-gas slaying left and right, 

The Jerry-Builder spectral shone, 

But still he yelled in strident tone— 
Excelsior ! 


‘ Try not that path,” the Old Sage said, 

** Dark lowers the tempest o’er your head 

Of public anger far and wide.” 

And loud that clarion voice replied, 
Excelsior ! 

**O stay!” the Maiden said; ‘do rest ! 

London is weary of your quest. 

You’ve raised that Standard far too 


high!” 
He answered, with a winking eye, 
Excelsior! 
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““ Beware the Public ’s awful wrath, 

At what lies crushed in your mad path! ” 

This, the Rate-payer ’s last appeal, 

A voice replied, with brazen squeal, 
Excelsior ! 


(His finish doth not yet appear, 

But when that cry the Public hear 
Punch fancies it will soon be foun , 
They kick at ‘‘ Ten Pence in the Pound.” 


Excelsior !) 


Tae HEAuta or Lonpon.—The approach 
of “* Russian Influenza” is dreaded, but Lon- 
doners are still more apprehensive as to the 
effects of the Gas-strike Fever. 


DecemBer 21, 1889.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON 


THE DUKE’S LESSON. 


Little Economic Tragi-Comedy (with a moral) now in 
process of active Rehearsal, 


ACT I. 


Interior of a Study ina West-end Ducal Mansion after 
breakfast during the prone of a recent noted 
struggle between Capital and Labour. Enter a Phi- 
lanthropic Duke and his Private Secretary. 


Philanthropic Duke (after giving directions for the dis- 
posal of his daily correspondence). And now there remains 
only this application for these labourers on strike. 

_Private Secretary. Your Grace would surely scarcely 
like to see / oh name figuring on a list where it might 
be SUpDORs to countenance the insubordination of the 
marses ; 

Philanthropic Duke. Ah, no; there you mistake the 
whole subject. My exalted position does not blind me 
to the necessities and rights of my fellow men. Capital 
can be a great tyrant, and Labour can only contend 
against it with the weapon of combination. 

Private Secretary. But is your Grace sure, in the 
present instance, Labour has a practical grievance to 
complain of ! ' 

Philanthropic Duke. No, I confess I have not gone into 
the rights and wrongs of this particular question ; but, 
looking at the matter as a whole, I have a firm con- 
viction that the movement of the masses to protect their 
interests by combined action merits the support, practical 
as well as moral, of all reasonable men. Send them a 
cheque for fifty pounds. 

Private Secretary. With your Grace’s name? 

Philanthropic Duke. Certainly. They are welcome 
to any influence in may bring them. 

Private Secretary. Very well, your Grace. 

[Writes cheque, and leaves Philanthropic Duke im 
a state of complacent satisfaction that he at least 
is ‘marching with the times” as the Curtain 


falls, 
ACT II. 


Interior of the Drawing-room of a West-end Ducal 
Mansion during the arrival of guests invited to dinner. 
‘A couple of night-lights on the mantel-piece supply 
the sole illumination to the room. Philanthropic Duke 
discovered standing on the rug with his back to a 
feeble fire of kitchen chars. 


Philanthropic Duke (addressing guests), I am sorry to 
give you such a dim and cold reception, but the last 
ounce of petroleum has been used, and though we have 
given three-and-sixpence a-piece for kerosene candles, 
the Duchess tells me we have had at last to fall back 
upon these night-lights, as_you see, and I think we have 
arrived at our last box. When that is finished, we shall 
have nothing before us but impenetrable darkness. 

[ Falls into a gloomy reverre. 

The Duchess (brightly). I am afraid I must ask you 
all to put up with such a cold dinner as we have been 
able to secure from the ham-and-beef shop round the 
corner—(murmurs),—owing to our inability to _secure 
any further fuel for the kitchen fire. 

[ Enter Servant, with a coal-scuttle of broken bedroom 
furniture, with which he replenishes the feeble 
flame in the grate. 

Philanthropic Duke. The kitchen fuel exhausted ? 
Surely it cannot be! (Addressing the Servant.) Have 
you used up all the balusters ? 

Servant. We have, your Grace. 

Philanthropic Duke. And pulled up, and surrep- 
titiously purloined the wood pavement, as I directed, in 
front of the house, both ways, for twenty yards ? 

Servant. Yes, your Grace; until the police. objected. 
We then utilised the dustbin all the basement doors, 
and managed to keep in up to {uncheon with the nursery 
toys, and a few of your Grace’s old walking-sticks, but 
we are now breaking up the spare-guest bed-chamber 
furniture, and when that is done, we shall have to com- 
mence on the dining-room chairs, or the empty drawers 
in the private bureau in your Grace’s study. 

A few revolver shots heard without. 

Philanthropic Duke. Ha! The Postman, in the un- 
lighted streets, again set upon by gangs of marauding 
tramps. (Enter Secretary with a letter. Duke address- 
ing him.) Well. Let us hear what it is ? 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 
(He has kindly painted in the Sky of an Amateur Friend’s Sea-piece.) 


Distinguished Critic. ‘Tae GEA’s CAPITAL, MY DEAR FELLOW ; BUT THE 
Sky ’S—WELL—AMATEURISH, YOU KNOW ies 


Secretary (referring to contents). Only an application for a subscription in 
support of the present Strike. . 
Philanthropic Duke (hysterically). What? Have they had the impudence——? 
Secretary. You see your Grace lent the influence of your name to support the 
last movement, and as your Grace also expressed your conviction that the com- 
bination of labourers to protect their interests, ‘* merited the support, practical, as 
well as moral, of all reasonable men,” 1 thought, perhaps, that another cheque—— 
Philanthropic Duke (seizing it, and tearing wt wto a thousand bits). You 
did? Well—that is how I subscribe to the struggle of Labour against Capital 
this time (scatters the fragments), at any rate. It may be that months of this 
are before us, and that [ am, even now, entertaining my guests with the illu- 
mination of my two last night-lights. Be it so. f I have had my lesson, 
and it has been a_sharp one, I am determined that it shall not have been 
entirely in vain! You will find me no more ‘‘ marching with the times.” 
[ Left facing the solution of the ‘* economic situation,” with a smile of gloomy 


. 


triumph on his countenance, as Curtain descends. 


——————————— 


A Hint To Reepers.—The GERMAN Rexp’s Entertainment is now ** with 
Verger clad.” The Verger has plenty of pretty music, and is well put on the 
stage, but The Verger scarcely verges on the brilliant successes associated with 
the Gallery of Illustration, St. George’s Hall. In the rincipal part Mr, ALFRED 
REED is amusing, although the réle is not quite in his line. Miss Tuty and 
Mrs. ARTHUR Law again are pleasing. Mr. Corney GRarn, who gives an 


account of how he took a house, is as genial and entertaining, ag ever, and takes 
the House every night. As his fund of humour is limitless, it 18 safe to predict 
that the new song he announces for Boxing Day will be quite as welcome as any 


of its predecessors, at least, so thinks Your GALLERY REPORTER. 
neg 


EPIGRAM ‘ON THE EPIDEMIC, 


Strictly Confidential.—To H.L.M. The Emperor of Russta. ‘* All Europe 
dreads your Russian Influence, Czar.” (Signed) Russ In URBR. 
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Miss J. If yer please, Sir, was you aware as you’ve dropped a 
thruppenny-bit? = ; 
The Duke (after examining the coin), ’Tis the very iece I have 
searched for everywhere! You rascal, you ’ve sto/en it is ; 
Miss J. (bitterly), And that’s’ow a Dook rewards honesty in this 
! 


MR. PUNCH’S MORAL MUSIC-HALL IDRAMAS. 


No, I.—THE LITTLE CROSSING-SWEEPER. 
DRAMATIS PERSON, 


; Yrossing-sweeper. By the unrivalled ) ,: world! [ This line ts sure of a round of applause. 
coy Vattcey Artist. ee a : : . pee TaN e J DES The Duke (calling off). Policeman, I give this lad in charge for a 
The Duke of Dillwater . Mr. Henry Irvine. shameless attempt to rob, [Enter Policeman. 


Specially engaged ; Mr. Punch ts sure that he will cheerfully | Unless he confesses instantly who put him up to the job! 
“anes ‘alight sacrifice fur so good a cause, and he can ensily| Dfiss J. (earnestly). I’ve told yer the bloomin’ truth, 1 ’ave—or 
slip out and get back again between the Acts of the ‘‘ Dead send I may die! 


eart,’’) I’m on’y a Crossing-sweeper, Sir, but I’d scorn to tell yer a lie! 
A Policeman : : -. » Mr. Rortanp BaRRineron. | Give me a quarter of a hour—no more—just time to kneel down and 
(Engaged, at enormous expense, during the entire run of this piece.) pray, [me away. 
A Butler (his original part). Mr. ARTHUR CECIL. | Ag I used to at mother’s knee long ago—then the Copper kin lead 


Foot-passengers, Flunkeys, Burglars.—By the celebrated Knockabout 
Quick-change Troupe. 

ScenE I.—Fxviterior of the Duke’s Mansion in Euston Square by 
night. On the right, a realistic Moon (by kind permission of 
Professor HERKOMER) %s rising slowly behind a lamp-post. On 
left centre, a practicable pillar-box, and crossing, with real mud. 
Slow Music, as Miss JENNY JINKS enters, in rags, with broom. 
Various Characters cross the street, post letters, &c. ; Miss 
JiInkKs follows them, begging piteously for a copper, which is in- 
variably refused, whereupon she assails them with choice 
specimens of street sarcasm—which the Lady may be safely 
trusted to improvise for herself. 


[ Kneels in lime-light. The Policeman turns away, and uses his 
handdne haf violently ; the Duke rubs his eyes. 
The Duke. No, blow me if I can do it, for I feel my eyes are all 
twitching ! : : 
(With conviction). If he’s good enough to kneel by his mother’s side, 
he’s good enough to be in my kitching! Sei 
[Duke dismisses Constable, and, after disappearing into the 
Mansion for a moment, returns with a neat Page’s livery, 
which he presents to the little Crossing-sweeper. 5 : 
Miss J. J. (naively). ’Ow much shall I ask for on this, Sir? 
What! Yer don’t mean to say they ’re for me / 
Am I really to be a Page to one of England’s proud aristocra-cee ? 
oes some steps. 


Mechanical change to Scune I].—State Apartment at the Duke’s. 
Magnificent furniture, gilding, chandeliers. Suits of genuine 
old armour, Statuary (lent by British and Kensington Museums). 

Enter Miss J., with her face washed, and looking particularly plump 
in her Page’s livery. She wanders about stage, making any 
humorous comments that may occur to her on the armour and 
statuary. She might also play tricks on the Butler, and kiss the 
maids—all of which will serve to relieve the piece by delicate 
touches of comedy, and delight a discriminating audience. 


Enter the Dake, 


I hope, my lad, that we are making you comfortable here? [ Kindly. 

Miss J. J. Never was in such slap-up quarters in my life, Sir, ZU 

stick to yer, no fear! 
[In the course of conversation the Duke learns with aristocratic 
eee 2 that the Page’s Mother was a Singer at the Music- 
; alls, 

Bee areas Miss J. J. What, don’t know what a Music-’all’s like? and you 
Miss Jenny . Jinks (leaning despondently against _pillar-box, on}a Dook! Well, you are a jolly old juggins! ’Ere, you sit down on 
which a ray of lime-light falls in the opposite direction to this gilded cheer—that’s the ticket—I 1 bring you your champagne 
the Moon). ° and your cigars—want a light? (Strikes match on her pantaloons.) 
Ah, this cruel London, so marble-’arted and vast, Now you’re all comfortable! 

Where all who try to act honest are condemned to fast ! [The Duke sits down, smiling indulgently, out of her way, while she 
Enter two Burglars, cautiously. introduces her popular Vocal Character Sketch, of which space 
First B. (to Miss J. J.). We can put you up to a fake as will be only permits us to give a few specimen verses, 
worth your while, First the Champion Comic Steps upon the stage ; 
_ For you seem a sharp, andy lad, and just our style! With his latest ‘‘ Grand Success.”’ Sure to be the rage ! 
[ They proceed to unfold a scheme to break into the Ducal abode, and Sixty Pounds a week he Easily can earn; 
offer Miss J. a share of the spoil, of she will allow herself to be Round the Music-Halls he goes, And does at each a “ turn,” 
De ett 4 oa, wh Rad 
83 J. d. (proudly). I tell yer I won’t ave nothink to do with i ‘ 
fur I ain't een used si was Undah the stors in a sweet shady dairl, 
To sneak into the house of a Dook to whom I’aven’t been introdooced ! I strolled with me awm round a deah little gairl, 
Second Burglar (coarsely). Stow that snivel, yer young himp, we And whethaw I kissed har yaw’d like me to tairl— 
Well, I’d rawthah you didn’t inguiah ! 


_ don’t want none of that bosh! cae 
Miss J. J. (with spirit). You old your jaw—for, when you opens | All golden her hair is, She’s Queen of the Fairies, And known by 
i y the name of the lovely Marrau, 


yer mouth, there ain’t much o” yer face left to wash : 
[The Burglars retire, baffled, and muttering. Miss J. leans against | She’s a regular Venus, But What passed between us,'I’dvery much 
: rawthah you didn’t inquiah ! 


: _pillar-box again—but more trresolutely, 
I’ve arf a mind to run after ’em, I ’ave, and tell °em I’m game to Next the Lady Serio, Mincing as she walks ; 
If a note’s too high for her, She doesn’t sing—she talks, 


standin! .., 
What she thinks about the men Youre pretty sure to learn, 


But, ah—didn’t my poor mother say as Burglary was a Sin! 
Duke crosses stage in a hurry ; as he 2 ee out his latch- She always has a hit at them, Before she’s done her “turn '” 
’ Illustration. : 


key, a threepenny-bit Falls unregarded, except by the little 
You notty young men, ow! you notty young men! 


You tell us you’re toffs, and the real er Ten 
But behind all your ears is the mark of apen! ” 
So don’t you deceive us, you notty young men! 


Miss J. J. (concluding), And such Sir, are these entertai 
In which Mirth and Refinement go ’and-in~’and : met: es “teen 
[As the Duke is expressing his appreciation of the elevating effect of 
ee performances, the Butler rushes in, followed by two flurried 
ootmen, 
Butler. Pardon this interruption, my Lord, but I come to announce 


ey) 


Sweeper, who pounces eagerly upon tt. 
| What’s this? A bit 0’ good luck at last for a starvin’ orfin boy ! 
| What a buy? I know—I’ll have a cup of cawfy, and a prime 
| Ah,—but ct ain’t mine—and ’ark . . . that music up in the air! 
: harp ts heard in the flies. 
Can it be mother a-playin’ on the ’arp, to warn her boy to bowanes 
| (Awestruck), There’s a angel voice that is sayin’ plain (solemnly) 
| Him as prigs what isn’t his’n, 
‘Is sure me copped some day—and then—his time he will do in 
[ oi retviutely to the door, and knocks—The Duke throws open e fac 
e per als, That by armed house-breakers the pantry has just been attacked! 


te 
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Duke. Then we’ll repel them—each to his weapons look ! 

T know how to defend my property, although I am a Dook! 

Miss J. (snatching sword from one of the men in armour). 

With such a weapon I their ash will settle! 

You ll lend it, won’t yer, old Britannia Metal ? 

Shouts and firing without ; the Footmen hide under sofa. 

Let flunkeys flee—though danger may encircle us, 

A British Buttons ain’t afeard of Burgulars! 

[Tremendous firing, during which the Burglars are supposed to be 

_ repulsed with heavy loss by the Duke, Butler, and Page. 

Miss J, ’Ere—I say, Dook, I saved yer life, didn’t yer know ? 
(A parting shot, upon which she staggers back with a ringing scream. 
The Brutes! they ’ve been and shot me! .. Mother! .. Oh! 

[Dies in lime-light and great agony ; the Footmen come out from 
under sofa and regard with sorrowing admiration the lifeless 
form of the Little Crossing-sweeper, which the Duke, as Curtain 
‘falls, covers reverently with the best table-cloth. 

OE 


A NIGHT AT THE GARRICK. 


the effects. It’s thrilling. I speak 
have already said, from first 


of 


I’vzx scarcely recovered from 
of La Tosca. : 


The mise-en-scéne, as I 


| 
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Two Sorts of Beere—Draught Porter, and a little Stout. 
never done anything 


to last is perfect. Mr. ForBES RoBERTSON has 
better, or half as well. Of course, he has been in training for it for 
some months past, and it was quite natural that the’ Proflgate should 
at last develop into that awf scoundrel, Scampia Scarpia. There 
. was onceupona timea Music-hall song, 
whereof the burden was, ‘‘ If ever there 
was ad——d Scamp,’ and if ever there 
was, then Scarpiais the man. His 
manner is perhaps a little too hard ; 
the make-up is rather too much of the 
undisguised-villain-styleof melo-dra- 
matic colouring, and he is not suf- 
ciently soapy and shiny. Still he is 
quite bad enough, and bad is his best. 
It is mighty difficult for those who 
have seen SARA to forget her, and to 
judge Mrs. BEERE’s performance fairly 
and ‘‘ without prejudice.” She lacks 
the magnetising, purring, and feline 
caressing tone and action of Sara; but, 
on theother hand, Mrs. BEERE’s passion 
is irresistible, and her scene with Scar- 
pia will peste draw all London. 
Perhaps her height and build tell 
somewhat against her in the tender 
love passages, though as she is in love 
with a painter in oils—or in aisles, as 
he works in church—‘ size” woul 
present no difficulty. She rivets the 
attention of the audience, and no one 
‘breathes again” until the play is, 
done, and Mrs. La Tosca BERNHARDT- 
oa BEERE is well over the ramparts. 
: es Mr. WALLER, as the painter Cav- 
Scorpion Scarpia (stabbed). — aradossi, is very good, but not suf- 
ficiently appreciative of La Tosea’s spooniness. Perhaps what 
appeared to me as a defect in Mrs. Brrrn’s performance may be 
partially owing to Cavaradossi’s comparative aha) 
vw, Mr. HERBERT WARING, a8 the fugitive Angelottr (all 
‘3 excellent. He has a short life and a merry one, 


———— 
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— 


Le 


Nex 27: i 
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good names), 
disappearing 


How 
to see. 
To my mind, the adapters, 
Messrs. Grove and 
heightened Scarpia’s 
e bonds of wedlock. 


in th 
but the device seems to me 


the English public, 
touch to the sufferings 
Sarpov’s drama. 
congratulated ! 


Nasu, 
the title had not 
grotesque works of A 
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early in Act III. down a well; well 
LecLERcQ is majestic 
of The Queen, she is so fine 
and large,—and Mr. GILLIE 
FarqunHar would look the 
very beau idéal of an Italian | 
nobleman, if he didn’t hap- jf 
pen to bear a strong resem- % 
blance to a state coachman. ff 
But looks are noteverything, 7 
and, being a nobleman, 
) | acts as such, and his per- 
formance affords the only 
relief to the piece. 
Miss Brsste HATTON is a 
rightly Gennarino. But, 
all the minor characters, 

the one that struck me most 
\|was Mr. CHartes Hupson 
as Schiarrone, the Police 
Agent. 
Scarpia; and after Sc 
he is the mos 
personage in the pla 
has 


He is always 


only about 


¢ remarkable 


twelve 
lines to say, but a lot to 
think, and enough 


e to e 
he does it is something 


HAMILTON, ; 
villainy by uniting Cavara 


The 
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in it, and well out of it. Miss 
as the Queen,—quite a Christmas number 
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GR \NG ff 
A Painter in Aisles (with a little 
and-Stage Guilding). 
have strengthened the motive and 
dossi and La Tosca 
The secret marriage may be a concession to 
to give a pathetic 
which is absent from 
to be, and has been, 
JACK-IN-THE-Box. 


of the unhappy pair 
HARE of Garrick is 


Signed) 


Pobert Profoning. 


Born, May 
In mid-winter, 


Your last song, all g 
Flashed upon us—an 


Low you lay in 


England loved you, 
For your Muse, 


Nothing hopeless, 


7, 1812. Drep, DECEMBER 12, 1889. 


in the silent songless snow-time, 

allant glee, _. 

d while yet we gladly listened, 
sunny Venice that you loved 80, 

Singer free! 

though your song was oft mistaken, 
scarce trim, was true. 


nothing maudlin or unmanly, 


Nought of sick erotic hot hysteric drivel 


One who never wooed 
Never doubted dawn wo 


Never dreamed 


Never culled pale 


You at noonday, 
Gave us song 


Now you sleep, 


Will not let your memory 


Tar Newest GALLERY. 
of having discovered 
the newest as a pic 3 
London. It was} at one time, 
Rooms, and diligent students 
sibl 
of elegant la 
q | stocks, and deep- 
whichis now call 


raphic 
es in 
coll 


find a 


ture exhibition, 


ed the Victoria, 


and ought to have been known as The N 
already existed. The exhibition of humorous and 


Came from you. 
the night, but loved the daytime, 
break, 
delirious dim narcotic visions, 
flowers of sin in Stygian meadows. 

Sleep—to wake ! 
in the struggle of men’s toil-time, 
to strengthen, cheer : 
but not your fame; the world you wakened 
ie, but hold it ever 

Sweet and dear ! 

26 Sree 
_Sir Epwarp Lee must have the credit 
this Gallery at 207, Regent Street, and, though 
it is really one of the oldest im 

if we mistake not, the Cosmorama 
of Ackermann’s Repository may pos- 

ioture of its interior, with the usual number 
short waists, and exquisite gentlemen in high 
ared blue swallow-tailed coats. This Gallery, 
was probably originally built by 
he Nashional Gallery, if 


rt here assembled is a very good one. 
i ek 


Sir Frederick’s Latest. 
Bravo, bravissimo ! Sir FREDERICK LEIGHTON, 


Your speech on 


Spanish Art’s a very great un. 


You spoke of Moorish influence in Spain. 


Well as ’t 
To hear a 
Tt has a °° 


would all of us delight again 
speech like this, and spoken thus, 
ore-ish influence” on us. 


me te ane 
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His Lordship 


‘A PLAGUE 0’ both your Houses!” So 
__ [he Public’s tempted to exclaim, 
With victimised Mercutio, - 
Scarce pausing to apportion blame 
00 nicely, 
When the heart’s hot ’tis hard to reason 
Wisely, - ; 


But Justice must, perforce, ‘make pause, 
Not leaning to this side or that, 
But weighing with clear glance the Cause, 
Hot temper never yet begat 
Cool fairness, 
Punch would adjust the public scale with 
squareness, : 


A plague of darkness o’er the land 
_ Seems hovering in these dismal days; 
Unwisdom, wrath, on either hand ; 
And these who blame and those who praise 
Each party, 
Can hit on no agreement just and hearty, 


Passion is purblind, power is rash, 
And ‘‘ banded Unions persecute ; ”? 
When Capital and Labour clash 
fsober equity sits mute 
Tis pity ! 
ean darkness soon may shroud our 
ity. 


Dimness within and dark without ! 
A pretty prospect for mankind ! 
ust danger front ug all, and doubt, 
Because the few are fierce or blind ? 
; _ Impunity 
Cannot be theirs, these foes of the community, 


—— 


(vociferously, with the rest 
(Aside to Footman.) 
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SOCIAL INSINCERITIES. 


‘‘ JUST SEE IF My CARRIAGE IS COME, 


A PLAGUE OF DARKNESS,’ - end of Power ’gainst Labour’s 


Reprisals fieree of banded Toil, 
The commonweal must not so wrong, 
Or make the commonwealth their spoil. 
_ Here isthe moral:— ~~ 
Not thus the squabblers must fight out their 
quarrel! | 


For round the lists, like birds of prey, 
Hover the gaol-birds of our streets : 


‘| The ruffian-brood that dreads the day 


Dark’s chances with effusion greets, 
- Lower its curtain, 
And hap what hap, their gain at least is 
certain. 


When honest men—though fools—fall out, 
The rogues—though curs—will claim their 
Own, » 
The Public must not dwell in doubt: 
The Plague of Dark must not be thrown - 


* O’er our Metropolis, 
Whilst stubborn Unions fight with shrewd 
Monopolies ! 


Two Sinus To A Quesrion.— At the Munster 
Winter Assizes, before Mr. Justice Murry, 
as reported in the Zvmes, last Friday, the 
Foreman of the Jury in one case told his 
Lordship that they couldn’t agree, but that 
they were eleven’ to one, and that ‘‘ with 
that one juror they had used every possible 
argument.” Audi alteram partem : perhaps 
the twelfth juryman declares that ‘‘he never 
saw eleven such obstinate pig-headed men in 


all his life.’ But what were the arguments P— 
shillelaghs ? 


y WY) 


). “Brava! .Evcork! Buavtirun!. Go on! 


Cla ac esr, 
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I COULD LISTEN ALL NIGHT!” 


Look SHARP !” 


ON THE WESTMINSTER PLAY-GROUND. 


Weare glad to see that the Westminster 
Authorities have turned over a new leaf in 
their playbook, and, patronising Irish indus- 
try, have given us the Andria of TERENCE. 
It is a delightful work, admirable and im- 
mortal, TERENCE was a true Milesian, and 
flourished his shillelagh and pen at the time 
of the first institution of Donnybrook fair, 
where at that time shows of all sorts were 
highly popular. His Andria, first called 
Merry Andria, was founded on his own novel 
of Handy Andy. TERENCE was a Nationalist 
at heart, but being a piece-loving subject, he 
never mixed himself up with any domestic 
plots, but borrowed them all from abroad, 
Under the name of Mappisonros Mortonos, 
he wrote Bétos xa) Kétos, which, strange to say, 
has never yet been produced on the classic 
boards of Westminster. Of course the Andria 
was played in the original Irish, and all the 
points were taken up and cheered to the echo. 
A more enjoyable evening than that spent at St, 
Peter’s College, Westminster, last hursday, 
it would be impossible to imagine. No false 
note, nothing to jar—not even the jar of whis- 
key. ‘* Hold your jar,” says I, ‘‘ till I takea 
drink to the health of my ancestor, Mister 
TERENCE, and more power to his elbow!” O 
mince-pilot, ’twas a fearful night, And the 
next morning !—No matter. Bother the three 
R’s, give me the three L’s—*L.L.L.” and 
plenty of it. That was the poetess for me, who 
signed herself L. L. L.* Next year, if you 
please, Sir, Ill do the Westminster play 
again, TERENCE Mrz, 

* Some mistake. Probably L. E. L.—Ep. 
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Brit Sixes (fo Agt¥ut DopGER), 
WHAT AIN’T THEIR OWN. BLESS’D IF 
ArtruL Dopgxr (disgusted), ‘‘SETTLED BE BLOWED ! 
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“TSAY, OLD PAL,—-WHEN HON 
THEY AIN’T BEEN AND SETTLED IT!” | 
I DID THINK AS WE SHOULD H 
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THE THREATENED PLAGUE OF DARKNESS». 
EST MEN FALLS OUT, ROGUES COMES BY 
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‘© Hr, Str! CoNnrouND YOU, MIND MY Hat!” 
a SEASONABLE DITTY. | Patinowuldemncm. - A BALLAD OF THE THREE YEARS’ SYSTEM. 
By Stepniakney. | With ASPINALL’s enamels. By Hans Sachspensbanger. 
Pee Thatieeaa | Though sweet these restful moments are, Loox at the braw pianny | 
ec ei ago ; * ae it a | In years to come the light catarrh Stannin’ agains’ the wa’: 
ae eo ah mcans y 7 Oh  abbish !” Will sigh ‘‘ Che faro senz1 | See tillthe wee bitmanny — ° 
yee nf th oak eats 7 ag aa Those tender cares that lent a charm There where our shadows fa’ ; 
ay a a e solace tha : gor | To all the sudden wild alarm The wood is as bright as a tallat-glass, 
onsisted in a treatment hot, Of Russian Influenza ?” | The keys are ebon and ivorie, 
Hot-groggy, and hot-tubbish. | The sconces shine like the beaten gowd ; 


Was never so braw a pianny. 


My symptoms met with jeer and scoff ; | «Ty Darz.’—The title of Lord Ten- : : ; 
They heard unmoved my plaintive cough, pall) Set eit 7 ee ws ee: course, | Fifteen shullin’ a month I paid, 
And told me, void of pity, es suggested by the Gas Strike, Three times over the months cam’ round ; 


Instead of staying warm at home, Biehl Se a Suns of summer have warmed ma hoosie, 
’T would do me far more good to roam | Snaws of winter have hid the ground ; 
As usual to the City. . | . Leaves in the autumn-fog hang dripping, 
neni Faves wi’ the chatter o’ birds resound. 

The self-same symptoms—only slight— But, whether the day break late or airly, 
Are radiant with the lurid light Ilka month as the day cam’ round, 

Of the new epidemic, The mairchant ca’d for his fifteen shullin’, 
And now that Turnham Green is ‘down,’ 


Fifteen shullin’—nearly a pound ! 

They swathe me in my dressing-gown, | And ilka month a sair doot vexed me, 

And proffer potions chemick. | An’ rived ma heart wi’ a dolefu’ pain: 
Would I play the worth of my fifteen shullin’ 

Or spare what some day would be my ain 
Weel, 1 compromised wi’ ma braw pianny 

And played it aiblins once in a moon, 
An’ oh, but the music was caller hearin’ — 


Fifteen shullin’ a tune ! 


= | Now I lock it close, and polish it daily, 
An’ D’iLhand it down to posteritie, 
| An’ I’ll tie it up wi’ a strict injunction 
That nobody ever shall touch a key. 
| For I pinchit sair, and I savit dourly 


Obedient to affection’s call, | 

To depths of huskiness I fall, 
Tn tremulous cadenza ; 

What though a native cold they jeer, | 

They treat with mix’d respect and fear | 
A Russian Influenza, | 


A while ago, without remorse, 

A slighter cold would mean divorce | 
A toro necnon mensa ; 

But the whole household now hangs round, 


ie KS 


Conciliated by the sound AA Ge Se -_4 | To pay the siller as months cam’ round, 
Of Russian Influenza. 5 ee EB An’ now I hae earnit the whole pianny 
ag = fd | 


Never again will I waste a sound. 
So 


‘T would hurt their feelings, should I say | IN THE LAW COURTS. 
A word of going out to-day; ~ Draughting ought to be done in Chambers—not in APPROPRIATE SONG FOR THE CHRISTMAS 
So, free from business trammels, Court. Waits.—'‘ Yule remember me!” 
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Chair he, in this Twelfth Parlia- 
en of QuEEN VicrorIA, fills with | 

ignity and grace. 

age ree ae Mr. SPEAKER,’’ you 
say, taking out your note-book—a 
choice volume bound in satin of dull 
gold, with red-edged leaves and 
electro-plated clasps, the gift of a 
gratified gentleman in the fancy 
stationery line whom you recently 
interviewed—‘‘it is very rarely one 
gets the opportunity of a really quiet 
talk with you. If you permit it, I 
will utilise the present occasion, to 
ask you a few questions. Which 
Member of the House do you like 
most, and which is your particular 
abomination? Do you prefer Sir 
Witt1am Harcourt when he is on 
the humorous tack, or when he 
addresses himself seriously to busi- 
ness? How do you regard the pro- 
bable permanent effects upon the 
moral conduct of the House of the 
little asides of Mr. W. H. Smrra? 
What is your private opinion of 
JosEPpH GuiLLIs Bicear? Do you 
think Mr. GoscHEN a graceful 
speaker? Which of the Clerks at 
the table do you like best? Do you 
take fuller delight in the way Mr. 


~ LORE!” 
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TWO PHASES OF GOLF. 


‘HIND 1 


ERSsKINE retires from the table when 
he has removed the Mace from the table, or do you prefer the 
jauntier style of Mr. Gosser? Do you mean to retire, and if s0, 
when? What title will you take when you go to the House of 
Lords? Do you ever steal forty winks whilst Lord Groner 
HamInton is expounding his policy at the Admiralty? What do 
you take to eat and drink when you retire for the customary ten 
minutes in a night’s debate? Do you really only eet a chop, or 
do you bring in stale buns and nibble them behind your three- 
cornered hat? Do you-——” 

‘* Order! order!” 

Looking up, you observe that the SpzaxzR is on his feet, the 
Sergeant-at-Arms, bowing three times, advances towards the table, 
removes the Mace, shoulders it, and marches forth. The SPEAKER 
abruptly turning from his chair stalks out at the other door, and you 
find yourself somewhat suddenly alone. Your reverie is broken in 
upon by another outburst from the strident voice, which calls at the 
open door, 

‘* Who goes home ?”’ 

No names.are mentioned, but you arrive at the conclusion that this 
remark is probably thrown at you, and accordingly you withdraw, 
and as you pace Palace Yard, disturbing the groups of meditative 
= you ponder upon the strange ways and customs in the 

ousehold of the SPEAKER. 


ROBERT ON PRESENT TIMES. 


WE’RE a living in rayther rum times we are, wen the soles of 
the grinning workman is almost a kicking the eels of the Hi and 
Mity, as some great Filoso- 
pher once said was a coming 
for to pass. 

As a instance in pint: we 
has all the men—striking at 
their Masters, and a settling 


ee 
his bred and butter and setterer in itting it j 1 
thicker and a little bit butteryer, bat eee  eaeee ar 
But now cums the werry rummyest 
at the werry time as I shood think as 
gennelmen wood have been a showing by their xtra dignefide con- 
uct how werry much they was shocked at the conduct of the lower 


(> NOTICE, — Rojeeted Communications or Contributions, whether 
I no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a 
there will be no exception, 


Y| as Hed Waiters! 


horders, I finds ’em a condesending to do sitch things as was never 
done in the werry harrystocraticest times as ewen I remembers | 
The xampels is so numerus that I scarse know where to begin, but 
I will commense with the werry hiest as a thurrow staggerer. 

Let anyboddy try his werry best to hunderstand the shock to my 
conserwative feelins when I abslutely seed with my own estonished 
eyes, the Rite Honnerabel the Lorp Mane leave his chair at a 
public dinner, and sit hisself down to a Pianny forty and sing and 
play a rayther lowish song about a Miss Pracy on a humpbacked 
Kar. I never seed a Kar myself, but Brown, who is partly a Irish- 
man, as he’s been wunce to Glassko, says it’s the same as a nansum 
cab. So I makes out wun werse of his Lordship’s song to run 
summut as follows: ; 

“‘T’d rayther be in a nansum cab 
With Prccy by my side, 
Than in my hone smart coach and four 
With my Lady for my Bride !!” 


| What my Lapy Marzss thinks of them sentimens it isn’t for a 


pore Hed Waiter to say, but nothink can prewent me a thinking, 
and wat I thinks I wisely keeps to myself. 

Then see what follers. Why I acshally hears a stately Alderman, 
who was wunee a stately Lord Mare, a starting off the wulger old 
chorus, ‘‘ For he’s a Jolly Good Feller!” and this too as the 
Lorp Marr’s reward for his singin! And so hinfeckshus is bad 
xampel, that, at that werry same dinner, ewen a Crimminel J udge | 
made 2 little jokes! and was werry properly well larfed at for his 
panes! 

_Time passes on for about a week, and then, at a rayther big 
dinner, a werry respectabel tho’ jewvenile Common Councilman 
finishes a werry loud speech by asking all the grinning compny 
the follering striking question, and in poetry too: 

‘* Where is the man with sole so dead 

Who never to hisself has sed, 

What a Fool I’ve been? ” 


And insted of simperthising with the poor conshence stricken 
Gennelman, they all larfs and shouts out, Here! Here! 

I passes over the sad spectakels of Aldermen in Penny Omnebusses, 
and Deputys in Penny Botes, and content myself with hobserving 
in sorrow, and in conclusion, that if our great leaders will not set 
the peeple better xampels of dignerty and self respec, we shall sum 
on us live to see the day when mere Strike Leaders will be figgering 
as Lord Mares, and Stokers as Aldermen, and praps ewen Blacklegs 
OBERT, 


A Strong Entertainment. 


Samson and Sanpow were pretty strong men, 

But at the Empire, ’twixt eight and ten, 

They are burlesque'd till with laughter you ll cry, 
‘*O Brothers Grirrirus, how’s that for high ?” 


A;Myruican Person: Emmy PasHA.— Why this fuss about a man 
who does not exist? There’s no M tn “Pasha,” 


fi8., Printed Matter, Drawin 
Stamped and Addressed Env 


gs, or Pictures of any description, will 


elope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 


SRR ee eee 
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JUSTICE ABROAD AT HOME—AND AT HOME ABROAD! 
At HomME. 


ScenE—Interior of a Coroner's Court. Languwid audience, 
prietor-responsible-for-death accommodated with a chair. 


Coroner (concluding speech). I am sure 
Gentlemen of the Jury, that you could 
not possibly have come to any other con- 
clusion, and I congratulate you upon 
your verdict. That the accident was 
purely accidental is self-evident, and if 
the respected Proprietor might have made 
regulations causing that accident to be 
less likely to happen (as your rider would 
seem to suggest) why, no doubt that 
fact will have in the future due weight 
with him. Of course, we must all feel 
sympathy with the widows and orphans 
of the deceased, and it is gratifying to 
think that they will rest satisfied we 
have done what lays in our power 
a assist i I ue now much 

easure in declaring this inquiry at an 
iS tv end. : “ie 
[Exeunt omnes. Proprietor-responsible-for-death, lolls in his 

brougham comfortably home to partake of a well-cooked dinner. 


ABROAD, 
Scense—Intersvor of a Criminal Court. 


Pro- 


Excited Audience. Pro- 
prietor-responsible-fur-death standing i the Dock. 

Judge (concluding speech). I am quite sure, Gentlemen of the 
Jury, that you could not possibly have come to any other conclusion, 
and I congratulate you upon your verdict. That the so-called accident 
could have been prevented is self-evident, and it is to be hoped that 
the lesson you have read to the disgraced and ruined Proprietor will 
have its due effect. Weall sympathise with the widows and orphans 
for their great loss, but they will be consoled by the thought that, 
through your action, they have been avenged. The Court stands 
adjourned. 

[ Exeunt omnes. Proprietor-responsible-for-death being carted off to 
prison, there to undergo a long spell of penal servitude. | 


OLD PUNCHKIEL’S PREDICTIONS FOR THE YEAR 1890. 


Ir is with no light heart that Old Puncuxret enters upon his 
solemn duties of enlightenment and warning. The Stellar voices 
are less definite this year than he could wish, and he has had the 
greatest difficulty in making out what the dickens it is they do mean. 
However, a Prophet that respects himself would scorn to hedge, 
and Old PuNcHKIEL issues his predictions as usual, merely reminding 
searchers after truth that stars w7/d play the fool occasionally. 


January.—Mars retrograding before Taurus into the 1st House of 
Saturn will prove a subject for profound study, for it is certain to 
be followed by a public inquiry into the efficiency of our Army, 
which will be the subject of much discussion in the newspapers. 

Persons engaged in philosophical research or the sale of cats’meat 

whose birthday anniversary falls on or near the 14th, are warned to 

beware of over-indulgence in pastry. 

February.—The Sun is with the Infortunes, and meets with oppo- 
sition from Saturn, so that little warm or cheerful weather can be 
expected. The sign Pisces rules Putney, Peckham, Peebles, and 
Little Pedlington, and social upheavals of an alarming nature may 
therefore be expected at all these places, with earthquakes of varying 
degrees of violence. On or about the 14th, there will be a notable 
display of Coloured Satirical Portraiture. Persons born on the 29th, 
in either 1785, 1802, 1841, or 1869 (especially if the Moon was in the 
second decanate of the sign $2 at their birth) will have no particular 
reason for congratulating themselves. 

March.—At the vernal ingress Mercury, progressing in the sign 
Gemini, will bring trouble on Moscow and Margate. At Teddington, 
the luminaries will be in the midheaven, and the London County 
Council will accordingly be the scene of intense excitement, ae 
remarks being freely interchanged. Single ladies, whose irthday 
anniversary falls on or about the 4th or 5th inst., will obtain heavy 
damages in any action for breach of promise of marriage, unless 
born in any year previous to 1842. 

April.—Mars entering into his own 
surprise in those unused to such phenomena, and may affect the 

| funds unfavourably on more than one Continental Exchange. The 
sign Taurus rules Ireland, and a further development in Home Rule 
may be looked for. In the latter part of this month, Jupiter becomes 
stationary in Cancer, and afflicts the Beadle of a well-known and 

popular Arcade, who is warned to beware of shell-fish. The ist 10 

fortunate for practical jokers. The 21st is an evil day for hatters 


lion will create considerable 


VoL, LOVE. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


from a cold in the head. The trade and commerce of Bognor will be 


the trine aspect with the Sun, thereby benefiting Brentford and the 


buctoo, there will be serious émeutes, 


In Kamschatka, there will be trouble with the Dervishes. Towards 
the close of the month Saturn re-enters the sign Aries, 
to disturb and afflict Huntingdonshire, and Westbourne Grove. 
The Akond of Swat will be in danger. 


to all who are fond of sitting out of doors, 


as mana 
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5 Sn I 
born on or about the 8th of November, whose ascendant, or Moon, 
held the 14th degree of Aquarius ; they should have a care of 
accidents by steam-circuses and tight-ropes. 

May.—Saturn progressing in the meridional degree of West 
Brompton will render this month memorable in English History. 
At the new Moon Mercury is in the ascendant, accordingly we shall 
soon hear of an improvement in the weather, and the outbreak of 
German measles amongst the Ojibbeway Indians, Saturn retro- 
grading in f brings trouble on the Emperor of CHINA, who will suffer 


considerably augmented. There will be trouble in Tooley Street. 
June.—Jupiter is now in benefice aspect with the Moon, and forming 
Bahamas. In either Boulogne, Westward-Ho, Oban, Tenby, or Tim- 
I i the military having to be called 
out. Conspiratorsin Cyprus and the Isle of Wight will become daring. 


and proceeds 


July.—The stationary position of Venus on Scorpio is of evil omen 
and Venus making a 
hasty transit to the house of Virgo, occults the Moon and brings 
disaster upon many popular places of entertainment. Neptune also 
afflicts persons at the seaside who go out in sailing vessels imme- 
diately after lunch. Saturn is in quartile with Mars, which infor- 
tune is about to transit the place of the Moon at the birth of 
a celebrated Low Comedian, who will do well to accept the warning. 
About this time a new comedy will be produced at a Matinée at one 
of the principal London theatres. 

August.—Mars and Saturn are now afflicting the horoscope of a 
well-known umbrella-manufacturer, causing great perplexity and 
trouble to certain Continental Powers, and some confusion in Camber- 
well and the vicinity. The warrior-angel of Mars may put in an 
appearance. Prussia feels the effects of the presence of Uranus in 
her ruling sign, but gains to some extent by the conjunction of 
Jupiter with Mercury ; the funds will droop on the London Stock 
Exchange, and bad eggs will be hatched in great abundance. 
Foreign questions will be very difficult of solution. 

September.—Saturn reaches the opposition of the place of the 
Lunar Eclipse of last May, and brings further trouble on the 
Shetland Islands. The Sea-Serpent will be heard of again, and 
several topics of great social interest will be discussed at some length 
in the correspondence-columns of the daily newspapers. Beyond 
this the voices of the Stars are silent for this month. 

October.—As the benefic Jupiter is in the 1st decanate of the 7th 
house, and speeding through the sign of Pisces at the New Moon, 
we may anticipate earthquakes in Cappadocia, Paphlagonia and 
Primrose Hill. Persons who go out shooting during this. month 
without previous experience of firearms, will bring home big bags, 
but are warned to act prudently and use a small size of shot. 

November.—The numerous configurations of Venus in her con- 
junctions with Mars are the chief astrological features of this month, 
and fan the flame of fanaticism at Faversham, Freshwater, F olke- 
stone, and Friesland) There will be street demonstrations on or 
about the 5th, to express abhorrence of an abominable act of treachery 
by a well-known public character. The ruling powers of several 
London Music-Halls will find it hard to weather the storm. There 
will be a serious strike among London Housebreakers, who will 
demand shorter hours of labour, freedom from police interference, 
and a larger share of the profits of their industry. fe 

December.—The passage of Uranus from the sign Aries into Cap- 
ricornus will, it is to be feared, keep the School Board very busy, 
and the total eclipse of the Sun at the moment of ruling the 10th 
House in quartile aspect with Uranus, Saturn being 1n the ascendant 
may have an injurious effect upon many eminent pawnbrokers an 
ventriloquists. However, Old PUNCHKIEL does not wish to take too 
gloomy a view of the future, and trusts that he may have invested 
the message of the Stars with too serious a significance. This is 
really all he can possibly undertake to prophesy for the money. 


_—————— 


THE BOND STREET ART-ERY. 


‘“‘ CrrancE of scene is as good as change of air!”? Therefore going 
to DowDESWELL’’ is as good asa trip to Monte Carlo—for they are 
always changing the scene atthis Gallery. The latest change is ‘* Some 
Places of Note in England,” by BrrkeEt FosrEr, which includes about 
fifty drawings by this artist, in his best manner. If we had space we 
would write on this subject at len gth, but we have not; 80, although 
this notice ‘is about Brrxer FostTER, we ’re forced to burke it. Ha! 
ha! In addition to these, you will find a series of drawings in silver- 
point—full of grace and delicacy, by C. SAINTON, and a collection of 
clever pictures, by W. A. BREAKSPEARE, illustrative of TENNYSON’S 
poems. He must be a clever artist who would splintera lance with 
BREAKSPEARE. This artist should take for his motto, ‘* Breakspea- 
rentia does tt.’ He! he!!” 
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ROBERT 
BROWNING\ (i 


THE FICTION OF THE SEASON. 
Ancient and Modern. 
YuesterpAy’s GENIALITY. (1869.) 


THE room was decorated with 
holly and mistletoe! The chil- 
dren danced, while their elders 
shouted with merriment! Neigh- 
bour greeted neighbour, and rela- 
ij tive shook relative warmly by 
iit both hands!. The spirit of the 
li} season was unlimited amiability ! 
Nii The portraits of the ancestors 

) glowed in the ruddy flicker of the 
Yule log, and the ancient armour 
| sparkled and shone in the soft 
ulti] light of scores of wax candles. 
\|| Here was played a game of Blind 
\)\| Man’s Buff, there a venerable 
dame told many a weird old 
legend to a throng of open- 
mouthed curly-headed listeners. 
Outside the Hall, the red-nosed 
carol-singers made night melo- 
dious with sweet songs of other 
| days; while the bells in the 

church hard-by pealed out joyous 
strains in honour of the coming 
day. As midnight tolled away 
the last minutes of December 24, 
the master of the house, raising 
high a glass of steaming punch, 
drank the health of everyone, an 
wished them joy! 

And thus was Christmas cele- 
brated ! 


To-pays DysPEPsia. (1889.) 


tf ! The room was empty, save where 
AALS We vn (/ an unpaid bill marked the season 
hint of the year. The children had 
| 
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: : ‘ pictures that the trip was merry. 
Wuart a Christmas Return! How the hall-lights burn upon juvenile, W. W. Lioyp, who fas been euploved On Active Service, has 
beneath the green oe he seen ‘‘ any amount of it.” 
And Paterfamilias Punch comes crunch, crunch, up the snow-| CAssELL’s Magazine of Art plays a leading’ part in artistic matters, 
wheeler to bring’em. longer at this season of Charit | 
The ‘* Growler,” you know, is out | RTT Whilst I tell the tale, for which 
M i\ i} 
and pufling, | rural Have a glass of toddy? Almost 
And trying with care to sum up Witt everybody will consider it harm- 
stuling | snow whirls, let us close the 
The stuffy inside, very carefully doors, and discuss at leisure 
Claims calculation. The bairns’ paternal pleasure it were hard 
jubilation will last e’en when to measure ! 
For only consider, each valorous 
bidder for’ Christmassy pur- 
youth, mature manhood’sfancy, 
and likings of matron age. 
Warp’s many marvels, Tom 
Suirn’s bon-bon Crackers, 
so cheap, and the prizes,—‘* such 
whackers ! ” 
Truths mighty Toy Exhibi- 
tion, 
With its vocal donkeys, and climb- 
O happy children of the new gene- 
ration, to whom Toyland’s won- 
o’er each rare treasure, the rich 
child triumphs or the poor child 
bundle! Here be Games galore. 
Messrs. A. N. MyErs 
ord WOLSELEY and such high- 
flyers 
Then WeieHt & Company, who 
are far from wrong in it, 
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PUNCH’S PRIZES. Through the Netherlands, and one understands from its pleasant 
faces expectant and jolly, given an account of it. 
Whilst Materfamilias, bland and unbilious, stands, arms akimbo, | A Soldier’s life suggests stir and strife, and the author seems to have 
cumbered steps with his dog and his gingham ; and deserves its popularit 
The herald of Prizes of all sorts and sizes,—it taxed a capacious four- | And—but there, friend Cabby, *twould be almost shabby to keep you 
there in the snow, where the time would fail, of all the Books 
many-caped Cabby is stamping al \ and the Toys of the Season. 
WZ aaa RA 
pnt fee | : : if Hi 
his big ‘‘ fare,” which, with so iW [ pa aa site less, if ’tis supped in reason. 
many parcels and packages nT Y Now, boys and girls, as the white 
tied up in every description of Each Yule-Tide treasure that 
brown-paper polygon, your Punchy brings you, wit 
Yule-Tide is over, and holly 
gone, 
chasers’ liberal patronage, 
Caters, in sooth, for all stages of 
Oh, the wild joys of Books, 
Pictures, and ‘Toys! Marcus 
Dollie Dimple’sfine Dresses, which 
every girl blesses, the parcels, 
Of the English Toy Manufactur- 
ing Co. That reminds one 0 
ing monkeys, and dollies of 
every dress and description ; 
ders are familiar matters ! 
What a world of pleasure when, 
chatters ! 
Now, Cabby, trundle up another 
Send ‘‘ Military Chess,” which 
ou lads will confess might tax 
Were they only boys again, and 
turned hands to toys again. 
Send a game called ‘‘ Rings, or 
Table Archery,” which you’ll 


like, no doubt, when you find | Na 1 gone supperless to bed, and their 
ou’re strong in it. ~ re cee elders were some weeping, others 
But ‘‘ Flitterhens” verily you will ereet right merrily. It’s a sort | grinding their teeth with impotent rage. Neighbour cut neigh- 
of a Drawing-Room Table Lawn Tennis bour, and relative struck relative out of their respective wills. 
And though for children it is probably intended, it a capital game for The spirit of the season was unlimited discontent. The portraits 

grown women and men is. of the ancestors long ago sent for sale to Wardour Street remained 
Goopati’s game, ‘‘ Our Ship,” take your Punchy’s tip, is well worth neglected under a pile of miscellaneous lumber, and the ancient 

trying, whilst their stationery armour was in their close vicinity. Here was played the game 0 
May be commended ; and their ‘* Savoy Calendar” with Gilbertian distraint for rent, there an unpaid and venerable laundress told 

quotations is amusing, very. many an unpleasant story to a throng of idling, open-mouthed 


y 4 ? 

4 ; of| servants. Outside the house the blue-nosed roysterer fought it out 

a sa rn eee Ae Mr. Davin Snort senda the Hssays y with the policeman: ene nent hideos aa his yells a 
tis is ¢ d|imprecations; and the Delis in e church hard-by appropriately 

= cae aati tis a pleasant fagh thet Une type dea tolled out the expiring moments of a day that had begun, continued, 


y i ! 
za : oN ; | and ended in misery . 
The he ching & Co.) is really an Edition de Muze As midnight approached, and the 25th of December took the place 


h ’ t dirty | of the 24th, the master of the house, who had been concocting a'dose 
By Be restecmely nearest Father Thames e’en 6b “Unly of subtle poison from the red and white berries of the holly and 
Doveuty’s Friesland Meres (SAMPSON Low) appears an account | mistletoe, raised it to his lips, drank it, and expired | 
of a Voyage in a Norfolk wherry | 


ce 


a 
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“SCENES OF OUR CHILDHOOD.” 


Trg the voice of the Clown, who’s of course Harry PAYNE, Z 
he front with, ‘‘ We’re here once again ! 
pa penne 29 the OY end welcome the Boxing Night crowd 
in the Lane. 
His services long may old Drury re- 


\ c But F the good old ‘‘ Comic Scenes”? 
N é ‘don’t remain, 


The public and Payne will have cause 
to complain, : 
Pantomime’s certainly noton the 


= 


\\) \) For 
\ | 
ore \ 1] 


wane. 
The man who asserts it we’d reckon 
- insane, 
Much madder by far than was Hamlet 
the Dane. ; 
We hope that in DrurroLanvus’s reign 
He’ll give us much pleasure and still 
ae much more PAYNE; ; 
For we’re not of those who think clowning inane, 
Good clowning we mean, and so we would feign 
See four ‘‘ Comic Scenes” ’stead of two at the Lane. 
To public and manager ’twould be a gain, 
Tho’ how, we are now at a loss to explain ; 
For details and facts are so dry in the main, 
Like a pony that hasn’t been out in the rain. 
Perhaps, a sly hint from the Lord Chamberlain, 
Or a wink or a nod from Sir PoNSONBY-F ANE, 
And if the next Pantomime then should contain 
The scenes of our childhood which dormant have lain, 
We shall not have written this doggerel in vain, 


UNLIMITED WATER-LOO. 
Bogus Place, E.C. 

Srr,—Having received a Circular from the Secretary of the 
** Waterloo Exhibition of Relics and Trophies” {a display which, 
taken with a Panorama, of the greatest possible interest to every 
True Briton, should form, as no doubt it will, a combination of 
unrivalled attractiveness) inviting contributions to the Collection, 
and with an eye to securing the Special Season Ticket promised to 
every Exhibitor, I have quickly rubbed up my historical associa- 
tions, and. have provided the Committee with the following ‘‘ items,” 
that, I think, you will admit ought to obtain ready acceptance. 

1, An authentic likeness of the great Duke in the shape of a 
China Bed-room Candle Extinguisher, handsomely gilt, with eye- 
brows, whiskers, and cheeks picked out in appropriately striking and 
showy colouring. 
| 2. Twenty pairs of Bluchers, in very fair condition (secured from 

an Hast-End Bootmaker), supposed, one of them, to have been worn 
by the great Prussian General, possibly at the battle itself, and the 
others during the succeeding occupation of Paris, 

3. Plan Model of the disposition of the contending forces at the 
representation of the battle on the stage of Astley’s Theatre in 1837, 
when the British Army (including WELLINeTON and his Staff) num- 
bered eight and one Comic Irishwoman, and the last charge of the 
French Imperial Guard was conducted by seven supers, exclusive of 
NaPoLEon himself and a Low Comedy Drum-Major. 

4, Authentic account furnished by the executors of General 
PICTON (who heard it himself), of the celebrated retort of NAPOLEON 
to Moxy the Comic Irishwoman referred to above, when in reply to 
her styling his Imperial troops ‘‘a set of low Black-gyards,”’ he 
delivered himself of the memorable phrase, ‘‘ Madame, the Guard 
never yields: it only retires,” 

Autographs and hitherto unpublished letterg of both NaPoLEon 
and WELLINGTON, N.B. As (this, of course, in strict confidence) I 
furnish these entirely myself, it will be seen at once that they must 
prove quite an unprecedented novelty, and, therefore, an attraction, 
In any collection of the kind, 

Relies of the great battle. Again N.B. (in confidence), I 
get these manufactured on the spot at Bruxelles, and as they are 
supplied to me by the dozen, you will see at once, what a valuable 
addition I can guarantee the Exhibition from this source alone, 

7. Crumbs collected from the first Waterloo Banquet, preserved 
by the Grandson of a Waiter present on the occasion, 

he above, Sir, are all the ‘‘items” that at 
think you will confess that, if considered suitable 
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Scholastic Agent might offer a modest Coney aeaies Has 
store for me a partnership with FLEEcEM—also with Jin 

vaguely if JINKs is a second FLEKcEM, only more so. 
is the show man of the establishment, what must Junxs be like ? 


call on one or two old College chums who, I ; I 
the Scholastic Profession,” as the Governor says. It being their 
holidays, I may find them in Town—B.ogerns among the number. 


to think, tells me he is making a clear five hundred a year at Sher- 


in the educational swim, and not a rank outsider. 


CHARIVARIL. [Decempmr 28, 1889, 


JOURNAL OF A ROLLING STONE. 


Turgp ENTRY, 
On my homeward way reflect that if all trades fail, that of a 
z i fate in 
KS? Wonder 
lf FLeEcEM 


As I am making an educational day of it, decide after lunch to 
know, have ‘‘ adopted 


Old Biogas, a thoroughly good sort, but rather an ass, I used 


borough, ‘‘ without counting private pups, which is extra.” 

‘**Then you get no end of jolly rides over the downs,” he goes on. 
Nice of BLoaatns to say ‘‘ you.’’ Makes me feel as if J were already 
Better to be an 
out-rider (or rider out on the Sherborough Downs) than an out-sider ! 
Fancy old Biocerns riding! Begin rather to wish I were in old 
Biogerns’s shoes—or rather old BLocerns’s saddle. ys 

So far he has not mentioned the actual work of the profession. 

‘* Do you like the business ?” I ask. : 

“Rather! Boys jolly little cubs. Only I can’t see them very 
well, I’m so short-sighted. Keptin the wrong boy for two hours one 
day—didn’t find out mistake till afterwards,” Biogeins chuckles, 

‘Work hard ?”’ I inquire. E 

‘* Oh, tolerably,” he replies, as if this were an unimportant con- 
sideration, ‘‘ And there are such jolly long holidays!” fee 

I leave Buoceins in contented (and selfish f) enjoyment of his five 
hundred, and go on to another friend, who has already blossomed 
into a keeper of a hostel (why ‘‘ hostel”? Query—affected ?), and 
educational swell at the ancient academy at Rugbow. 

I put the usual leading questions. 

aolly place, Rugbow,”’ he replies. ‘‘ No end of reok-shooting 
near. And fishing. Damp andcold? Ohno. Hard work ? Well, 

ou can make it hard, you know, if you like.” Here he winks 
istoasheli ‘“ And the best of the trade is, the holidays are so jolly 
long '”” Mem.—Most popular feature about work of. ‘‘ Scholastic 
Profession”? (Governor again) seems to be the unrivalled oppor- 
tunities given for not working at it. od 

Tell the Governor in the evening that ‘‘ there seems no opening in 
the scholastic line.” He replies that ‘‘that is no news to him, 
because,” he adds, with unnecessary sarcasm, ‘ by my account, the 
present is a close time in all the professions.” 

And this after I have tramped about all day and got_nothing! 


THE LASS OF FASHION. 


A Lapy Correspondent who wishes to write for a Society journal 
is good enough to ask us what style she should adopt. We can only 
counsel our fair friend to make as free a use as possible of the 
favourite words in the Society journalist’s 
vocabulary—such as ‘‘function,” ‘‘frocks,”’ 
‘‘pravery,” ‘‘bloom,” and, above all, 
“smart.” ‘‘Smart’”? was formerly em- 
ployed only by servant-girls in reference 
to their finery. But now the mistress and 
all her surroundings are ‘‘ smart?’—the 
people she visits, the people who visit her 
all that is worn at an entertainment, and 
the entertainment itself. Of whatever lunch, 
dinner, ball, or general reception, our 
amiable interrogator may have to speak, 
let her always call it a ‘‘function.” I+ 
must be a “smart”? function, moreover, 
and must be attended by ‘‘smart” people. | 
The Ladies present must not wear dresses, //|l 
but “‘ frocks,” and they may be effectively 
described as appearing in ‘‘all the bravery” 
of silks and satins. If any of them carry ; 
bouquets, the flowers of which these bouquets are composed must 
be called ‘‘blooms.” Our charming questioner must never say, 
in a direct manner, that Mrs. Surry (for example) wore a blue 
gown; she must remark that Mrs. Surra ‘looked well in blue.” 
But, above all, let her, too, be ‘‘ smart.” 


AGENDA.—The Atheneum says, that a novel feature in the Windsor 
Peerage will be the omission of the ladies’ ages. The book ought to 
be called the Windsor Non-age. A man is as old as he feels, a 
woman as old as she looks. Why does not some enterprising pub- 
lisher bring out a volume illustrated with ladies’ photographs, with 
particulars of their marriage portion, and call it the Dot-age. That 
would certainly come ‘‘as a boon and a blessing to men,” 
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ODE. 


On the Pleasure arising from Ginger-ctike. 


SxyLark, that dost the morning wake 
Up in the pearly heights of dawn, 

Or when its deedal splendours break 
In streaks of empyrean brawn, 

Be not so proud, thou canst not make, 

As CHLOE can, a ginger-cake. 


O thou fleet-footed fawn, 
That through the glade dost lightly take 
Thy dappled way, and scarcely shake 
The dewdrops from the lawn, 
Be not so proud; thou canst not make, 
As CHLOE can, a ginger-cake. 


O beefen herds of browsing steak,’ 
That sweeten all the air around, 
Rich milk you give, and many a pound 
Of butter, fresh as primroses ; 
You cannot make a ginger-cake 
As CHLOE can, with perfect ease. 


O chanticleer, who flapp’st thy wings 
Before the watchful lark upsprings 

And sound’st thy clarion, ere the flakes 
Of the on-rushing daylight’s foam _ 
Whiten the fields where the stars roam, 
Thou ken’st of many mystic things 
But not a whit of ginger-cakes, 
Which golden-headed CHLOE makes. 


O nightingale, that trill’st thy pearly note, 
While yet the Easter breezes coldly bl 
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Gargling with tender song thy strained throat 


Melting the moonless night with raptured 


woe, 
And charming all the budded bower, 
Though all around thee is in flower, 
Yet cooking is, proud bird, beyond the 
warbler’s power ; 
And CuLox makes delicious cakes, 
Albeit, as yet, she hath not charmed a bower. 


Not, Cake, from greedy love of thee, 
The bard is fain thy praise to sing, 

But that all Nature’s minstrelsy, 

All woodland craft of foot and wing 
All magic of the budding spring, 

All that most moves that inner love, 

Which thrills to tokens from above, 
Unite in this their praise to bring 

To amber-headed CHLox’s feet— 

Like her, they pretty are or sweet. 
Like her, they make a world of joy 
When winter stings, or wasps annoy, 

In this on common ground they meet— 
Yet, not transcending Nature’s plan, 
They cannot make a ginger-cake, 

And CHLOE can. 


Second Ditto (in the bonnet). ‘* HE TOLD 
THAT HE MUST SEE ME THREE 
First P. ‘“OH, HE SAID THAT 


THAT I MUST START FOR NEW 


Scotchman in the sketch representing the 
types of the three nationalities might be 
from the pencil of GavARNI, and even the 
influence of the comicalities of SeYMouR and 
Hoop are recognisable. ‘ Banking Days in 
Manchester” is distinctly LercH. * My Show 
Day,” might be the work of a French artist, 
and ‘* Races on the High Road,” reminds 
one forcibly of RicuarD DoyLEs sketches 
abroad. There are very few purely and simply 
CatpEcorr, and among them are ‘‘The Three 
Huntsmen,” and the poetic etching on the 
last page of all, placed appropriately and 
with a touching reverence, on the last page 
of all that ap this gifted artist’s short- 
lived history. Were the book four times its 
which is the modest sum of Two-and- 
Six, it would be worth the money. ‘‘ Buy 
Baron. 

A London Plane Tree. There is an inde- 
ervading this last volume 
young author of 7: he 
Reuben Sachs. The 
Londoner, loving 
true Londoner can. On 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


pets, 
and Captain Goode, and the result is Allan’s 
which the first 


by SAMPSON 
by the faculty. Those who are interested in 


valuable introduction. Before 
delightful 


GAVARNI. 
trate in a Police Court which might have 
been an early LEECH, 

ing ALBERT Swirn’s works; the DoyLE-like touching realism about the very last line in 
outline etchings are evident at once. 


AT SIR LOVELACE MASHINGTON’S, M.D., &c., &c- 


First Patient (in the hat), ‘‘ AND WHAT DID Srr LOVELACE SAY TO YOU, DEAR?” 
ME I REQUIRED VERY CAREFUL WATCHING, 
TimES A WEEK FOR THE NEXT 
CHANGE OF CLIMATE WAS 
ZEALAND AT ONCE.” 


q_| this pad it may be said, 
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AND; 
FEw MontTHs. AND you?” — 
ABSOLUTELY NECESSARY, AND. 


Anxiously do we wait for the appearance of: 
Montacu WittiaMs’s Reminiscences, which 
are to be ushered into the world by Messrs. 
MACMILLAN. Baron DE Boox-Worms & Co. | 


P.S.—The Baron, who has to doa consider-: 
able amount of scribbling while journeying by: 
road, by river, or by rail, has hitherto used: 
the simple pencil, or a useful and invaluable, 

atent one with long lasting lead, But lately: 
te has been using the Fountain Pen, and, as: 
long as it keeps itself in good order, there is| 
no doubt of its superiority over any pencil, } 
and general utility from the travelling scribe’s: 
point of view. The Baron doesn’t feel justi-: 
fied in pronouncing the Fountain Pen abso- 
lutely perfect. But it is the best of its kind’ 
within his experience. What has to be in-' 
vented is a small handy writing-pad, which: 
can be firmly grasped in the left hand, and’ 
give sufficient margin for resting the right! 
hand while writing in train or cab, ‘' The’ 
Author’s Paper-Pad”’ is near it, but not the 
thing. Something thicker is required, an inch: 
or so less width, and with three times the 
quantity of sheets in each pad. At present, of 
‘‘Pad’s the best,” and’ 
the Baron has found it remarkably useful, 


ooo : 
Tur Cynic’s CHRISTMAS.—A holly mockery.; 
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Laura, ‘‘Ou, CHARLOTTE, HOW DREADFOL! 
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“A LONG LANE THAT HAS NO TURNING!” 


THERE COMES YouNG Mr, MARSHALL, WALKING WITH YouR HusBAND ! 


I’vE JUST,, 


RECEIVED A LETTER FROM HIM, ASKING ME TO BE HIS WIFE—AND I HAVEN’T MADE UP MY MIND WHETHER TO ACCEPT HIM OR NOT! 


“GOOD OLD CHRISTMAS!” 
(At Sea in His Own Bowl.) 


' Mr. Punch, 
THe Wise Men of Gotham who sailed in a 


owl, 
Were boobies beyond all compare ; 
But, Good Father Christmas, you worthy old 


soul, 
What do you, friend, dans cette galére ? 
The weather is stormy, the billows run high, 
The horizon looks bodingly black ; 
Don’t you think you had better, old bottle- 
nose, try 
And see if you cannot put back ? 
That Bowl, for a jorum of Punch, isall right ; 
But viewed as a bark, its security ’s slight. 


Father Christmas. 


You do not suppose, my sagacious old friend, 
That I’m tumbling out here from pure 
_ . choice P 

’Tisn’t pleasant, and goodness knows how it 

will end, 

But in it I’d hardly a voice, 

What’s come to humanity, hanged if I know ! 
They welcomed me warmly of old. 

Though I came asa rule in the season of snow, 
Faith, nought but the weather was cold. 
The Yule log burned briskly, all doors were 

set wide; 
Now—look at me, tossed up and down on this 


tide ! 
Mr. Punch, 


Humph! Pride, Party Spirit, Political Strife, 
Social Prejudice, Greed and Class Hate, 


Are making a pretty nice mess of our life, 
And playing the deuce with the State. 

But I didn’t expect to see you in this swim, 
You popular, pleasant old boy! 

The sea’s precious choppy, the distance looks 

im, 

Your voyage you cannot enjoy. gi: 

If they treat you like this, set adrift in a 


equall, 
It will serve them quite right if you don’t 
come at all, 


Father Christmas. 


Oh, Z shall be true to my task, and my time, 
But the Season of Peace and Goodwill 
To spoil in this way is a folly and crime. 
(Ste-a-a-dy, bowl! I begin to feel ill.) 
What with furious politics, scandals, and 
strikes, 
There seem general ructions all round ; 
Whilst mortals are snarling like quarrelsome 


tykes, 
What use for the Yule-bells to sound ? 
Though their meaning of course is the same 
now as then: 
Tis Peace upon Earth and Goodwill unto Men! 


Mr. Punch, 


Peace ?—with all the nations and classes at 
war ! 
Goodwill ?—in a world full of hate! [car 
Old friend, if your bowl were Bellona’s own 
You couldn’t look more out of date. 
Those long-billed white storm-birds that 
hover above 
Are as friendly to you as mankind: 
The raven men seem to prefer to the dove,— 
O idiots angry and blind! 


In spite of my wisdom, in spite of your cheer, 
Their folly and wrath cloud the close of the 
year, 
Father Christmas. 

Well, well, it is something to greet you again ! 
I shan’t give up hope, nor will you. ‘ 
There are one or two things to alleviate pain, 

Though the general outlook seems blue. 
I hear Charity’s voice o’er the roar of these 


waves, 
Like the sound of the bell-buoy at night; 
The Love that inspires and the Labour that 
saves 
Are not yet quite dead,—no, not quite. 
They don’t treat me well, my dear Punchy, 


but still will! 
My message to Man shall be Peace and Good- 


FATHER CHRISTMAS SEEN FARTHER, 


So the children of Stranraer, educated by 
the Local School Board, are not allowed to 
have a holiday on the 25th of December! 
At_a meeting of six members of this learned 
body, the question was put to the test of a 
division, when three representatives voted 
one way and three the other. Then the 
Chairman gave his casting vote, with the 
result above recorded! Who would not like 
to know this genial person at home at this 
merry season of the fast expiring year? 
Fancy the holly and the mistletoe, and the 
mince-pies and the plum-pudding! Stay, 
though, as the social reformer is a Scotchman, 
he probably has an effectual substitute for 
the usual Yule-Tide characteristics (decc- 
rative and edible) in Thistles! 


a 
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“GOOD OLD CHRISTMAS!” 


(AT SEA IN HIS OWN BOWL.) 
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MR. PUNCH’S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. No. 13. 


vy NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 


in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception, 
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Brown’s Vicious New Mare, 205 

Buying an Engagement Ring, 207 

Cardinal Manning and Wind-raisers, 137 

Caricaturist Headsman (The), 129 

Chamberlain shooting at Gladstonian 
Birds, 146 

Chaplin and Ceres, 86 

Clergyman and Farmer's Tithes, 95 

College Principal and Undergraduate, 287 

Collier out on Strike (A), 83 

Cook’s Tourist Office, 70 

Counterfeit Coiner before Magistrate, 231 

‘Culture in Ole Virginny,” 204 

Cyclist’s Skeleton (A), 5 

Dancing Man introduced Three Times, 3 

Difference between a Widow and a Win- 
dow, 203 

Diffident Young Man ata Dance, 178 

Distinguished Foreigner alone in Row, 9 

Doctor who Knows the Burial Service, 78 

Dog drawing a Coster, 197 

Dog’s Respirator (A), 213 

Draughting in the Law Courts, 297 

Dutch Nursemaid Skating, 282 

‘*Harlswood Totter” (The), 47 

Ecclesiastical Fashions for Ladies, 147 

Effectually Killing a Bird, 111 
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‘Puff of Wynd ham” (A), 72 

‘¢ Pulex Irritans,” 65 

Punch’s Prizes, 303 

Punch to the Poet Laureate, 83 

Puzzled ! 95 

Puzzle-headed, 150 : 

Puzzle-headed People Series, 167 

QuESTION ! 47 

Quite Playful, 189 

Raorne the ‘Record, 226 

Radical’s Lament (The), 59 

Rail at a Ealiwey a 159 

Ready! ay Ready 

Real f Giants Elevator” (A), 232 

Real Grievance Office (The), 60 

Real Musical Treat (A), 269 ; 

Real ‘‘ Vegetable” Conference (A), 166 

‘Recreations of a (Welsh) Country Par- 
son,” 109 . 

Research at Cambridge, 219 

Rescued | 282 

Retort Courteous (The), 160 

Reverendus Redivivus, 4 

Rime et Raisin, 59 

Robert and the Shar, 21 

Robert at Olympia, 245 


Ladies laughing at a Poodle’s antics, 11 

Ladies’ Questions about Cricket, 87 

Latest Cabinet Portrait (The), 132 

Lawn at Goodwood (The), 58 

L.C.C. minding their own Business, 82 

Leaping a Furze-Bush on a Common, 60 

‘‘Leviathan Bat” (The), 100 

Lightning Sketch of the Opera, 34 

Little Boy bitten by a Dog, 27 

Little Dorothy declines another Dance, 150 

Little Ethel’s Enemies, 195 

“ Little Stowaway ” (The), 252 

Little Tittups’s Hunting Mount, 285 

London Empty—East, 142; North, 118; 
South, 130; West, 154 

Lord Chancellor’s Head (The), 310 

Lord Granville’s Head, 1y1 

Lord Hartington’s Head, 251 

Lord Randolph Churchill’s Head, 262 

Lord Salisbury’s Head, 179 

Lovers’ late ‘‘ Good-night !” (The), 63 

M‘Cupid playing the Wedding Pipes, 4 

Medici Mackintosh (The), 73 

Meeting in a Long Lane, 306 

Miss Tabitha’s choice of Muzzles, 159 

M.P.’s Flying away Home, 107 

Mr. and Mrs. Gladstone’s Golden Wed- 


What it may come to in Berlin, 173 
What Mr. Punch’s Moon Saw, 41, 69, 77, 


&e. 
What will they do with it? 254 
‘©When you come to think of it,” 20, 201 
Whip behind ! 64 
Whirligig of Time (The), 25 
Whispers from Windsor, 4 
Who Cares? 69 
Wonders of the Chair, 60 
Word from the Mouth of the Bourne, 267 
Worth Seeing, 145 
‘¢ You are old Father William,” 169 


LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 


6 Apigu ! 1!” 223 

Affecting Meeting (An), 7 

«« Argumentum ad Pocketum,” 43 
“‘ Beggar my Neighbour!” 175 
Cheek ! 19 

Chez Madame Tussaud, 151 
““Come back to Erin !” 108 
*€Confound their Politics !” 139 
**Cooped Up !” 199 

Face to Face ! 115 

Friends (?) of Education, 271 


Robert at the Spannish Xibishun, 155 «Good Old Christmas !’" 307 

Robert Browning, 293 : : ,, | Eton Boy and his Tutor, 1€5 ding, 38 

Robert in the Park, 61 OTe (Tbe) that Lays the Golden | fashionable Lady Patients, 305 Mr. Balfour on the Moors, 123 
Robert on Epping Forest, 240 BR Aah in E eypt 047 Fit of a Lady’s Dress (The), 279 Mr. Balfour’s Head, 238 
Robert on Present Times, 300 Tion ahd Wie Toate (!) (The), 67 Football Players and Old Gent, 246 Mr. Chamberlain’s Head, 286 
Robert on the River, 106 De , French Lady Canoeist (A) 138 Mr. Gladstone’s Head, 167 


New Crusade (The), 259 

Orpheus - Bismarck lulls Cerberus to 
Sleep, 187 

** Out in the Cold!” 79 

** Pas de Quatre,” 163 

Rescued ! 283 

Rival Pets (The), 211 

Shamrock Puzzle (The), 235 

Supporters of the Crown, 31 

‘« There ’s many a Slip!” 90, 91 

Lede Plague of Darkness (The), 
295 


Frenchman at Hunting Breakfast, 258 Mr. Goschen’s Head, 202 

Frenchman’s Hunter and a Stone Wall, 201 | Mr. Parnell’s Head, 274 

French Scaffold and English Dock, 106 Mr. Punch at Home, 46 

Gen. Gladstone on the Battle-Field, 206 Mr. Punch’s Notes of the Months, 14, 62, 
Gentlemen of the Training-Stable, 2€3 110, 158, 218, 266, 302 

Girton Lady ordering a Crib, 270 Mrs. B. and her Husband ’s Slippers, 75 
G.O.M. on the Hiffel Tower, 143 Mr. W. H. Smith’s Head, 214 

Groom and Hard-riding Lady, 141 Music-hall Proprietor—two Studies, 190 
Guiness’s Gift to the Poor, 254 Muzzling the Cat, 59 

(ius’s Reason for leaving City early, 239 | Naval Captain driving Tandem, 249 
Hairdressing Adonis (A), 242 Nervous Invalid’s Sympathetic Friend, 117 
Harcourt’s Figure, 216 Nervous Rider gives Horse in Charge, 18 
Henley Aquatic Carnival, 10 New Royal Admiral and Colonel (The), 7 
** Hidden Hand ” (The), 171 Noble Landlord and overstocked Farmer, 
Highland Farmer’s Cairn of Stones, 183 
Horse on a Rough Voyage, 102 

Hospital Patient's Drink (A), 219 

Hotel Terrier and Lady Tourist, 23 
Housemaid and,the New Pictures, 174 
Hunter’s Armour for Cutting Fences, 261 
Hunting v. Shooting, 177 

Infant Musician of the Future, 135 
Insincere Applause at a Swell Concert, 294 
Japanese Sunshades for Electric Light, 30 
Jester and the Knights (The), 50 

Jibbing Horse crossing a Stream, 81 
Johannesburg the Golden, 182 

Jones studying Miss Vane’s Waist, 71 
Judge and Persistent Junior Counsel, 11 
Jumping Over a Huntsman’s Hat, 297 


Robin (The) 269 

Rod and (Hard) Lines, 250 

Rose-leaves and Revolution, 257 

Royal Society of British Artists (The), 255 

Royal Society of Painters in Water 
Colours (The), 265 

Royalty and Revolt, 256 

Samson among the Philistines, 220 

Sassiety Small-Talk, 253 

Scarcely Intended, 147 

**S8cenes of Our Childhood,” 304 

Seasonable Ditty (A), 297 

Sewer Gas-tritis, 101 

Sex’s Answer to Mrs. Stopes (The), 147 

Shah, N.B. (The), 48 

Shamrock Puzzle (The), 234 

Shocking Bad Hand (A), 57 

Signal to Stop (A), 41 

Sir Frederick’s Latest, 293 

So Like Him, 48 

Somebody’s Diary, 279 

‘Something in the City,” 255 

Something like a Meeting, 276 

Something like a Resuscitation, 138 

Something too Little, 77 

Song of Slaughter (A), 225 

Sound Doctrine for Dock Directors, 150 

Stanzas for‘Sardou, 2383 

Startling Apparition, 233 

Statesmen at Home, 202, 214, 227, &c. 

Still Barnumming ! 234 

Stranded, 114 

Strange Pair of Pets (A), 210 

Strawberries and Cream, 63 

Striking Observations, 135 

Strong Entertainment (A), 300 

Strong Man last Week (The), 174 

Sub Punch-and-Judice, 25 

Sugar and Lead, 149 

‘«Summat like a Sell,” 5 

Sur Ja Plage, 85 

Survival of the Fittest (A), 129 

“Sweet Spirit, hear my Prayer!” 161 

Symposium (A), 159 

TAILOR quite at Sea (The), 93 

Taken as Red, 145 

Temperate Butler (A), 93 

“Tis Good to be Murray and Wise,” 221 

“‘There’s many a Slip,” 88 


Visiting Grandmamma, 55 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 


ADDITIONAL Figures for Tussauds’, 45 

Adruiral’s Tableau (The), 99 

Angin Legislator defeats Land Transfer 
1, 

Anticipations of the Lyceum Revival, 149 

"Arry’s Nap on the Steam-boat, 162 

Bagging a Hare at the Poulterer's, 170 

Baritone minding his Baby (A), 42 

Bishop and Hunting Man riding, 33 

Bishop’s Daughter at a Dance, 198 

Bismarck’s ‘‘ Happy Dispatch,” 269 

** Bolt from the Blue” (A), 213 

Botanical Gardener and the Artist, 51 

Boulanger in a London Cloud, 76 

Brown’s Seaside Resort Difficulty, 66 


35 
Our Artist Paints for Amateur Friend, 291 
Our Curates, 97 
Our Model Village, 94 
Our Philanthropist in Shilling Gallery, 250 
Our Theatrical Children, 28 ; 
Page and the Poulterer (The), 166 
Patent Omnibus Netting, 232 
Paterfamilias’s Married Daughters, 243 
Patient who only relishes Physic, 255 
Pheasant or Rabbit? 244 
Photographing ’Arry on Horseback, 69 
Policemen and the Fine Baby, 222 
Poodle pulling Lion’s Tail, 26 
Popular Hostess’s Door-Bell (A), 6 
Portuguese Monkey and the Map, 278 | 
Prof. Snoozle and Seaside Musician, 122 
Proposing on a See-Saw, 210 > 
Pugilistic Matches, 257 
Punch and Toby at Kensington Gardens, 1 
Putting Spinster’s Refusal on Paper, £99 
Puzzles at Evening Party, 234 
Real Rouge-Dragon (The), 215 
Resembling the G. O. M., 61 
Result of Seeing the Shah, 13 
Rev. Quiverful’s Suggestion to Mrs. Q., 189 
Riding at Water, 228 
Rip van Drinkle’s Adventures, 280 
Rosebery, the L. C. C. Chairman, 230 
Royal Ranger’s Exultation (The), 57 
Runaway Tithes Bill Pig (The), 105 
Salmon Reel and Line for Huntsmen, 237 
School-Board Excelsior (The), 290 
Scotch Farmer and Ticket Collector, 98 
Seeing Niagara in London, 119 


Three Judges (The), 194 
To a Fair Nicotian, 197 
To a Rising Star, 9 
Toilers of the Sex, 242 
Tommy on Museums, 285 


Truth will out!” 188 

Turned to Account, 45 

“Twas a Glorious Victory 
tisement, 229 


Unitep Services (The), 74 
Unlimited Water-loo, 304 
Unmerited Aspersion, 81 
Untiled, 98, 109, 121, &e. 
Up-hill Work, 231 

Up to Town in the Dead Seg 
*‘Urn-Bye” as it is, 122 
VALE, Wimbledon ! 23 
Venezuela, 249 

Venus Popularia, 81 

Verb. Sap., 126 

Very Ingenious ! 120 

Very Last of the Naval Man 
Voces Populi, 25, 71 - 
WaAX-WORKERS at Play, 100 
“We” at Sea, 162 

What it has nearly come to, 
i a a a eae 


Those dreadful Doctors !| 273 


Transvaal Transformation, &c., 182 


—and Adver- 


Two Sides to a Question, 294 
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cuvres, 101 
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Shah and Otello (The), 5 

Shah's Impressions (The), 22 

Shooting at a Gap in the Hedge, 131 

Sir Gorgius and his Crysanthemums, 226 

Sir W. Harcourt’s Head, 227 

Speaker’s Head (The), 298 

Special Correspondents with the Fleet, $8 

Splashed by a Hansom, 809 

Strike in the Nursery (A), 184 

Switchback on Repairing Roadways, 220 

Taking Mrs. Masham down to Supper, 54 

Taking One of Two Sisters in to Dinner, 15 

Tennis Player at the Golf Links, 39 

Theatrical Fairies in House of Lords, 48 

Three Judges (The), 194 

Tommy goes back to School, 145 

Tommy quotes ‘This Little Pig,” &., 186 

Torpedo Lieutenant’s Dream of Evolution 
(A), 113 

Two Phases of Golf, 300 : 

Ventilation at the Law Courts, 273 

Waiter offering a Little Duck, 155 ; 

Waiting at the Dieppe Bathing Casino, 126 : 

Wanting to be a Hospital Nurse, 267 

Wanting to Shoot a Fox, 275°. + 

Watering Streets during Rain,-192 ~. 

Weather-Glass Impostor (The), 124 =~ 

Wimbledon Whims, 37. <i 

“ Winging” a Bird and Catching it, 134 
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